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8H0RT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


ON  VIRTUE. 


Text. — He  lives  in  fame  who  dies  in  virtue’s  cause. 

My  Friends  :  If  you  were  to^ask  me  my  opinion  as  to  whether 
all  mankind  are  equally  possessed  of  the  germs  of  virtue.  I  should 
tell  you  that  I  believe  its  seeds  are  implanted  in  every  human 
heart;  but  that,  with  some,  they  are  allowed  to  rot  in  a  cold  un¬ 
congenial  soil — with  others,  the  weeds  of  vice  are  permitted  to 
overshadow  and  choke  them  in  the  blade — while  others  spring  up 
and  flourish,  under  proper  cultivation,  and  bring  forth  fruit,  some 
sixty,  some  seventy,  and  some  an  hundred  fold.  Since  we  reap 
the  harvest  of  virtue  in  the  autumn  of  life,  and  as  its  abundance 
depends  upon  its  cultivation  in  the  spring-time  and  summer  of  our 
existence,  I  feel  it  to  be  my  imperative  duty  to  beat  into  my  young 
auditors,  with  the  beetle  of  persuasion,  a  sense  of  cultivating  vir¬ 
tuous  inclinations,  while  the  soil  of  the  heart  is  rendered  produc¬ 
tive  by  the  genial  showers  of  life’s  gentle  spring.  0,  you  young 
candidates  for  perdition  !  how  many  have  I  seen  of  you  running 
bare-headed  and  bare-ended  in  the  storms  of  iniquitous  folly,  with 
your  lips  all  besmutted  with  the  filth  of  blasphemy,  knowing  no 
father  but  him  you  call  ‘  dad,'  and  caring  as  little  for  him  as  you 
do  for  the  Maker  of  the  man  in  the  moon  !  0,  3*011  juvenile  clip¬ 

pings  of  total  depravity!  how  much  longer  must  I  have  fl 
tification  of  seeing  3*011  dance  with  your  naked  feet  upon  the 
prickly  beds  of  vice,  when  you  might  just  as  well  enter  upon  the 
floweryr  lawns  of  virtue,  and  surfeit  upon  the  sweets  of  happi¬ 
ness  !  And  you  older  fry,  who  have  been  spawned  in  the  mud  of 
corruption:  )*ou  second-hand  loafers— upon  whose  backs  the 
scales  of  iniquity  are  like  tiles  upon  a  Dutchman’s  roof  !  I  warn 
you  to  forsake  3*our  midnight  alleys  of  lewdness — your  evening 
debaucheries — )*our  daylight  transgressions — or  }*our  latter  davs 
will  be  clouded  with  woe,  and  the  thunder  and  fining  of  retri¬ 
bution  will  frighten  peace  and  comfort  from  3Tour  domicils,  leaving 
them  unto  )Tou  as  desolate  and  dreary*  as  the  lower  coal  hole  of 
Pluto.  \es,  and  y*ou  still  older  rascals!  you,  whose  heads  have 
become  whitened  by  the  premature  frosts  of  sin — whose  barren 
pedis  shine  iike  greasy  gourds  by  candlelight — whose  steps  totter 
upon  the  very*  b>ink  of  eternity  !  I  must  give  y*ou  an  admonishing 
punch  under  the  r;i  s,  ar^bid  you  beware  lest  your  names  be 
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destined  to  rot  in  the  stagnant  pool  of  oblivion,  when  you 
shall  have  been  gathered  into  the  mouldering  sepulchre,  and 
the  worms  hold  a  banquet  in  the  deserted  temple  of  the  soul. 
Yea,  old  men,  I  bid  you  beware  !  for  your  journey  is  nearly 
ended ;  you  can  see  life’s  final  goal  without  the  aid  of  spec¬ 
tacles;  and  0,  be  prepared,  while  you  may,  to  die  in  virtue’s 
cause,  that  you  may  then  live  in  fame  through  six  or  eight  thick¬ 
nesses  of  posterity  ! 

My  friends  :  virtue,  like  a  cucumber  vine,  puts  forth  a  great 
many  false  blossoms,  that  flourish  for  a  time,  and  then  drop  to 
earth,  yielding  no  fruit  whatever,  and  having  no  other  claim  to 
merit,  than  as  mere  useless  ornaments  in  the  moral  vineyard. 
Yonder,  my  friends,  goes  a  pretty  female  posey.  She  was  all  pu¬ 
rity  in  the  bud,  and  the  petals  of  genuine  virtue  were  enfolded  in 
the  calyx  of  her  heart ;  but  when  she  suddenly  expanded  in  the 
hot-bed  of  fashionable  society,  her  germ  became  poisoned  by  its 
effluvia, — and  what  is  she  now  ?  Nothing  but  one  of  those  false 
blossoms  of  virtue,  whose  only  fragrance  is  a  sprinkling  of  co¬ 
logne,  and  that  is  wasted  upon  the  midnight  air.  Don’t  endeavor 
to  pluck  that  attractive  flower,  my  young  friends,  without  the 
gloves  of  prudence  ;  for  her  stem  is  surrounded  by  thorns  that 
protrude  m  every  direction,  threatening  woe  to  the  rash  youth 
whose  infatuation  leads  him  to  grasp  hastily  at  so  deceitful  and 
dangerous  an  object.  Let  her  go  it  on  the  Canal  street  plan  till 
she  bursts  life’s  corsets,  and  falls  to  pieces  in  the  cold  embrace  of 
Death  !  Ah  !  she  is  as  fragile  as  she  is  deceitful  and  fair!  A 
few  more  years,  and  the  wings  of  Time  shall  brush  every  particle1 
of  rouge  from  her  cheeks — a  few  more  years,  and  the  sparks  thai 
now  glisten  in  her  eyes  shall  be  dimmed  in  their  sockets — a  few 
more  years,  and  the  tears  of  repentance  will  have  worn  deep  gut , 
teis  in  her  chin  ;  every  trace  of  former  beauty  will  be  obliterated 
and  she  will  |ppJ)orne  to  the  tomb,  resembling  in  appearance  ; 
corn-cob  wrapped  in  a  half  sheet  of  foolscap.  There  Memor 
shall  sit  and  pick  her  teeth  with  cold  unconcern — there,  no  ston 
shall  be  reared  to  tell  who  sleeps  below — no  willow  shall  bend  , 
no  cypress  shall  wave,  and  no  traveller  shall  pause  for  a  momer  , 
to  meditate  in  sympathy  over  the  sacredness  of  the  dust  upo  ( 
which  he  treads.  a 

O,  my  dear  friends,  I  would  have  you  espouse  the  cause  of  Yi 
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;ue  if  you  wish  to  live  in  peace,  die  in  glory,  and  have  your  names 
carved  upon  the  very  highest  pinnacle  of  fame.  She  is  a  lovely 
naiden  who  scatters  evergreen  wreaths  along  the  graveled  walks 
}f  Paradise — guards  its  gates  from  the  intrusion  of  sorrow  and  re¬ 
morse,  and  sprinkles  every  drooping  bud  of  Hope  with  the  refreshi¬ 
ng  waters  pf  heavenly  love.  Born  of  the  angels,  and  adopted  by 
:he  wise  and  the  good,  she  is  entitled  to  your  regard  and  protec- 
don  :  and,  T  ask,  would  you  stand  idly  by,  and  see  her  violated  by 
hat  bull-headed  monster,  Vice  1  No,  I  know  you  would  fly  to 
icr  aid— fight  for  her  sake — and,  if  necessary,  die  in  her  cause — 
that  vou  might  then  live  in  everlasting  fame,  and  have  your  ashes 
safely  deposited  in  the  urn  of  remembrance  till  it  shall  be  dashed 
o  pieces  by  the  last  convulsive  throe  of  expiring  Time.  So  mote 
it  be! 


ON  HOPE. 

Text. — When  Murder  bared  her  arm,  and  rampant  War 
Yoked  the  red  dragons  of  his  iron  car ; 

When  Peace  and  Mercy,  banished  from  the  plain, 

Sprang  on  the  viewless  winds  to  heaven  again, 

All,  all  forsook  the  friendless  guilty  mind, 

But  Hope,  the  charmer,  lingered  still  behind. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  There's  no  kind  of  use  in  my  preaching  my¬ 
self  to  death,  unless  you  have  a  mind  to  grow  wiser  and  become 
better  for  it.  Pm  obliged  to  put  just  so  much  seasoning  in  my 
sermons — for  half  of  the  moral  soup  that  is  ladled  out  now-a-days 
s  so  very  insipid  that  people  won’t  even  smell  of  it.  Egad  !  they 
fall  asleep  with  their  noses  stuck  right  in  the  dish.  You  don’t 
sleep  over  mine — but  I  am  very  sorry  that  some  of  you  will  sit 
and  laugh,  and  giggle,  when  you  ought  to  look  as  grave  as  the 
Jack  of  Spades.  Why,  you  seem  to  think  I  preach  just  to  amuse 
"you,  and  poke  fun  into  serious  matters  ;  but  it’s  no  such  thing, 
f Whatever  I  say  contains  a  moral,  and  if  you  don’t  profit  by  it  the 
»fault  is  all  on  your  side,  and  the  misfortune  on  mine.  The  fact  is, 
hf  you  don’t  make  more  inside  improvement,  I  shall  go  straight 
^over  to  Jersey,  and  preach  to  the  heathens.  I’ll  see  if  I  can’t  raise 
a  rumpus  with  the  devil’s  supernumeraries,  somewhere.  Enough 
■'said  on  this  subject. 
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My  friends  :  how  do  you  suppose  we  could  possibly  get  along 
through  such  a  cold,  rainy  world  as  this,  unless  we  had  that 
charming  creature,  Hope,  to  smile  upon  us,  cheer  us  up,  and  help 
us  out  of  the  mud  of  disappointment  whenever  we  got  stuck 
there  ?  Why,  we  couldn’t  budge  an  inch  toward  the  goal  of  hap¬ 
piness — a  little  more  than  like  the  frog  in  the  well,  we  might  jump 
two  feet  every  day,  and  fall  back  three  every  night.  We  should 
always  be  as  sad  as  an  oyster,  and  look  as  unco  dolofu  round  the 
corners  of  the  mouth  as  a  codfish  ;  but,  thanks  to  kind  Providence, 
we  have  the  delightful  companion,  Hope,  by  our  side  always. 
She  kisses  us  in  the  cradle — promises  to  be  an  affectionate  mother 
— and  leads  us  therefrom  over  the  flowery  lawns  of  life,  to  cull  all 
manner  of  posies,  from  the  modest  violet  up  to  the  brazen-faced 
sun-flower.  She  directs  our  footsteps  from  the  poisonous  pools 
of  despair,  and  only  takes  us  occasionally  into  the  shady  vale  of 
despondency,  in  order  that  we  may  see  more  clearly  those  beauti¬ 
ful  castles  she  has  built  for  us  on  the  summit  of  some  ‘  heaven- 
kissing  hill.’  That’s  the  way  with  her — she  never  lets  a  person 
stop  to  luxuriate  long  over  a  banquet  of  pleasure,  before  she  says, 
Come,  don’t  make  a  hog  of  yourself — let  us  take  a  trip  yonder, 
where  the  blue  skies  mingle  with  earth,  and  enter  that  bower  which  a 
shades  the  porch  of  heaven  But,  my  hearers,  Hope  is  mistaken 
here — because,  when  this  delightful  spot  is  reached,  lo  and  behold  „ 
another  heaven  opens  to  view,  which  must  also  be  attained.  This  )0j 
is  the  greatest  fault  I  find  with  Hope — she  goes  it  too  strong  on  jaj 
the  credit  system —always  giving  promissory  notes,  and  extending  L 
them  ninety  days  at  a  notch;  and  the  chances  are  ten  to  one  she  L 
don’t  burst  up  and  leave  a  fellow  bankrupt  in  happiness  !  But,  jsu 
then,  only  think  what  a  faithful  companion  ! — how  tenderly  she  !V, 
watches  over  and  sings  lullabies  to  hush  the  fretful  child  of  care  !  4 
— how  kindly  she  journeys  on  with  man,  through  weal  and  through 
woe,  in  his  pilgrimage  to  the  grave  !  Yes,  she  lends  him  a  staff 
when  his  knees  begin  to  totter  with  age,  and  sits  smiling,  with  her 


pinions  folded,  upon  the  tomb  when  he  lays  him  down  to  die ;  but 


ere  the  vital  spark  has  fled,  she  spreads  them  to  the  air,  and  takes 


a  heavenward  flight,  to  pre-are  for  him  a  mansion  of  peace  in  the,, 
boundless  reals  of  hrunortality. 


Oil' 


to; 


Now,  that’s  pretty  considerable  for  a  young  female,  like  Hope,^ 
to  do  :  and  it  should  overbalance  all  the  falsehoods  she  ever  told, 
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:and  consign  to  the  shades  of  don’t-recollect  it  all  the  deceptions 
she  has  been  practising.  The  origin  of  Hope  is  coeval  with  Er¬ 
ror.  You  all  remember  the  time  when  Jove  formed  a  woman  of 
clay — animated  her  with  Promethean  fire,  and  sent  her  down  to 
earth  ?  I  presume  you  do.  Well,  when  man  saw  her  descending, 
he  ran  and  caught  this  falling  star,  and  hugged  her  to  his  breast ; 
but  unluckily  he  squeezed  her  so  tight,  that  the  pandora  box,  which 
she  held,  burst  open,  and  out  flew  all  the  evils  with  which  we 
poor  innocent  lambs  are  now  beset :  but  at  the  bottom  of  this  very 
i  dox  lay  snugly  curled  up  the  little  cherub,  Hope  ;  and  when  she 
found  herself  in  the  muss,  she  unfolded  her  tiny  butterfly  wings, 
md  flitted  away  in  the  airy  footsteps  of  her  suspicious  predeces- 

Jsors,  to  guard  them  from  too  frequently  molesting  the  whole  hu- 
nan  race.  My  text  says  that,  during  the  time  when  Murder  roll¬ 
ed  up  her  sleeves — when  War  hitched  the  red  oxen  to  his  iron  car 
— when'Peace  and  Mercy  ran  home  like  cowards — and  when  all, 
jverything,  bid  ‘  bone  jaw,  monsheer’  to  everybody,  Hope,  the 
lear  little  spunky  deviless,  still  lingered  behind.  This  shows  ex- 
ictly  what  sort  of  stuff  she’s  made  of,  and  how  highly  we  ought 
o  prize  her ;  for  there  is  no  mistake  but  she  is  first  rate  company, 
md  will  stick,  to  the  last,  like  cobbler’s  wax. 

My  quiescent  hearers  :  though  Hope  is  always  at  hand,  let  me 
|varn  you  against  hoping  for  too  much  ;  for  it  has  spread  a  pall 
of  despair  over  the  bright  joys  of  many.  You  can’t  live  on  hope 
done,  as  poets  do — for  the  reason  that  you  are  men,  and  they  are 
;  noonshine,  and  can  make  a  dinner  on  dog’s  meat  and  doggerel; 

:  >ut  you  require  good,  substantial  food — and  if  you  sit  down  and 
uck  your  fingers  till  Hope  brings  it  to  you,  I  shouldn’t  wonder  if 
:  '■ou  didn’t  get  fat  very  soon.  You  that  have  children,  don’t  pat 
hem  on  the  head  and  say,  this  is  my  son,  and  I  expect  to  have 
he  honor  of  seeing  him  President  of  the  United  States  one  of 
f  hese  days — because,  one  of  these  days,  you  may  have  the  honor 
;  >f  seeing  him  peeping  through  the  grates  of  a  prison.  Let  me 
1  equest  all  to  be  content  with  enough,  and  to  go  to  work  industri- 
5  jusly,  honestly  and  rightly  to  obtain  it ;  and  if  you  live  up  to  the 
lictates  of  a  rectifying  conscience,  th^  angel  Hope  will  soar  aloft 
vith  the  list  of  your  virtues,  and  enter  them  upon  the  registry  in 
he  courts  of  the  blest.  So  mote  it  be ! 

IT 
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ON  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  LIFE. 

Text. — Oh,  life  !  I  breathe  thee  in  the  breeze, 

1  feel  the  bounding  in  my  veins, 

I  see  thee  in  these  stretching  trees, 

These  flowers,  this  still  rock’s  mossy  stains. 

My  Hearers  :  It  is  not  to  be  expected  that  I  am  about  to  go  into 
a  perfect  analyzation  of  life — and  explain  the  magnetic  principle 
by  which  we  live,  and  move,  and  have  our  being  :  because  it  is 
something  that  I  can’t  understand — and  the  more  I  think  of  it,  the 
more  I  get  puzzled.  I  can  only  say,  that  it  is  a  sort  of  perpetual 
motion,  which  keeps’ the  anatomical  machinery  in  operation  till  it 
wears  out,  or  gets  out  of  kelter  by  some  fatal  accident.  I  believe 
that  the  principle  of  life  pervades  all  bodies,  and  is  everywhere ; 
but  we  can’t  always  see  the  effects  of  it.  We  see  the  effects  of  it 
in  flesh — in  flowers,  shrubs  and  trees,  and  in  all  the  stars  and  pla¬ 
nets  composing  the  universe;  and  we  can  taste  the  effects  of  it  in 
*  three-cent  rum — no  mistake  about  that.  My  hearers — don’t  die 
with  surprise  when  I  tell  you  that  life  is  precisely  the  same,  in 
every  respect,  as  fire.  Fire,  like  life,  is  in  all  bodies,  and  is  every¬ 
where — even  in  the  air  itself.  The  effects  of  fire,  like  life,  are  only 
seen  while  operating  on  some  substance,  which  it  gradually  con¬ 
sumes :  fire  exists  without  air  the  same  length  of  time  as  life;  a 
candle,  placed  in  a  cellar  that  contains  fixed  air,  will  burn  as  long 
as  life  can  exist,  and  no  longer :  and  when  the  blaze  and  life  both 
expire,  they  return,  together,  mysteriously  back  to  the  state  from 
whence  they  sprung ;  and  all  that  man  really  knows  about  them, 
is  a  very  little,  I  tell  ye.  If  you  can  grasp  a  handful  of  air,  and 
tell  me  how  much  fire  you  have  got  with  it,  I’ll  tell  you  how  many 
souls  I  can  count  in  a  moonbeam.  These  are  my  sentiments,  and 
l  don’t  care  if  all  creation  turns  up  its  nose  at  them.  I  know  what 
is  what,  just  as  well  as  anybody  else  knows  which  is  which;  but 
the  fact  is,  we  don’t  any  of  us  know  for  a  certainty  what’s  to  hap¬ 
pen  when  the  great  by-and-by  comes.  You  must  not  believe,  how¬ 
ever,  with  some  foolish  atheists,  that  when  the  body  dies,  the  soul 
(or  life)  dies  with  it.  This  is  all  gammon.  1  tell  you  that  the 
soul  will  live  for  ever,  in  some  form  or  other;  for  natural  philo¬ 
sophy  teaches  that  not  a  single  particle  of  matter  can  be  destroy¬ 
ed  ;  it  only  undergoes  changes.  Then  why  does  not  reason  tell 
that  the  soul  can’t  be  destroyed,  but  simply  undergoes  a  change, 
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also  %  When  the  body  dies,  the  material  that  composes  it  dissolves 
and  returns  to  its  native  dust ;  and  the  soul  also  goes  back  to  the 
element  that  gave  it  birth.  This  is  all  sound  truth — and  if  any  of 
you  remain  skeptical  on  the  subject,  I  will  drive  it  into  you  with 
the  mallet  of  logic,  till  you  are  willing  to  admit  that  there  is  some 
force  in  my  argument. 

My  attentive  hearers  !  life  is  a  great  mystery;  nobody  can  fully 
explain  it.  Its  home  is  in  the  heart;  and  there  its  springs  are 
operating  secretly  at  the  bidding  of  Him  who  first  set  them  in  mo¬ 
tion,  and  cannot  be  revealed  to  the  eyes  of  mortals.  If  you  un¬ 
dertake  to  tear  away  the  casement  that  surrounds  them,  for  the 
purpose  of  making  discoveries,  the  whole  of  the  machinery  at  once 
stops — and  you  are  just  as  much  in  the  dark  as  you  were  before. 
This  is  something  not  for  man  to  know — he  never  has  understood 
it,  and  never  will,  if  he  lives  to  be  as  old  as  Beelzebub’s  grand¬ 
mother.  When  the  hand  of  Omnipotence  first  scraped  together  a 
parcel  of  red  dirt,  on  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates,  and  caused  the 
lump  to  rise,  with  the  leaven  of  life,  the  being  who  was  formed 
thereby  knew  no  more  how  he  became  possessed  of  the  powers 
of  locomotion  than  a  steam  engine ;  and  all  he  knew  concerning 
the  mechanism  of  his  wife  was,  that  an  extra  rib  in  his  left  side 
(which  always  caused  him  to  walk  lame)  was  missing — and  she 
must,  of  course,  have  been  formed  from  it;  but  the  puzzler  was, 
how  came  she  by  as  many  ribs  as  he  possessed — for  he  soon  as¬ 
certained  this  fact — and  how  either  of  them  came  to  spring  from 
the  earth,  in  such  a  noble  form.  But,  my  friends,  let  us  be  thank¬ 
ful  that  we  are  endowed  with  life,  for  it  is  a  great  blessing — in 
fact,  we  couldn’t  well  do  without  it.  We  should  all  feel  as  grate¬ 
ful  as  a  person  I  happen  to  know  of  does,  who  says  that  his  fa¬ 
ther  and  mother  never  had  but  one  child,  and  he  is  that  one  ;  and 
that  he  considers  himself  the  luckiest  being  in  creation — for  he 
came  within  only  one  of  not  being  born  at  all.  My  friends,  this 
was  a  narrow  escape ;  and  we  should  every  one  entertain  a  simi¬ 
lar  feeling,  and  make  the  most  of  such  a  luxury  as  life,  till  it  as¬ 
sumes  a  new  form — puts  on  a  new  dress — and  settles  down  upon 
an  ever-blooming  isle  of  bliss,  surrounded  by  the  boundless  ocean 
eternity.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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ON  HONOR.  , 

Text — Honor  and  shame  from'no  condition  rise  ; 

Act  well  your  part — there  all  the  honor  lies. 

My  Dear  Friends  :  As  I  apply  the  dissecting-knife  to  my  text, 
and  enter  into  a  minute  examination  of  its  parts,-  you  may  each, 
very  probably,  form  the  opinion  that  it  is  unsound  and  inconsist¬ 
ent  as  a  whole  ;  but  it  is  no  such  thing.  Pope  was  a  man  of 
sense,  though  he  had  round  shoulders  and  a  big  nose — the  latter 
always  indicates  a  strong  mind  (I’ve  a  pretty  good  nub  myself) — 
and  he  displayed  his  talents  in  all  his  writings.  Those  two  lines 
of  his  contain  much  truth,  when  taken  together,  because  they 
dovetail  nicely ;  but  when  separated,  the  first  is  as  useless  as  hot 
whiskey  punch  in  summer.  To  say  that  honor  doesn’t  arise  from 
any  condition  or  circumstance,  is  all  stuff.  I  know,  and  you  know, 
my  hearers,  that  to  hold  an  office  of  any  kind  is  more  honorable 
than  loafing;  no  matter  if  it’s  nothing  more  than  street-sweeping, 
or  inspecting  the  Bay  off  the  Battery.  The  laurels  that  deck  the 
brow  of  the  President  of  the  United  States,  are  far  more  comely 
than  the  scanty  wreaths  which  petty  office-holders  wear;  and  the 
party  in  power  is  always  sure  to  command  a  certain  amount  of  re¬ 
spect.  Such,  my  dear  hearers,  are  the  honors  arising  from  condi¬ 
tion.  Some  people  think  it  an  honor  to  preach  ;  but  they  are  just 
as  much  mistaken  as  though  they  they  tried  to  see  their  way  to 
bed  by  a  red  flannel  shirt.  We  preachers  enter  the  vineyard  as 
laborers,  and  work  like  Trojans  for  the  salvation  of  all.  Our  daily 
bread  is  all  we  require — and  I  admire  your  parsimony  in  not  al¬ 
lowing  us  more;  for  if  the  body  is  pampered,  the  spirit  gets  proud 
of  its  habitation,  and  grows  headstrong.  We  6eek  not  terrestrial 
honors — for,  like  Jonah’s  gourd,  and  the  old  woman’s  soap — they 
come  and  go  in  a  night.  We  ask  not  fame — it  is  but  a  meteor  in 
the  storm,  or  a  rainbow  upon  a  shower;  its  colors  won’t  stick. 
No,  my  friends,  we  seek  for  an  unfading  crown  of  glory;  the 
hope,  even,  of  which  we  wouldn’t  swop  for  the  diamond  mines  of 
Golconda,  or  the  coal-beds  of  Pennsylvania. 

It  is  neither  true  that  shame  from  no  condition  rises.  I  appeal 
to  your  own  sense  of  modesty  or  pride,  whether  there  be  one 
among  you  who  would  not  experience  a  share  of  humiliation  and 
shame  on  being  seen  in  company  with  infidels,  horse  thieves,  and 
broken-down  poets;  or  taken  in  the  act  of  stealing  newspapers, 
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ubing  a  beggar  of  his  crust,  voting  twice  at  elections,  &c.?  The 
mmittal  of  such  acts  ought  to  be  sufficient  to  create  a  blush  up- 
a  brazen  image.  And  let  me  ask,  if  any  of  you  were  to  be 
and  snoozing  in  a  mud-gutter,  under  the  influence  of  some  ‘  evil 

irit* _ whether  you^puld  have  reason  to  be  proud  of  your  con- 

tion  1  I  perceive  you  all  hang  your  heads  as  if  directly  accus- 
•  but  I  have  more  confidence  in  your  sobriety  and  general  good 
•nduct,  than  to  suppose  you  guilty  of  such  misdemeanor  I 
10W_  •  hem!  *  ahem!!  '  hem!!! 

My  sleepers !  unless  'more  particular  attention  is  paid,  I  must 
include  my  discourse.  I  cultivated  my  voice  for  preaching  by 
•ying  charcoal ;  and  it  is  a  little  surprising  that  any  of  you  can 
eep  during  the  vociferous  exercise  of  my  oral  faculties!  but  you 
re  awake  in  season  to  hear  the  most  important  part  of  my  text 
iscussed.  It  is  this  :  Act  well  your  part.  This  has  no  reference 
3  stage  actors;  though  they  are  entitled  to  honor  when  they  act 
ieir  parts  well ;  but,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  that  only  a  few  of  tnem 
o  it.  They  rant— gag— murder— strut  out  their  little  hour— an 
lake  their  exit  from  the  stage  of  existence,  wholly  unprepared  for 
he  debut  which  they  must  finally  make.  If  you  only  strive  to 
,ct  your  part  well— no  matter  what  condition  or  circumstances 
r0U  are  in— you  are  entitled  to  honor,  and  no  ostentatious  opinion 
an  rob  you  of  it.  Above  all  things,  have  a  regard  to  virtue  and 
5iety.  We  neect  less  show  of  religion,  and  more  inward  holiness 
-we  are  in  want  of  more  religious  editors ;  and  the  only  way  to 

procure  them  is  to  pony  over  the  dust. 

Act  your  part  well,  and  avoid  the  hissings  of  conscience  deal 
justly  by  all,  and  escape  the  sheriff— keep  sober,  and  steer  clear 
of  the  snags— be  industrious,  and  defy  poverty  tell  the  trut 
and  shame  the  devil— support  your  tailor,  your  lawyer,  your  print¬ 
er,  and  your  preacher— and,  finally,  balance  accounts  with  your 
Maker,  so  that  when  the  book  of  existence  shall  be  closed,  an 
all  earthly  transactions  be  brought  to  an  end,  the  spirit  ma)  not 
go  down  to  the  grave  in  a  state  of  insolvency.  So  mote  it  be  . 
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ON  THE  STATE  OF  MAN  WITHOUT  WOMAN — HIS  CONDITION  WITH  HER. 

Text. — The  world  was  sad  ‘he  garden  was  a  wild, 

And  man,  the  hermit,  sighed,  till  woman  smiled. 

In  regard  to  man  in  his  primitive  state,  and  the  cosmogony  of  the 
world,  we  have  no  knowledge,  farther  t^an  may  be  obtained 
through  the  writings  of  Moses,  which  were  originally  put  forth  in 
the  Hebrew  lauguage,  and  not  in  Low  Dutch,  as  has  been  errone¬ 
ously  stated.  The  authenticity  of  these  writings  no  one  at  the 
present  day  pretends  to  dispute,  except  a  few  ignorant  loafers  and 
infidels — such  as  used  occasionally  to  congregate  for  worship  at 
Tammany  Hall,  whenever  they  could  muster  courage  and  candles 
sufficient  to  last  them  an  evening.  One  Thomas  Hobbes,  I  think, 
was  the  first  who  had  the  audacity  to  call  in  question  the  Penta¬ 
teuch  ;  but,  my  hearers,  he  died  as  he  had  lived,  a  miserable 
wretch — anil  his  fate  should  be  a  warning  to  all  skeptics  and  un¬ 
believers.  Let  us  take  it  for  granted  that  the  world  had  a  begin¬ 
ning,  and  that  a  first  man  was  created,  whose  name  was  Adam, 
and  a  first  woman,  whose  name  was  Eve.  Adam  sprung  from  the 
dust,  in  the  space  of  an  hour,  like  a  toad-stool,  but  the  dawning 
of  his  intellect  was  as  gradual  as  day-break.  It  took  him  a  week 
to  conjecture  for  what  purpose  he  was  formed  ;  and  he  knew  not 
whether  his  proper  cognomen  was  Adam  or  Ichabod,  till  an  un¬ 
known  voice  came  to  him  a  the  cool  of  the  evening,  saying  : 
Adam,  get  out  of  that  tall  grass! 

When  man  first  entered  the  gates  of  Eden,  it  was  no  more  like 
Paradise  than  a  sheep-pasture  is  like  a  clover-field — thorns  ant 
thistles,  shrub  oaks  and  dog-wood  spread  over  its  surface,  anc 
thick  fogs  of  sadness  encompassed  every  side  ; — all  because  wo¬ 
man  was  wanting.  Man  was  a  lonely  hermit,  sad  and  melancho¬ 
ly;  his  prospect  was  a  dreary  one,  and  time  hung  heavily  upor 
his  hands.  Day  after  day  he  sat  upon  the  banks  of  the  Pison 
and  endeavored  to  amuse  himself  by  fishing  for  cattish  ;  but  h( 
got  not  even  a  nibble.  He  wept  like  a  child,  when  the  gloom  of 
night  bid  him  seek  his  fig-leaf  couch,  and  pillow  his  devoted  heai 
upon  the  soft  aide  of  a  stone.  Serpents  nestled  by  his  side,  am 
the  solemn  owl  kept  up  his  nocturnal  hoot,  till  the  ‘heart  ani 
morning’  of  the  poor  forsaken  being  ‘broke  together!’  when  ht 
arose  aid  shook  himself,  ‘as  a  lion  shaketh  the  dew-drops  fronr 
his  mane.'  Oh,  these  were  tough  times  for  a  single  man  !  You 


SHOUT  PATENT  SERMONS.  10 

who  are  bewailing  your  lots,  with  fifteen  or  twenty  squalling 
brats  by  your  firesides,  think  of  the  solitary  condition  of  this  mor¬ 
tal,  and  weep— not  for  yourselves,  but  him.  No  wonder  that  a 
merciful  Providence  eventually  sent  him  a  partner,  to  sweeten  his 
solitude,  and  smooth  down  the  asperities  of  life.  On  that  bliss¬ 
ful  morning  when  he  awoke  and  found  a  woman  by  his  side,  his 
bed  was  strewn  with  roses,  and  the  perfume  of  flowers  regaled  his 
senses— the  wild  birds  reiterated  their  notes  in  the  spicy  groves— 
the  sun  rose  in  unwonted  splendor — and  the  thick  fogs  left  the 
sluggish  bed  of  the  Euphrates,  rolled  up  the  mountain  side,  and 
disappeared  for  ever.  A  chahge  had  come  over  Eden— instead  of 
a  dreary  wild,  it  had  become  a  lovely  garden,  filled  with  roses, 
poppies,  daisies,  hollyhocks,  asparagus,  woodbines,  cucumbers, 
squashes,  and  all  that  sort  of  things.  Man  was  now  a  happy 
creature— he  had  learned  to  love,  and  his  love  was  reciprocated 
by  one  whose  bosom  was  full  of  affection.  She  had  no  occasion 
to  be  acquainted  with  household  matters,  further  than  to  assist  in 
sewing  fig-leaves ;  and  he  could  live  without  toil.  But  you  know, 
my  friends,  ‘  the  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth.’  As 
soon  as  the  honey-moon  had  passed  away,  little  bickerings  arose, 
and  they  both  became  guilty  of  a  mis-step  which  drove  them  for 
ever  from  happiness  into  a  state  of  eternal  misery. 

My  hearers,  I  hope  you  will  al.s 'take  warning  by  this,  and  en¬ 
deavor  to  be  united  in  the  bonds  of  love  and  peace.  You  needn’t 
think  you  are  going  to  live  here  for  ever;  because  you  have  got 
to  go  and  make  room  for  somebody  else,  who  have  just  as  good 
a  right  here  as  you.  You  are  cut  down  like  weeds  before  you 
know  it — so  make  the  best  of  it.  The  earth  itself,  and  all  that  in¬ 
herit  it,  shall  pass  away  with  a  frightful  noise.  I’ll  quote  the  ori¬ 
ginal  : 

Celestos  quid,  horrific  scareum, 

Terros  convulsit  instanter  tareum! 

I  must  persuade  husbands  to  love  their  wives,  and  wives  their 
husbands ;  and  all  of  you  to  love  one  another.  The  boys  will 
love  the  girls  without  persuasion — and  the  girls  do  love  the  boys, 
only  they  don’t  like  to  own  it.  Love,  alone,  forms  the  tiue  basis 
I  of  happiness ;  and,  if  we  only  nourish  it,  it  will  grow  with  oui 
growth,  and  increase  with  our  years.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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ON  STORMY  SEAS  AND  STORMY  WOMEN. 

Text. — I’ve  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stfirmy  women, 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  than  seamen. — Byron. 

Categorical  and  superannuated  hearers  !  Since  I  have  taken  out 
a  patsnt  for  my  preaching,  I  have  some  idea  of  going  up  to  the  ; 
Crystal  Palace  to  preach ;  but,  on  the  sober  second  thought,  I 
think  I  will  stay  down  town  and  preach  to  the  fair,  as  usual — 
therefore,  I  want  the  whole  ’ possum  coinin'  at  us  of  you  (both  mas-  ; 
culine  and  feminine  males)  to  pay  particular  attention  to  my  pre¬ 
sent  discourse  ;  for  I  can’t  stand  here  blowing  bubbles  of  morality 
for  your  inspection,  unless  you  have  a  mind  to  look  at  them  while 
they  are  fresh  from  the  froth.  Being  persuaded,  then,  that  every¬ 
thing  is  all  correct,  I  will  proceed  to  business.  Mr.  Byron  in¬ 
forms  us,  my  hearers,  in  the  text,  that  he  has  ‘seen  stormy  seas 
and  stormy  women.’  So  have  I — enough  of  the  one,  and  lots  of 
the  other.  Yes,  my  friends,  I  have  been  on  the  unfathomed  deep 
when  the  heavens,  pregnant  with  the  direst  vengeance,  were  deli-  ■ 
vered  of  their  children  of  wrath  ! — when  mighty  Jove  rolled  his 
thundering  chariot  over  the  mountains  of  the  sea,  and  the  red 
lightnings  glared  at  his  coursers’  feet — when  the  demons  of  the 
tempest  bellowed  in  the  blast,  and  the  angel  of  destruction  spread 
his  dark  pinions  over  the  mariner’s  bark ! — but  these  didn’t  begin 
with  my  wife’s  ‘0  Jemima !’ — (poor  creature,  she’s  dead  now  !) — 
there’s  no  telling  how  she  could  rave,  when  she  felt  in  the  fix  for 
it !  She  could  out-storm  the  equinoxial,  and  overflow  a  man’s 
meadow  the  driest  season  that  ever  was  known !  She  was  a 
stormer — or,  to  vspeak  more  properly,  she  was  a  large  species  of 
the  stormy  petrel — very  pleasant  and  quiet  in  fair  weather,  but  in 
the  storm  all  flutter  sputter.  But  T  violate  the  memory  of  my  la¬ 
mented  wife.  She  was  not  always  fretful ;  her  dispositioh  de¬ 
pended  altogether  upon  how  my  thermometer  stood.  When  she 
saw  the  mercury  of  my  anger  begin  to  rise,  she’d  throw  the  fat 
into  the  fire,  and  in  two  minutes  be  farther  up  the  ladder  of  wrath 
than  I  could  ever  think  of  climbing — and  then  the  way  I’d  catch 
hot  dumplings  on  my  head  wasn’t  slow.  Well,  she  served  me 
right — and  I  became  aware  of  it  long  before  she  rested  her  weary 
limbs  in  the  tomb.  Yes,  my  hearers,  she  and  I  had  an  affection¬ 
ate  reckoning ;  and  l  am  happy  to  say  that,  when  we  came  to 
foot  up  and  balance  accounts,  some  small  change  was  her*due, 
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h,  Heaven  knows,  I  can  repay,  only  by  causing  her  own  dear 
_ind  virtues  to  be  indelibly  graved  on  the  tablets  of  my  heart, 
i.asbandsi  bear  with  the  romantic  partners  of  your  bosoms — pro- 
oke  them  not  to  anger,  nor  upbraid  .them  for  frivolity.  The 
ieasures  they  seek  may  be  more  trifling  than  your  own,  but  hin¬ 
der  them  not  from  partaking  ;  for  you  must  recollect  that  the  sen- 
bilities  of  woman  are  woven  with  a  finer  texture  than  those  of 
an — and,  though  a  horse-blanket  may  contain  beauty  for  you, 
^pend  upon  it  your  wives  discover  more  in  the  silky  fashions  of 
ie  day. 

I  The  text  next  speaks  of  lovers  as  being  in  a  pitiable  condition, 
his,  my  hearers,  depends  much  upon  circumstances.  When  1 
lie  a  couple  of  hes  and  shes — both  ugly  enough  to  keep  the  moon 
;om  rising — both  showing  a  cloven  foot — and  both,  at  the  same 
jme,  trying  to  work  their  love  up  to  the  marrying  point — I  do 
ity  them,  indeed ;  for  I  know  that  if  the  hedgehog  marries  the 
orcupine,  they  will  both  be  troubled  with  a  prickly  heat  as  long 
jiey  live.  When  I  see  a  young  damsel,  of  witching  eighteen, 
ith  the  bloom  on  her  cheek,  and  a  pretty  little  devil  in  her  eye, 
ist  about  to  enter  the  arbor  of  matrimony,  with  a  nice  young  man 
ho  loves  and  is  beloved — and  when  I  behold  the  old  man  and 
roman  come  running  out  to  give  them  both  a  flogging,  and  cry- 
jig  shoo  !  at  the  little  god,  Cupid,  I  pity  the  lovers,  and  invoke 
jirses  on  the  sin-scorched  heads  of  their  disturbers— for  there  is 
3  knowing  what  the  consequences  may  be  !  But  when  I  see  a 
milar  couple  already  united  b  y  that  indissoluble  knot — which  a 
hiladelphia  lawyer  can’t  unpick,  so  long  as  both  ends  are  held 
ist-  I  view  them  more  with  envy  than  pity.  (0,  I  wish  I  was 
oung!) 

Unmarried  males  and  females !  I  want  to  see  you  approximate 
3  soon  as  possible;  and  when  any  of  you  are  thus  tied  together, 

:  ake  up  your  minds  to  bear  and  forbear.  When  a  breeze  springs 
p  on  one  side,  don’t  let  it  become  a  hurricane  by  a  counter  cnr- 
*nt ;  but  jog  along  in  harmony  through  the  thousand  perplexities 
jiat  beset  the  traveller  through  life — help  each  other  over  the 
itches — keep  an  eye  a  few  rods  ahead — and  all  the  happiness, 
ie  glory,  and  the  prospects  of  heaven  be  yours.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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ON  PREACHING. 

Text. — Gdnbcsgficffdffdfidfflefflzfficzfficzffiflc  ?  1?  ! 

ce  sham  pop  squirtumgr6  gunumiO;  sleepinorum.  % 

A  mighty  voice  came  unto  Snorasnoose, 

Saying,  get  up  and  preach— preach  what  you  choose. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  It  is  not  often  that  I’m  obliged  to  go  hack  sc 
far  beyond  the  first  of  January,  and  poke  round  among  the  rub¬ 
bish  of  dark  ages,  to  scrape  up  arguments  in  support  of  my  call¬ 
ing;  but  what  I  have  here  gathered  shows  conclusively  that  I 
have  the  same  right  to  preach  anything  I  please,  as  had  Snora¬ 
snoose  of  old.  This  renowned  man  lived  at  a  time  when  the  peo¬ 
ple  all  spoke  the  dead  languages  ;  therefore,  we  cannot  have  the 
benefit  of  his  writings,  except  a  few  passages  that  have  been 
translated  by  some  of  us  learned  men ;  but  he  was  a  roarer — and 
I’m  a  screamer.  Our  language,  my  hearers,  is  only  a  dialect,  made 
out  of  the  Ethiopian,  Dutch,  Irish,  Kickapoo,  and  others.  It’s  a 
living  language,  now  ;  but  it  won’t  be  much  longer — it  has  been 
murdered  most  extensively — so  much  so  that  I  hardly  kpow  it.  ] 
have  preached  since  I  was  no  older  than  a  very  small  man ;  and  1 
defy  all  creation  to  show  where  I  ever  slaughtered  a  single  -sen¬ 
tence  of  English.  A  voice  came  unto  me  similar  to  that  which 
aroused  Snorasnoose,  and  told  me  to  open  my  mouth  and  preach 
what  I  had  a  mind  to,  without  fear  of  persecution,  prosecution  or 
elocution  It  didn’t  say,  Go  ye  into  the  woods  and  preach  the 
gospel  to  the  bears;  but  it  spoke  of  my  kindred  at  home — point¬ 
ed  out  their  errors — laid  bare  their  iniquities — and  told  me  to  be 
up  and  doing.  I  reflected.  I  saw  they  had  all  gone  astray;  they 
worshipped  golden  images — went  after  strange  women — did  those 
things  they  ought  not  to  do,  and  left  undone  those  things  which 
they  ought  to  have  done.  The  monster,  Vice,  rose  up  before  me 
like  a  spirit  of  darkness  from  the  infernal  regions  of  torment,  and 
poor  frightened  Virtue  spread  her  gaudy  pinions  to  the  air,  and  cul 
stick  for  heaven  as  though  Beelzebub  was  after  her.  I  went  forth 
immediately,  armed  and  equipped  as  the  theological  law  directs,  to 
grapple  with  the  monsters,  and  coax,  if  possible,  the  angel  again 
from  the  skies.  How  far  I  have  accomplished  my  project,  it  re¬ 
mains  for  you,  my  respected  hearers,  to  judge.  When  I  first  en¬ 
tered  upon  the  duties  of  my  profession,  I  preached  to  a  barnful 
•f  barbarian*,  who  scarcely  knew  B  from  a  bag  of  bran.  There 
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they  sat — monuments  of  mortal  sin  and  ignorance!  men,  women, 
and  children  mingled  together.  Here  were  seen  gray  hairs  of  age, 
raven  locks  of  manhood,  and  tow-heads  of  youth.  I,  perched  up¬ 
on  the  hay-mow,  dealt  out  such  doctrines  as  were  most  needed.  I 
pointed  out  their  errors,  and  warned  them  to  repentance  ;  and  when 
I  stated  that  between  some  of  them  and  eternity  there  was  but  a 
tingle  plank,  they  all  looked  significantly  at  the  old  barn-floor  and 
began  to  tremble.  Adapting  my  language  to  their  comprehension, 

I  told  them  plainly  that  life  was  uncertain,  but  death  was  certain  ; 
that  it  might  come  to-mCrrow,  and  find  them  unprepared— that  they 
had  souls  to  provide  for  as  well  as  stomachs.  I  told  them  that 
eating,  drinking,  raising  turnips  and  getting  money  wouldn’t  save 
them  ;  but  that  honesty,  sobriety  and  faith  were  alone  necessary  ; 
and  it  was  not  without  effect.  I  wrought  a  change  among  them, 
for  which  I  received  the  thanks  of  the  congregation  and  a  glorious 
bowl  of  soup 

My  dear  brethren  :  the  good  work  shall  go  on.  I  will  preach, 
in  spite  of  Old  Nick  :  the  steam  is  up,  and  I  will  go  ahead.  Back¬ 
ed  by  sound  doctrines,  I  will  square  off  to  opposition — shoot  folly 
— take  a-  back  hug  with  sin — upset  infidelity — lick  Satan  out  of 
the  land,  and  kidnap  his  imps.  I  go  in  for  good  works,  and  just 
faith  enough  to  pickle  them  ;  but  New  York  has  been  weighed  in 
the  balance  and  found  wanting  by  several  pounds  and  some  ounces. 
I  never;  in  all  my  travels  from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  sojourned  in  a 
city  like  this.  Murders,  robberies,  rapes,  thefts,  crim  cons.,  and 
other  abominations,  have  sunk  it  so  low  in  iniquity  that  even  I 
shall  find  hard  work  in  digging  it  out.  All  here  seem  to  be  sure 
of  heaven,  because  they  believe  in  one.  This  don’t  do — they  must 
either  work  or  perish.  ,  Now,  my  congregationaArethren,  I  wish 
to  operate  on  you,  so  that  you  may  go  forth  as  samples  of  piety 
manufactured  by  me,  in  order  that  ten  righteous  people,  at  least, 
may  inhabit  this  modern  Gomorrah.  Men  !  I  warn  you  to  be  true 
to  your  wives,  and  let  other  women  alone.  Women !.  remember 
the  solemn  vow  at  the  nuptial  altar,  and  trifle  not  with  your  hus¬ 
bands’  affections.  Boys!  if  your  parents  will  not  instruct  you,  in¬ 
struct  yourselves,  and  then  teach  them  a  thing  or  two.  Girls  !  do 
not  flirt  with  the  boys,  but  get  married  as  soon  as  you  can.  To 
one  and  all  I  say,  act  as  becometh  rational  beings,  and  do  not  con¬ 
demn  my  preaching.  So  mote  it  be! 
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ON  THE  UNCERTAIN  MUSIC  OF  NIGHT. 

Text. — The  night  is  wild — but  sweet  to  me 

The  uncertain  music  which  it  brings. — Simms. 

My  Patient  Friends  :  I  have  chosen  the  above  text,  just  to  ho¬ 
nor  Mr.  Simms ;  but  the  fact  is,  he  can’t  write  poetry  more’n  a 
toad  wants  a  tail.  He  makes  a  pretty  good  fist  at  prose — and 
that’s  the  only  pasture  to  ruminate  in.  As  old  as  I  am,  I  do  ad¬ 
mire  good  poetry — my  whole  soul  is  wrapped  up  in  its  sublimity. 
1  will  go  my  whole  length  in  it,  if  1  lose  my  mittens!  but,  0,  ja¬ 
lap  !  get  away  with  your  pukish  doggerel !  I  had  rather  hear  (I 
beg  your  pardon,  Shakspere)  uncertain  music  made  by  stepping 
on  a  cat’s  tail,  or  Old  Hundred  played  on  a  fire-shovel,  than  one 
of  your  whining  ballad-mongers.  Avaunt,  and  quit  my  sight! 

My  hearers:  I  wish  there  was  no  beginning  to  my  remarks,  for 
I  never  get  warm  till  near  the  end.  If  I  wrote  my  sermons,  it 
wouldn’t  be  so  ;  but,  you  see,  I  speak  extemporareousry  [how  the 
plague  do  you  pronounce  that  word  ?]  and  so  I  have  to  commence 
cool  in  order  to  give  a  chance  to  grow  warm — that’s  the  fashion  ! 
My  text  says,  ‘  the  night  is  wild,’  &c.  Now,  the  night  in  the 
country  is  just  as  tame,  and  almost  as  still,  as  a  mouse  :  no  drink¬ 
ing,  carousing,  gambling  and  swearing  there,  to  call  old  father 
Somnus  out  in  his  nightcap  to  see  what  the  matter  is  ;  no  vile  dens 
of  iniquity — no  cries  of  watch!  murder!  fire!  rape!  stoj^thief ! 
and  other  horrible  et  ceteras;  but  all  there  is  as  quiet  as  a  sand¬ 
bank.  There  the  children  are  brought  up  in  the  fear  of  the  devil, 
if  they  don’t  care  much  for  the  Lord  :  they  go  to  roost  with  the 
hens,  and  are  made  to  rise  with  the  lark  ;  and  the  consequence  is, 
they  are  hearty,  ^t,  moral — become  men  before  their  mothers,  at 
least;  and  do  more  for  posterity  than  ever  lay  in  the  impotent  giz¬ 
zards  of  city-bred  people. 

Let  us,  now,  hold  the  torch-light  of  observation  amid  the  dark¬ 
ness  of  large  cities— New  York,  for  instance.  What  have  we 
here  ?  Why,  here  the  night  is  wild — wild  as  the  fiery  steed  that 
Mazeppa  rode  from  Bangor  to  the  Dismal  Swamp  :  here  Vice 
rushes  headlong  down  the  rocks?  of  perdition,  by  star-light— Inno¬ 
cence  loses  her  way,  and  gets  entangled  in  the  midst  of  thorns— 
Intemperance  reels  about,  crazy  as  a  bed-bug,  and  can’t  determine 
her  latitude,  because  the  compass  of  reason  is  lost — in  short,  the 
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ni°-ht  here  is  stark  mad ;  and  if  the  sun  didn’t  rise  to  doctor  it, 
there  would  be  no  getting  along  under  such  uproarious  mobocra- 
cy.  I  cannot  agree  with  that  part  of  the  text  which  says  that  the 
music  it  brings  is  sweet— though  it  might  have  been  so  to  the  au¬ 
thor.  This  word  ‘sweet’  is  often  sprinkled  into  poetry  to  give  it 
a  flavor ;  but,  to  my  taste,  it  is  just  as  dry  and  insipid  as  a  dish  of 
baked  toe-nails.  That  the  music  it  brings  is  uncertain,  I  admit. 
When  the  day-god  has  taken  his  last  look  on  corrupted  Gotham, 
and  hides  his  head  in  shame— when  the  virgin  queen  of  night  en¬ 
deavors  to  conceal  her  blushes  behind  the  fleecy  cloud  then  the 
ghost  of  St.  Paul  catches  a  serenading  from  Barnum's  balcony  by 
music  that  is  very  uncertain  ;  while  loafers  in  the  Park  are  greet¬ 
ed  with  that  which  is  no  less  so  from  the  various  hand-organs  to 
be  found  in  that  locality.  Then,  too,  the  song  of  the  syren  is  to 
I  be  heard  in  the  street,  and  the  watchman’s  club  resounds  upon  the 
pave — then,  at  the  witching  hour  of  night,  when  all  good  people 
are  in  bed,  the  bacchanalian  in  the  gutter  sends  a  blast  upon  the 
midnight  air  from  his  nasal  trumpet,  and  the  monotonous  notes  of 
!  ‘  hot  corn — all  smoking  hot,’  fall  with  a  saddening  cadence,  ‘  like 
i  Zephyr  mourning  for  the  lost  Pleiad !’ — all  of  which,  my  hearers, 
I  if  it  be  music  at  all,  is  music  superabundantly  uncertain. 

Friends  !  you  who  are  now  congregated  around  me  !  it  stuffs  my 
I  old  jacket  with  joy  to  know  that  none  of  you  thus  contribute  to 
make  night  hideous  with  noises  more  frightful  than  ever  issued 
from  the  sulphuric  throat  of  the  dog  Cerberus.  You  all  wear  the 
looks  of  tranquillity,  innocence  and  attentiveness — especially  that 
fellow’  w  h  his  chin  on  his  bosom,  snoring  yonder.  Here  you  sit, 

I  as  humble  as  Paul  at  the  feet  oi  Gamaliel,  with  your  pores  open 
open  to  absorb  the  benign  dews  of  instruction.  (  I  don’t  believe 
!  you  capable  of  kicking  up  a  row,  under  the  brooding  wings  of 
i  evening  -  far  from  it.  I  know  you  have  more  respect  for  the  sa¬ 
ble  damsel,  who  comes  like  a  watchful  mother,  to  rock  the  cradle 
of  repose,  and  singing  lullabies  to  hush  the  fretful  babe  of  Care. 
All  is  right  on  the  surface ;  but,  now,  my  dearly  beloved  hearers, 
i  just  turn  yourselves  wrong  side  out,  and  examine  your  hearts. 
Find  you  there  nothing  that  needs  cleansing  ?  Ay,  the  human 
heart  is  full  of  abominations — stained,  polluted  with  sin  ;  nor  will 
a  cob,  sand  and  soap  ever  remove  them.  You  must  be  purified, 
by  burning  incense  upon  the  altar,  and  keep  out  of  the  contagion 
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of  the  world  :  it  is  worse  than  the  cholera  or  hydrophobia.  You 
must  watch  and  pray — pray  like  a  house  a-fire  !  Catch  hold  of 
the  rope  of  faith  ;  and  don’t  let  go  without  it  is  to  spit  upon  your 
hands.  Do  this,  and.  kingdom-come  will  meet  you  half  way;  but 
if  you  don’t,  you  will  go  down,  down,  down,  into  the  bottomless 
pit,  that  is  darker  than  a  stack  of  black  cats!  and  where  the  worst 
kind  of  ‘uncertain  music’  will  bore  you  for  ever  and  ever!  So 
mote  it  be ! 


ON  FASHION. 

Text. — With  your  hour-glass  shapes,  sweet  maidens,  beware 
Of  the  parasols  and  balloons  of  gimp  ; 

V  Remember  how  Vestris  was  lighted  in  air, 

And  one  half  of  her  went  to  her  own  Olymp, 

And  the  other  came  pirouetting  down — 

Since  then  her  legs  have  only  danced  through  the  town. 

My  Hearers:  It  becomes  my  painful  duty  to  state  that  Fashion 
is  a  superfluous  humbug.  It  isn’t  of  any  use — it  don’t  do  any 
good  ;  and  what  don't  do  any  good,  must  do  some  harm.  As  the 
negro  said  of  the  potato,  it  must  be  inwariably  good  or  inewitably 
bad  :  there’s  no  two  ways  about  it.  It’s  a  curse  entailed  upon 
mankind  in  consequence  of  the  fall  of  our  first  parents.  Greater 
divines  than  I  am  say,  that  if  Adam  and  Eve  hadn’t  have  eaten 
that  they  have  no  business  with,  there  wouldn’t  have  been  any 
need  of  ur  dressing  at  all  (how  fine  that  would  be  for  dog-days!) 
because,  ju  t  as  soon  as  they  had  trespassed  on  forbidden  ground, 
they  turned  tailors  and  went  to  sewing  fig-leaves  together  like  split 
and  fury :  hoping  to  make  up,  by  outward  appearance,  for  what 
they  had  lost  in  morals.  This  was  the  first  freak  of  fashion; 
what  the  last  will  be,  the  Lord  only  knows.  4s  for  me,  I  always 
wear  my  broad-brim  and  breeches,  let  the  fashions  vary  as  they 
may.  I  dress  as  plain  as  I  preach — and,  as  my  friend  Bob  Burns 
said,  when  I  make  my  obeisance  to  a  fellow  creature,  it  is  not  to 
his  coat,  but  to  the  man  beneath  it.  Those  who  wish  to  take  a 
pattern  after  me  need  pay  no  attention  to  my  old  boots — they  are 
a  little  down  at  the  heel  just  now;  in  other  respects,  you  may 
imitate  me  without  fear  of  being  laughed  to  scorn.  But  the  text 
requires  that  my  discourse  be  particularly  directed  to  the  ladies. 
I  npver  could  see  why  it  is  that  these  dear  creatures  wish  to  puck- 
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er,  pinch,  and  screw  themselves  up  into  such  narrow  circumstan¬ 
ces  as  they  do.  They  think  it  makes  them  look  pretty — but  I 
don’t.  Give  me  a  miss  who  is  free  and  unconfined ;  i.  e.,  loose  in 
her  habits  (you  know  what  I  mean — not  tight-laced) — one  shaped 
like  a  bundle  of  straw — one  that  can  run  up  hill  without  bursting, 
or  pick  up  a  pin  from  the  floor  in  perfect  safety.  The  Dutch  girls 
can  do  all  this ;  and  they  are  the  very  ones  I  admire.  A  few 
years  ago,  whopping  great  sleeves  and  big  antecedents  were  all  in 
a  rage  ;  and  what  a  funny  figure  our  belles  cut  then  !  They  look¬ 
ed,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  bag  of  pudding,  with  a  string  tied 
round  the  middle.  Then,  of  a  sudden,  they  took  in  so  much  can¬ 
vas,  they  may  truly  be  said  to  scud  under  bare  poles,  as  the  sail¬ 
ors  say.  I  mean  no  disparagement  to  the  ladies  when  1  tell  them 
their  arms  very  much  resemble  a  couple  of  straws  stuck  through 
a  carrot  Better  that  it  be  so,  however,  than  with  balloon  sleeves 
attached  to  them;  my  text  proves  them  dangerous.  I  believe  that 
tight  sleeves  and  small  parasols  have  been  adopted  for  precaution, 
since  Vestris  was  lifted  in  air  by  a  gust  of  wind,  and  only  one  half 
of  her  went  down  to  her  own  Olymp.  You  who  have  read  hea¬ 
then  mythology  must  know  that  this  has  no  reference  to  Madam 
Vestris,  for  history  assures  us  that  when  she  went  to  the  Olympic 
theatre,  she  took  her  legs  with  her.  Be  that  as  it  may,  one  half 
of  a  certain  Vestris  was  taken  in  air,  and  the  other  half  ‘  came 
pirouetting  down  ’ — all  in  consequence  of  big  sleeves  and  a  parasol. 

I  am  rejoiced  to  perceive  that  the  celebrated  ‘  Sam  Slick’  enter¬ 
tains  similar  sentiments  to  my  own  in  respect  to  this  sk  sezing 
system.  He  says  :  ‘My  notice  was  attracted  to  a  lady — no,  not  a 
lady,  but  to  the  waist  of  a  lady,  before  me — wasps  and  brush- 
handles — but  she  was  screwed  up  a  few ;  I  can’t  begin  to  find  any 
comparison  for  it.  She  was  compressed  into  a  span — drawn  up 
almost  out  of  sight — a  perfect  show  !  And  this  is  what  is  called 
a  good  figure — I  don’t  know  what  sort  of  a  figure,  without  it  is  a 
figure  8.  Well,  some  women  are  fools  if  they  are  women.  I’d 
rather  marry  a  form  like  a  hogshead  than  connect  myself  with 
such  an  hourglass  !’ 

My  dear  girls !  I  hope  and  trust  you  will  not  revive  the  above 
hazardous  fashion  :  for  your  top  parts  might  be  suddenly  blown 
away,  and  nothing  be  left  of  you  but  a  pair  of  legs  ‘  dancing 
through  the  town.’  What  a  spectacle  that  would  be  !  Heaven 
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forbid  it !  Beware  of  your  hourglass  shapes,  under  all  circum¬ 
stances.  The  cords  that  compress  your  waists  are  as  fatal  as  the 
the  noose  around  the  culprit's  neck.  The  spirit  will  not  dwell 
long  in  a  narrow  tenement,  where  no  fuel  is  furnished  for  the  vital 
flame  ;  it  will  shut  up  shop  ere  the  winter  of  age  approaches,  and 
the  worms  of  the  valley  will  rent  it.  As  the  autumnal  winds  di¬ 
vest  the  trees  of  their  foliage,  and  scatter  the  blossoms  of  summer 
over  the  barren  heath,  so  will  you  be  prematurely  stripped  of  all 
your  gewgaws,  ribbons,  lace,  and  other  finery,  if  you  persist  in 
tight  lacing.  Don’t  smile  at  the  remark — it  is  as  true  as  it  is  me¬ 
lancholy  !  Adorn  the  intellect — add  jewels  to  the  casket  of  the 
mind,  and  when  you  \have  advanced  as  far  as  I  have  in  the  rug¬ 
ged  pathway  of  life-/-when  Time  has  left  a  few  furrows  upon 
your  now  blooming  cheeks — then  you  will  cast  off  your  mantles 
of  splendor,  and  say,  as  did  Galileo  of  old ;  I  care  not  for  these 
things. 

My  respected  hearers,  male  and  female  !  the  monster  Fashion  is 
making  giant  strides  in  our  land.  It  engenders  vice  and  dissipa¬ 
tion  among  the  youth  ;  it  sends  millions  of  them  down  to  the 
shades  of  Pluto,  as  if  to  supply  a  stipulated  demand.  It’s  a  hard 
case  to  have  the  sins  of  the  parents  visited  upon  their  children 
down  to  the  third  and  fourth  generations;  therefore  I  recommend 
that  an  ointment  be  made  immediately  to  prevent  the  further  pro¬ 
gress  of  this  sore  calamity.  Let  the  ingredients  be  sobriety,  in¬ 
dustry,  honesty,  and  good  moral  instruction ;  which,  when  well 
applied,  and  wrapped  in  swath ings,  plain,  comely  and  neat,  will 
render  our  children’s  children  robust,  and  enable  them,  as  my  dear 
wife  used  to  say,  to  succeed  successfully.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  THE  WINDS. 

Text. — Ye  vagrant  winds!  ye  winds  that  blow! 

Where  are  your  homes,  and  what  are  ye 

My  Dear  Friends  :  Were  I  to  go  on,  in  a  long-winded  strain,  in 
attempting  to  analyze  or  define  wind,  I  should  at  last  arrive  at  no 
other  conclusion  than  that  wind  is  wind.  It  is  the  breath  of  Om¬ 
nipotence — an  immaterial,  invisible,  mysterious  something;  and 
yet  is  nothing.  Like  the  Deity  himself,  it  is  never  seen,  but  its 
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influence  is  felt,  and  its  effects  are  witnessed,  everywhere.  You 
have  doubtless  all  heard  of  the  four  winds  of  heaven;  and  it 
might  appear  like  arrogant  presumption  on  my  part  to  suppose 
that  you  are  not  acquainted  with  their  respective  names ;  never¬ 
theless,  I  will  mention  them.  They  are  Boreas,  iEolus,  Eurocly- 
don  and  Zephyr.  Boreas,  a  bitter,  blustering  son  of  a  bully,  was 
born,  bred  and  brought  up  in  the  northernmost  corner  of  the  north. 
With  icicles  hanging  upon  his  chin,  and  a  nose  as  cold  as  a  lob- 
jsters  liver,  he  comes  bellowing  upon  the  blast ;  and  a  death-chill 
shoots  through  the  veins  of  vegetation  at  his  unwelcome  approach. 
.He  occasionally  tries  to  light  up  a  smile  on  his  saturnine  features, 
and  at  times  succeeds  in  shedding  a  few  half-frozen  tears  of  peni- 
itence  over  the  grave  of  martyred  Nature  ;  but,  take  him  for  all  in 
all,  as  my  friend  Shakspere  says,  he  is  about  as  hard  a  character 
as  Avas  ever  allowed  to  run  at  large  and  riot  upon  the  bounties  of 
Providence.  iEolus,  my  friends,  resides  in  a  wrindy  cave,  some¬ 
where  upon  the  shore  of  the  equatorial  ocean.  His  home  is  in  the 
sunny  south  :  with  aerial  bellow’s,  he  sometimes  blows  us  some 
gladdening  gales,  highly  scejited  with  the  pure  odor  of  paradise, 

:  and  at  others  he  dampens  our  coats  and  our  spirits  with  a  continu¬ 
ation  of  drizzling  rains.  Euroclydoms  home  is  in  the  east.  He 
1  is  the  king  of  storms — partaking  partly  of  the  cold,  disagreeable 
nature  of  his  northern  neighbor,  Boreas,  and  partly  of  the  damp 
disposition  of  his  southern  friend,  iEolus.  His  spunk  is  the  most 
conspicuous  at  the  time  of  our  vernal  and  autumnal  equinoxes, 
j  Zephyr — that  mild,  bland,  cheerful,  spangle-winged  angel  of  my 
part's  delight — lives  and  luxuriates  in  the  balmy  bowers  of  the 
•  w'est,  where  the  gods  and  goddesses  are  for  ever  wooing,  but  ne¬ 
ver  quench  their  loves  in  the  cold  baths  of  wedlock.  Oh,  my 
friends !  I  do  love  a  zephyr  as  a  dog  does  his  dinner.  I  could  die 
with  one  in  my  bosom  in  the  hottest  of  dog-days,  without  a  mur¬ 
mur  of  complaint.  'When  one  wanders  over  the  western  hills,  in 
;  rosy  summer,  and  brushes  the  mosquitoes  from  my  fevered  pro¬ 
boscis — and  the  gay  little  sylphs  shake  from  their  butterfly  pinions 
;he  grateful  fragrance  of  flowers— it  seems  as  though  heaven,  in 
an  excitement  of  bliss,  was  about  to  break  loose,  and  bury  me  in 
a  flood  of  rapturous  joy! 

My  friends  :  the  winds  are  mysterious  spirits  that  roam  round 
the  earth,  seeking  for  rest  and  finding  none.  Their  home  is  every- 
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where,  anywhere  and  nowhere,  like  the  wild  ocean-bird,  that  now 
reposes  upon  the  calm  wave — now  beats  his  flight  through  the 
tempest — and  now  tosses  to  and  fro  on  the  rolling  billow.  They 
are  peaceable  enough  at  times,  and  again  as  uproarious  as  an  earth¬ 
quake  afflicted  with  the  delirium  tremens.  I  have  seen  them  gen¬ 
tly  draw  their  fairy  fingers  through  the  light  locks  of  the  child, 
and  lightly  lift  the  green  leaf  to  get  a  kiss  at  the  lily ;  and  I  have 
seen  them,  too,  take  a  back  hug  with  the  giant  oaks  of  the  moun¬ 
tain,  and  come  off  victors  over  some  of  the  strongest  fortifications 
of  man.  When  their  mad  propensities  are  once  aroused,  all  the 
hemp  halters  in  Halifax  can’t  hold  them;  and  when  they  are  once 
fairly  asleep  on  their  ethereal  pillows,  you  might  as  well  under¬ 
take  to  preach  piety  into  a  pack  of  cards  as  to  try  to  awake  them 
from  their  slumbers.  They  will  have  their  own  way. 

ThereJs  a  melancholy  music  in  the  winds.  It  creates  a  lonely 
sensation  about  the  heart  to  hear  them  hum  their  solemn  psalms 
amid  the  hollow  pines  of  the  mountain  in  the  dead  hour  of  night; 
or  to  listen  to  their  howlings  through  the  apertures  of  old,  ivied 
towers,  ruined  castles,  and  deserted  monasteries.  Their  wild  and 
unearthly  tones  fill  the  soul  with  romance — cause  Fancy  to  fall  in 
love  with  the  marvellous  and  supernatural,  and  soften  down  the 
most  callous  hearts  to  the  consistence  of  new-made  putty.  What 
is  there  more  solemn,  my  friends,  than  to  go  into  that  sacred  en¬ 
closure — the  garden  of  the  dead,  where  bodies  are  planted,  like 
potatoes,  in  rows — where  silence  reigns  supreme — where  marble 
stones  are  reared  to  tell  that  the  dust  below  has  once  been  alive 
— where  all  that  is  left  of  human  greatness  is  but  a  name  written 
upon  the  obelisk  by  a  hand  that  also  must  soon  crumble  to  dust ; 
what  is  there,  I  say,  more  solemn  than  to  go  in  there  upon  a  moon¬ 
light  eve — when  the  harp  of  the  night-wind  is  set  among  the 
branches  of  the  willow — and  listen  to  its  breathings  as  it  sings  a 
requiem  over  the  graves  of  our  departed  kin  !  There  are  sacred 
minstrels  that  ride  upon  the  invisible  steeds  of  the  wind ;  and  he 
who  cannot  appreciate  the  mournful  sweetness  of  their  melodies, 
must  have  a  soul  as  devoid  of  music  as  a  pasteboard  bugle  with 
harness-leather  keys. 

Winds,  what  are  ye  ?  that  is  more  than  I  can  tell.  All  I  know 
is,  my  friends,  that  they  are  necessary  to  life — refreshing  to  our 
corporacities — and  beneficial  to  everything  that  lives,  moves,  or 
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grows.  The  vernal  winds  bear  us  a  renovating  balm — open  the 
infant  buds  of  the  new-born  year — and  bring  us  an  abundant  pro¬ 
mise  of  hope  and  love.  The  summer  winds  bring  food  to  the 
flowers — nourish  the  young  seeds  that  are  forming  in  their  germs 
— ventilate  the  heated  halls  of  July  and  August — and  whisper 
that  Nature  is  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  her  prime.  The  autumn 
winds  wave  their  banners  over  a  dying  world,  and  shake  a  blight¬ 
ing  mildew  upon  the  fairest  objects  of  earth — meanwhile  beckon¬ 
ing  to  man  to  put  on  an  extra  undershirt  of  morality,  a  thick  jack¬ 
et  of  faith,  and  an  overcoat  of  fortitude,  to  be  in  readiness  for  the 
chilling  blasts  of  age,  which  are  now  already  upon  him.  The 
wintry  winds  whistle  through  the  crevices  of  the  tomb,  and  their 
shrill  tones  echo  along  the  dark  valley  of  death,  summoning  us, 
poor  ephemeral  mortals,  to  our  everlasting  homes.  Be  prepared, 
then,  my  friends,  for  the  winter  of  life ;  and,  oh  !  when  the  last 
cold  gust  of  existence  shall  sweep  past  your  tottering  tabernacles, 
you  may  be  found  to  be  good  solid  wheat,  and  worthy  of  the  gra¬ 
nary,  rather  than  the  mere  chaff,  which  the  winds  waft  away  to  be 
gathered  no  more  !  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  VANITY. 

Text. — Ecclesiastes  said  ‘  that  all  is  vanity  ’ — 

Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or  show  it, 

By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity. 

In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it; 

And  in  this  scene  of  all  confessed  inanity, 

By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher  and  by  poet, 

Must  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife, 

From  holding  up  the  nothingness  of  life. — Byron. 

My  Hearers  :  When  I  come  to  brush  away  the  cobwebs,  of  the 
past,  stand  before  the  looking-glass  of  the  present,  or  take  a  peep 
into  futurity,  I  say  without  hesitation,  exaggeration,  or  fear  of  con- 
demnation,  that  all  things,  taken  in  a  lump,  are  vanity  and  vexa¬ 
tion  of  spirit.  The  locomotive  world  appears  to  be  made  up  of 
vanity,  insanity,  profanity,  and  all  such  flummery  ;  and  life  itself 
'  don't  amount  to  much,  when  we  consider  how  it  has  to  elbow  its 
I  way  through  a  hedge  of  difficulties,  in  order  to  get  at  something 
ungetatable.  There  are  some  automata  of  doubt,  who  even  pro- 
i  fess  to  disbelieve  that  it  will  meet  with  its  deserts  in  another  he- 
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misphere,  stripped  of  all  its  pasteboard,  buckram, and  tinsel  work; 
but  they  take  back  all  they  have  said,  when  they  arrive  at  the 
gulf,  and  look  across  the  billows  of  despair,  trembling  for  the  is¬ 
sue.  No  wonder  that  a  repentant  skeptic  once  wished  to  be  car¬ 
ried  to  the  top  of  a  mountain  to  die,  in  order  that  he  might  expire 
as  near  heaven  as  possible ;  for  he  felt  that  the  clipped  wings  of 
faith  were  able  to  perform  but  a  short  flight. 

Yes,  my  hearers,  the  world,  considered  as  a  whole,  is  a  great 
conglomerated  gob  of  vanity ;  but  don’t  you  accuse  me  of  under¬ 
rating  the  works  of  the  Creator — for  the  universe  is  just  as  He  in¬ 
tended  it  should  be — no  sham  work  about  it.  Though  it  is  non¬ 
sensical  in  itself,  yet  it  is  composed  of  first-rate  stuff,  well  season¬ 
ed,  and  calculated  to  wear  like  raw-hide.  Some  of  its  parts  are 
not  vanity,  by  a  long  shot.  Look,  for  instance,  at  those  beauti¬ 
ful,  detached  portions  of  earth — the  ladies — they  are  moulded  from 
the  finest  of  clay,  and  endowed  with  that  spirit  of  love  which  has 
no  affinity  to  vainness  whatever.  They  are  designed  both  for  or¬ 
nament  and  use ;  and  I  can  perceive  no  vanity  about  them,  except 
occasionally  they  wear  a  bow  too  much  in  their  bonnets,  and 
sometimes  set  their  caps  in  a  peculiar  condition  for  ‘some  person 
or  persons  unknown,1  as  the  coroner  says.  I  find  no  fault  with 
their  tight  sleeves  and  loose  habits,  so  long  as  they  ‘  wear  short 
tongues  and  short  petticoats,1  as  Diedrich  Knickerbocker  says.  On 
the  whole,  they  are  the  essence  of  all  that  is  lovely — and  without 
their  smiles  I  wouldn’t  preach  another  Sunday — so  help  me,  John 
Rogers!  There  is  one  species  of  vanity,  however,  which  every 
one  of  you  ought  to  despise.  I  mean  that  which  inflates  so  many 
young  bucks  with  pomposity.  Because  they  are  fed  with  larger 
potatoes,  and  carry  better  dry  goods  on  their  backs  than  some 
others,  they  needn’t  suppose  that  they  are  worth  a  whole  commu¬ 
nity  of  working-men.  They  wouldn’t  fetch  so  much  in  the  mar¬ 
ket  of  utility  as  the  blackest  chimney-sweep  that  ever  scraped  a 
flue.  In  fact,  they  are  nothing  more  than  overblown  bladders  of 
conceit,  with  scarcely  sense  enough  to  enable  them  to  compre¬ 
hend  the  call  of  their  mammas,  when  they  bid  them  come  in  out 
of  the  rain.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  there  are  men,  also,  of  more 
mature  minds,  who  are  infected  with  similar  weaknesses.  I  have 
seen  a  man,  inflicted  with  wealth  and  a  vast  share  of  dogmatism, 
set  himself  up  as  a  disseminator  of  some  pernicious  doctrine,  and 
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Look  down  with  contempt  on  those  who  were  too  wise  to  he  gam- 
pioned  by  him.  He  lived  in  affluence,  perchance,  and  splendor 
idorned  his  dwelling;  but,  my  friends,  the  doctrines  and  habita- 
ion  of  this  man  were  built  upon  the  sand.  The  wind  rose,  and 
a  mob  came  and  beat  upon  his  house,  and  it  fell ;  and  great  was 
the  fall  thereof.  My  text  asserts  that  many  preachers  give  evi¬ 
dence  of  vanity  by  their  examples.  This  is  incorrect — as  regards 
he  ministers  of  our  day — the  charge  is  often  laid  at  their  door, 
)ut  they  are  free  from  such  a  stain.  They  are  frequently  perse¬ 
cuted  for  righteousness1  sake.  I  was  once  nearly  mobbed  myself 
while  preaching  on  a  stump  to  the  natives  of  Jersey,  on  the  bene- 
it  of  ‘making  hay  when  the  sun  shines’ — but,  thank  God,  I  was 
ifterwar is  invited  to  dinner  by  some  of  my  bitterest  opponents  on 
:he  very  same  day.  Just  so  it  works  :  one  moment  we  profession¬ 
al  men  are  hooted  down  asses,  and  the  next  extolled  as  gods.  As 
or  me,  1  am  like  St.  Paul — ‘everything  to  all  men.’  Only  name 
he  sort  of  preaching  you  want,  and  you  shall  have  it;  but  if  you 
jpbraid  me,  I  will  turn  Universalist,  and  send  you  all  to  heaven, 
whether  willing  or  not — loafers,  blackguards,  and  everything, 
without  distinction.  But,  my  brethren,  I  hope  and  trust  that  you 
will  get  there,  and  secure  that  magnitude  of  bliss  which  is  the  re¬ 
ward  of  the  just,  without  hanging  to  the  skirts  of  my  coat ;  for 
-here  is  no  knowing,  as  my  illustrious  predecessor  said,  but  I  may 
wear  a  roundabout  when  the  eventful  day  of  departure  draws 
bear.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


WHAT  IS  MAN  ? 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  Man  is  an  animal,  that  walks  upright  upon 
lis  hind  legs,  and  has  a  head  upon  his  shoulders  that  ‘is  some  big 
runkins  ’  compared  with  his  brother  orang-outang,  or  that  even  of 
m  elephant.  I  nlike  the  hog,  that  fore-noses  some  things,  and  the 
lee,  spider,  and  many  quadrupeds,  that  can  tell  days  beforehand 
when  it  s  going  to  rain,  Man  foreknows  nothing.  Herein  he  is 
ire-eminently  inferior  to  the  brutes.  Then,  again,  what  renders 
rim  vastly  superior  is  a  certain  faculty,  God-given,  which  enables 
him  to  guess  at  a  thing  better  than  they,  and  sometimes  to  hit  the 
mark  at  the  distance  of  a  hundred  years;  though  much  oftener  to 
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shoot  as  much  wide  from  it  as  I  did,  thirty-odd  years  ago,  when  1 
guessed  that  folks  at  the  present  day  would  have  gained  a  full 
practical  knowledge  of  good  morals,  and  manners,  at  the  rate  they 
were  then  progressing  in  the  art  and  science  of  paring  apples, 
making  love,  threshing  grain  and  school-children,  hetcheling  flax, 
and  their  manner  of  saying  grace  at  the  table. 

Man,  my  dear  friends,  is  an  odd  fish,  at  any  rate.  He  is  the 
only  creature  that  ever  seems  to  be  uneasy  in  regard  to  his  dress. 
The  toad,  without  a  single  feather  in  his  tail,  sits  and  winks  and 
thinks  as  contentedly  in  the  garden  where  struts  the  proud  pea¬ 
cock,  as  though  he  really  had  a  jewel  in  his  head,  and  golden  fea¬ 
thers  upon  his  back.  In  truth,  my  brethren,  Man  is  never  satis¬ 
fied  long  with  anything  :  change,  constant  change,  is  the  very  es¬ 
sence  of  his  existence.  Give  him  what  he  wants,  and  he  must 
have  something  else — as  much  as  he  wants,  and  he  wants  more. 
Well,  my  friends,  perhaps  you  may  say  that  his  ever-hoping,  de¬ 
siring,  longing,  are  arguments  tough  as  bull-beef,  in  favor  of  his 
immortality,  while  ‘  the  spirit  of  the  flesh  goetli  downward.’  I 
don’t  know  about  that.  It  seems  to  me  to  argue  that  restless, 
changing  and  ever-progressing  Man  could  never  be  satisfied  with 
heaven  itself;  and  that  the  brute  creation  are  ‘just  the  things’ 
fitted  to  enjoy  the  perpetual  delights  of  so  never-changing  a  place. 
Why,  Man  in  heaven,  it  strikes  me,  would  feel  himself  as  discon¬ 
tented  as  a  little  froglet  in  a  bowl  of  soup.  He  would  be  so  con¬ 
tinually  hopping,  paddling  and  thrashing  about  as  never  to  realize 
the  rich  blessings  and  bounteous  enjoyments  with  which  he  were 
surrounded.  Not  he.  He  must  turn  about,  wheel  about,  progress 
and  go  ahead  for  ever;  and  all  that,  too,  in  the  largest  kind  of  a 
circle.  Such  is  his  natural  propensity  for  more  elbow-room,  my 
friends,  that  Man  wouldn’t  be  in  heaven  over  five  hundred  years 
before  he  would  go  for  having  the  place  enlarged,  by  annexation, 
in  some  way  or  other;  but  where  the  territory  is  to  come  from  is 
more  than  this  old  fool  can  tell. 

My  friends :  Man,  physically  speaking,  is  the  same  as  any 
other  jackass ;  a  middling-sized  lump  of  vitalized  mortality.  He 
bears  burdens — draws  loads  after  him — is  either  driven  or  led  by 
the  nose  by  somebody  or  something — eats  and  drinks  his  fill — lies 
down  and  sleeps;  rises  in  the  morning  to  renew  his  daily  toil; 
and  finally',  overwearied  with  life’s  heavy'-  burden,  layrs  himself 
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lown,  and  dissolves  into  that  common  dust  of  which  kings  and 
pats,  dukes  and  donkeys,  sultans  and  serpents,  are  all  manufac- 
ured. 

Mentally  speaking,  Man  is  almost  a  miracle.  His  head  is  a 
fast  mountain  of  thought:  an  unexplored  chasm  of  intellect;  a 
ich,  inexhaustible  mine  of  ideas.  He  conceives  such  mighty  pro- 
ects,  and  puts  in  operation  such  wonderful  plans,  as  none  but  one 
made  a  little  lower  than  the  angels  ’  could  possibly  execute;  and 
Thick  fully  confirms  myself,  at  least,  in  the  opinion  that  it  would 
ake  but  a  very  small  boost  indeed  to  elevate  him  to  within  a  few 
eet  and  some  inches  of  the  awful  dignity  of  a  god. 

Morally  speaking,  Man  has  a  heart  as  big  as  a  coal-hod,  and 
as  crowded  with  generosity,  philanthrop}',  charity,  kindness,  and 
sympathy,  as  is  my  old  carpet-bag  with  well-tried  and  faithful 
)reeches,  confiding  shirts,  patient,  holy  and  never-complaining 
stockings,  and  all  such  truck.  But,  recollect  that,  with  him,  cir¬ 
cumstances  exercise  a  most  unresisting  and  tyrannical  influence, 
is  the  darky  said  when  caught  between  a  poit  and  a  cart-hub. 

Socially  speaking,  Man  is  a  gregarious  animal.  He  loves  to 
rerd  as  naturally  as  black  cattle,  sheep,  or  geese.  Perhaps  he  is 
iftener  prompted  in  this  by  self-interest  than  by  pure  friendship  : 
is  in  large  cities,  for  instance,  where  one  may  pick  up  what  ano¬ 
ther  drops — gain  what  another  loses  by  traffic  or  gambling;  all  of 
which,  my  friends,  is  a  species  of  robbery,  4  anyhow  you  can  fix 
t.’  Another  reason  why  Man  likes  to  crowd  himself  into  a  flock 
isT  to  gratify  an  itching  curiosity  to  see  and  hear  4  it  all,’  let  it  be 
either  to,  or  against,  his  advantage ;  or  to  have  something  to  gab 
3r  gas  about. 

Philosophically  speaking,  Man  is  a  curious  compound  of  pride, 
humility,  vanity,  simplicity,  frankness,  hypocrisy,  ambition,  indif¬ 
ference,  industry,  laziness,  religion,  infidelity,  mirth,  moroseness, 
gayety,  gravity,  virtue  and  vice.  Take  him  by  the  coat-collar  and 
give  him  a  shaking,  and  all  these  various  ingredients  turn  at  once 
into  the  foam  of  wrath ;  but  daub  on  the  ointment  of  flattery;  rub 
it  well  but  gently  in,  and  they  immediately  thicken  into  the  mo¬ 
lasses  of  love  and  admiration.  In  this  he  is  a  perfect  chamelion; 
assuming  the  very  hue  of  every  object  with  which  he  abides  long 
in  company.  Such  a  piece  of  patchwork,  my  hearers,  in  a  philo¬ 
sophical  sense,  as  is  Man,  I  never  saw — unless  it  be  the  constitu- 
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ted  laws  of  Connecticut,  or  the  bed-quilt  that  nocturnally  covers 
my  multitudinous  sins. 

Politically  speaking,  he  is  one  of  the  meanest  hypocrites  and1 
unmitigated  scoundrels  that  ever  disgraced  the  pathway  to  ‘  good' 
opinion.’ 

Plainly  speaking,  my  friends,  Man  is  a  mammoth  humbug — a 
monstrous  cheat ;  and  the  less  you  have  to  do  with  him  the  bettei1 
for  you.  But  we  have  this  consolation  left  in  store  for  us  :  we 
shall  get  rid  of  him  some  day  or  other. 

And  now,  my  fellow  man  !  let  you  and  I  henceforth  do  all  thal 
is  worthy,  manly,  and  worthy  the  name  of  Man— and  nothing 
more.  Here,  just  beyond  the  threshold  of  1853,  let  us  resolve  tc 
be  better  boys  than  in  1852.  We  will  not  only  intend  to  do,  but 
do,  and  keep  doing  ;  and  so  trot  along,  cosily,  side  by  side,  to  our 
graves,  like  a  couple  of  glad  dogs  towards  a  carrion  heap.  So 
mote  it  be ! 


what  is  woman  ? 

My  Hearers  :  I  hardly  know  whether  to  pronounce  the  subject 
before  me  a  difficult,  a  tender,  or  a  delicate  one :  it  seems  to  par¬ 
take  of  the  whole  three.  To  do  it  anything  like  justice  would  re¬ 
quire  that  I  should  commence  preaching  at  the  crowing  of  the  cock, 
and  cease  only  at  the  coming  home  of  the  cows.  Nevertheless,  1 
will  trot  over  it  rough-shod,  according  to  my  usual  style. 

The  animal  mechanism,  my  friends,  of  Woman  is  so  similar  tc 
that  of  Man,  that,  if  any  difference  exists,  it'  is  so  slight  that  I’ll 
not  stop  to  point  it  out;  but  the  materials  of  which  the  two  arc 
composed  are  just  about  as  unlike  as  red  chalk  and  new  cheese. 
Man,  according  to  the  Book,  was  moulded  from  a  few  shovelsful 
of  loose  dirt  scraped  up  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  which,  being  moist¬ 
ened  with  Omnipotent  dews,  and  gently  warmed  by  Divine  rays, 
became  an  animated  form  of  flesh,  bone  and  blood.  Woman,  pri¬ 
marily,  was  a  sort  of  second-band  human,  or,  I  might  say,  the 
carnated  superfluity  of  Man.  He,  happening  to  have  a  rib  tc 
spare,  spared  it,  and  from  it  she  was  made,  endowed  with  life  ant 
graced  with  beauty — consequently,  she  is  a  spare-rib,  and  nothing 
more. 
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Now,  my  hearers,  let  me  speak  of  Woman  as  she  is,  ready-made 
—finished.  W^en  I  say  finished,  I  mean  that  there  will  probably 
.ever  be  any  further  improvement  essayed  upon  her  by  the  hand 
f  Nature.  What  Art  may  next  attempt,  is  beyond  the  divination 
i  a  poor,  purblind  mortal  like  myself. 

As  far  as  length,  breadth  and  depth  of  intellect  are  concerned, 
ly  friends,  Woman  is  a  peg  or  two  below  Man.  She  never  can 
ecome  great :  for  the  seeds  of  greatness  are  not  sown  in  her  na- 
ure.  If  they  are,  the  time  is  yet  to  come  when  they  shall  germi- 
iate  and  put  forth  to  astonish  a  wondering  world.  She  lacks  the 
lental  power  to  grapple  with  any  important  crisis,  or  to  solve  in- 
ricate  (say  political)  problems  like  unto  a  man.  She  is  pretty 
;ood,  1  admit,  upon  a  short  hug-and-tussle ;  but  to  wrestle  long, 
;uardedly,  with  great  issues,  and  come  off  victorious  at  last,  it 
akes  us,  bull-headed  lords  of  creation,  for  all  of  her.  God  has 
;ot  given  her  the  faculty — and  Heaven  knows  she  hasn't  the  pa- 
ience — to  study  long  and  deep  upon  any  one  subject.  She  can;t 
•it  down,  any  more  than  a  pair  of  tongs,  and  coolly  revolve  and 
e-revolve  it  in  the- wide  circumference  of  thought — turn  it  over, 
.round,  about,  and  examine  all  sides  of  it  carefully — like  one  of 
is  lazy  but  persevering  male  philosophers.  No ;  it  is  run  through 
he  mill  of  her  mind  with  lightning  speed,  and  comes  out  neither 
rushed  nor  bruised,  but  only  a  little  barked.  I  warp  a  little  to 
he  opinion  of  my  formerly  distinguished,  though  much  neglected 
l'iend  Otway,  that  Woman  thinks  of  nothing  twice ;  and,  there- 
ore,  one  of  brother  Van  Buren’s  ‘sober  second  thoughts’  must 
•ommit  downright  burglary  to  effect  an  entrance  to  the  storehouse 
>f  her  brain.  Woman,  dear  friends,  may  be  talented,  witty,  and 
gifted  ;  but,  I  repeat,  that  the  elements  of  true  greatness  never 
lave  been,  and  never  will  be,  implanted  within  her.  Shear  the 
;un  for  his  golden  fleece — seek  for  a  stick  that  once  grew  perfect- 
y  straight — but  don't  look  for  a  great  or  a  mighty  woman.  Man, 
hrough  ambition,  becomes  mighty — Woman,  monstrous.  You 
nay  think,  my  worthy  friends,  that  I  let  myself  down  rather  hard 
jpon  the  tender  angel,  but  I'll  be  careful  not  to  hurt  her:  still,  I 
ell  you  once  for  all,  that  she  can  never  become  a  Washington,  a 
Wellington,  a  Clay,  nor  a  Webster,  no,  not  even  an  obscure  Dow, 
Jr.,  while  brooms  have  handles,  needles  have  eyes,  and  cradles 
Hold  babies. 


32  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

My  friends :  when  I  come  to  the  heart  of  Woman,  I  touch  up¬ 
on  something  capacious,  fair  and  tender — an  article  as  much  soft¬ 
er,  warmer,  richer,  and  every  way  more  precious  than  that  of  which 
Man  so  often  proudty  boasts,  as  a  nice,  yellow  roll  of  June-madel 
butter  is  superior  to  a  cold,  corpse-like  lump  of  lard.  In  that  holy; 
and  beautiful  tabernacle  are  congregated  ‘  amazing  Brightness,  Pu-, 
rity  and  Truth — eternal  Joy  and  everlasting  Love  !’  A  momentary 
breeze  of  anger  may  sometimes  disturb  its  sacred  serenity;  but  0, 
how  soon  the  head  forgets  !  Anon,  all  is  placidness  and  sweet  re-' 
pose :  rosy- wreathed  Mirthful  ness  lights  up  every  aisle  and  ave¬ 
nue  with  her  sunny  smiles,  while  the  beautiful  toggery  of  Hope 
and  Joy  is  once  more  displayed  in  all  its  original  glory. 

From  Woman’s  heart,  my  brethren,  the  pure  juice  of  sympathy 
exudes  as  naturally  as  sweat  from  a  bullock’s  nose.  No  circum¬ 
stantial  squeezing  can  add  to  its  abundance — it  is  always  there 
with  its  glowing,  silvery  shine,  like  globules  of  morning  dew  upon 
a  cabbage-head.  In  fact,  her  heart  is  the  home — the  abiding  place 
of  every  exalted  moral  sentiment  and  tender  feeling ;  whereas,  in 
Man’s  cold,  callous  gizzard,  such  angelic  sojourners  find  but  little 
hospitality.  It  serves  them  for  a  transient  lodge  only;  and  I  know 
it  can’t  be  otherwise  than  with  unspeakable  delight  that  they  make 
their  exits  from  such  uncongenial  quarters.  And,  0,  too,  breth¬ 
ren  !  in  the  pretty  parterre  of  her  fond  affections,  grow  various 
flowers  of  love  for  brothers,  sisters,  parents,  relatives,  offspring, 
birds,  a  nice  cup  of  tea,  and,  somstimes,  cats  and  dogs.  Peering 
above  all  these,  is  seen  one  attractive  blossom,  brighter,  but  not 
more  beautiful,  than  the  rest.  Though  the  others  are  by  no  means 
neglected,  yet  this  she  fosters  with  the  most  constant  care,  that  it 
may  still  freshly  bloom  when  time’s  autumnal  frosts  shall  fall, 
and  life’s  lovely  landscape  shall  grow  brown  and  sere  :  it  is  that 
sweetest  of  posies — Conjugal  Love.  Such  is  the  heart  of  Wo¬ 
man.  Man’s  is  no  more  to  be  compared  with  it  than  a  side  of  sole 
leather  is  to  the  tenderest  bit  of  tripe  that  you  ever  bought  of  the 
old  woman  in  Essex  Market. 

Woman,  my  hearers,  is  rather  inclined  to  loquacity;  but  that  is 
not  her  fault.  Her  little  panting  heart  won’t  permit  her  tongue  to 
be  idle ;  and  if  that  wee,  gadding  member  sometimes  scatters  the 
seeds  of  scandal  by  the  wayside,  it  is  only  through  an  innocent 
curiosity  to  see  how  soon  they  will  sprout — how  luxuriantly  they 
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will  flourish — and  what  hitter  kind  of  fruit  they  will  produce. 
And  another  thing:  from  the  buoyancy  of  her  spirits,  it  is  as  na¬ 
tural  for  a  Woman  to  talk  as  for  a  babe  to  prattle,  a  Canary  bird 
to  sing,  or  a  goose  to  gabble — she  can't  help  it. 

Woman,  my  worthy  hearers,  looks  to  Man  for  provisions  and 
protection,  as  we  see  fully  exemplified  among  those  witless  chil¬ 
dren  of  nature,  the  savages.  For  her  he  toils;  for  her  he  engages 
in  traffic  ;  for  her  he  goes  to  war ;  and  for  her  he  makes  such  laws 
as  shall  best  conduce  to  her  welfare.  Whatever  be  his  occupa¬ 
tion  or  his  calling,  like  the  Indian,  he  does  nothing  but  ‘  hunt  and 
fish’  for  her,  after  all.  Like  the  vigilant  cock,  he  keeps  a  sharp 
eye  to  the  hovering  hawk  that  would  pounce  upon  her  and  her 
little  brood.  Nevertheless,  she  must  scratch  a  little  for  the  well¬ 
being  of  her  callow  household. 

Woman's  sphere  is  a  domestic  one.  In  that  Edenly  garden  the 
God  of  Nature  has  placed  her.  There  she  shines,  encircled  by  a 
halo  of  light  and  loveliness — an  ‘administering  angel ’  to  man — a 
heavenly  guide  to  her  offspring ;  but  when  she  tucks  up  her  cali¬ 
coes  and  leaps  the  fence,  she  becomes  a  monstress  in  a  desert  wild. 
She  is  then  neither  man,  woman,  nor  the  devil,  but  a  sort  of  she- 
hippopotamus,  whose  home  is  the  dry  land  of  domesticity,  but  de¬ 
lights  to  stir  up  the  mud  at  the  bottom  of  social  and  political  riv¬ 
ers.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  SUICIDE. 

Text. — To  be,  or  not  to  be — that  is  the  question. 

Whether  :tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune, 

Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 

And,  by  opposing,  end  them. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  On  the  question  of  ‘  To  be,  or  not  to  be,;  I 
appear  before  you,  on  this  occasion,  as  a  defender  and  supporter 
oj  the  affirmative  :  that  is,  I  go  in  for  having  the  to  be  last  just 
as  long  as  Divine  Providence,  in  its  mercy,  shall  ordain;  since 
i  existence  is  one  of  the  greatest  blessings  man  can  enjoy,  if  not  ab- 
,  solutely  indispensable  to  the  preservation  of  the  body.  I  am  in 
favor  of  having  life's  brittle  thread  spun  out  to  the  full  extent  its 
fine  texture  will  admit ;  and  when  it  snaps,  may  it  be  in  the  eve- 
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ping  breeze  of  age,  while  one  end  is  secure  between  the  thumb 
and  finger  of  Omnipotence,  rather  than  in  the  meridian  whirlwind 
of  manhood,  when  suicidal  manhood  so  often  snatches  it  from  the 
distaff — rolls  it  in  a  wad — and  casts  it  into  eternity,  as  a  snarled- 
up  botheration,  and  too  full  of  the  kinks  of  perplexity  for  human 
nature  to  bear.  I  don’t  believe,  my  friends,  that  man  ever  gained 
anything  by  committing  suicide ;  for  he  is  sure  to  lose  a  large 
amount  of  fun  that  has  been  stowed  away  for  him  upon  some  of 
the  upper  shelves  of  the  world,  to  be  handed  down  by  Fortune  ere 
his  natural  existence  shall  have  been  drawn  to  a  close.  In  order 
to  illustrate  the  folly  of  suicide,  allow  me  to  suppose  that  three 
disciples  of  the  renowned  Izaak  Walton  are  seated  on  the  bank 
of  a  stream  engaged  in  the  patient-trying,  but  honorable,  profes¬ 
sion  of  angling.  Their  names  we  will  call  Tom,  Dick  and  Harry. 
Well,  Tom,  being  favored  by  the  conjunctive  influence  of  Provi¬ 
dence  and  the  water  Naiads,  has  the  loftiest  kind  of  piscatory  luck, 
inasmuch  as  he  is  kept  putting  in  and  pulling  out  incessantly  ; 
while  the  hopes  of  the  other  two  are  not  flattered  by  even  so  much 
as  a  nibble,  Dick,  in  a  foolish  paroxysm  of  madness  for  his  mis¬ 
fortune,  suddenly  drops  his  pole,  and  goes  off  and  hangs  himself; 
and  Harry,  in  the  cool  exercise  of  moral  philosophy,  holds  steadi¬ 
ly  on  to  his,  and  reasons  thus :  If  I  go  and  kill  myself,  I  am  sure 
to  catch  no  fish  by  that  operation  ;  so,  here  I’ll  sit,  like  Patience 
on  a  monument,  smiling  at  stubborn  cat-fish,  till  they  condescend 
to  favor  me  with  a  bite !  He  continues  angling,  with  Christian 
fortitude,  and  eventually  he  experiences  a  bite.  To  that  succeeds 
another,  and  another  still — till,  at  last,  he  departs  for  home,  laden 
with  as  glorious  a  string  of  fish  as  ever  gladdened  a  Catholic’s  eyes 
cf  a  Friday.  Now,  my  friends,  I  ask  you,  did  not  Dick  commit  a 
foolish  act  by  thus  laying  violent  hands  upon  his  own  life  instead 
of  waiting  patiently  for  that  auspicious  luck  which  attended  his 
comrades  I  You  answer,  yes  :  so  be  it.  This,  then,  is  the  moral 
of  suicide.  You  all  cast  jour  hoop-baited  hooks  into  the  troubled 
waters  of  the  world;  and  if  you  don’t  catch  something  more  than 
a  gudgeon,  instanter,  you  go  and  make  Judases  of  yourselves! 
What  folly!  what  stupidity!  I  tell  you,  my  brethren,  to  keep  on 
bobbing — the  fish  willJbite,  by-and-by.  The  darkest  pall  of  gloom 
that  has  ever  been  spread  over  the  earth  by  wrathful  spirits  of  the 
tempest,  has  always  been  removed  by  the  guardian  angels  of  ligh 
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and  loveliness.  Although  your  sun  of  hope  should  set  in  the 
darkest  clouds  of  despair,  take  a  swig  at  the  bottle  of  cheerful¬ 
ness,  and  doubt  not  it  will  rise  on  the  morrow  as  clear  as  a  bull’s 
eye,  and  brighten  in  lustre  till  it  reaches  the  zenith  of  man’s  high¬ 
est  expectations.  Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  you  saturnine  sons  of  sor- 
1  row,  and  sit  no  longer  in  the  shade  of  self-created  misery ;  hut 
■  promenade  up  and  down  the  sunny  aisle  of  pleasure,  where  the 
hypochondriac  forgets  his  fancied  woes,  and  where  the  blue  devils 
i  dare  not  trespass.  If  your  moments-— those  little  winged  grand¬ 
children  of  the  hours — come  to  you  apparently  dressed  in  the  sa¬ 
ble  habiliments  of  mourning,  you  may  rest  assured  that  they  bor¬ 
row  their  color  from  the  black  despondency  of  your  hearts:  for, 
just  behold  them  in  the  sunlight  of  mirth,  and  their  tiny  wings 
will  sparkle  with  a  golden  effulgence,  like  the  jewels  of  an  angel’s 
diadem  in  the  sunshine  of  immortal  glory.  Believe  this,  my  dear 
I  friends — although  you  are  not  bound  to  believe  all  I  say  ;  for  I 
have  the  candor  to  admit  that  I  give  out  the  wheat  of  truth  en¬ 
closed  in  the  husks  of  error  and  human  fallibility,  the  same  as  any 
one  does. 

My  dear  hearers  :  in  looking  over  the  appalling  catalogue  of  sui¬ 
cides,  the  first  of  last  month,  I  feel  as  down-spirited  as  a  glass  of 
gin  that  has  stood  uncovered  for  a  week ;  but  I  shan't  make  away 
with  myself.  No — I  will  keep  on  preaching.  I  will  try  to  preach 
all  suicidal  ideas  out  of  the  human  family,  if  possible  :  and  to  do 
this,  I  will  always  put  on  a  little  extra  steam  just  previous  to  the 
gloomy  days  of  November  and  December,  when  the  contagion  of 
|  self-destruction  always  seems  to  prevail.  It  has  prevailed  lately 
to  a  t-i-o-n  shun.  ,  TV e  have  beaten  England,  to  our  everlasting 
disgrace ;  and  whether  it  be  attributed  to  the  defeat  of  Van  Buren, 
the  election  of  General  Harrison,  his  death,  or  to  the  prevailing 
propensity  for  following  in  the  wake  of  English  customs,  I  know 
not,  and  neither  do  I  care.  It  is  enough  for  me  to  know  that  the 
dreadful  fact  exists.  My  text  asks  ‘  whether  'tis  nobler  in  the 
mind  to  suffer  the  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune,’  &c, 
1  es,  it  is  nobler  to  suffer  with  misfortune,  and,  in  one  sense,  bat¬ 
tle  with  it,  than  to  take  up  arms  after  the  manner  of  which  Mr. 
Hamlet  speaks :  for  it  is  as  plain  as  an  old  maid's  age  that  this 
kind  of  taking  up  arms  means  that  man  has  nothing  more  to  do 
than  to  play  the  part  of  a  coward,  and  scud  from  time  to  eternity 
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with  each  particular  hair  standing  on  end,  like  bristles  on  a  fright¬ 
ened  boar  pig.  To  square  off  in  a  pugilistic  style  at  trouble,  or  to 
bear  up  spunkishly  under  its  assaults,  is  emphatically  taking  up 
the  arms  of  patience  and  Christian  fortitude ;  and  he  that  abides 
to  the  end  is  entitled  to  an  extra  turkey  quill  in  his  cap;  but  he 
that  pusillanimously  runs  over  the  boundary  line  of  existence 
must  feel  about  as  cheap,  when  in  the  presence  of  Omnipotence, 
as  though  he  had  been  engaged  in  the  fight  of  liberty,  and  called 
his  legs  into  active  service  to  save  his  carcase  from  danger. 

My  friends :  as  brother  Nichols  lately  remarked,  a  man  has  no 
business  to  take  that  away  from  himself  which  the  God  of  Nature 
gave  him  in  trust.  No — he  can't  do  it  without  incurring  an  aw¬ 
ful  responsibility.  Neither  you,  nor  I,  nor  any  other  one,  can 
thrust  ourselves  into  the  arms  of  our  Maker.  We  must  wait  till 
he  condescends  to  take  his  fretful  babes  from  this  earthly  cradle  of 
wo,  and  clasp  them  to  his  bosom  with  more  than  parental  affection. 
Before  you  lay  your  hands  upon  a  razor,  a  pistol,  a  rope  or  a  vial 
of  poison,  with  a  self-murdering  design,  think,  I  beseech  you,  of 
where  you  are  about  to  go  !  Though  all  around  you  may  be  gloom, 
yet  all  before  you  is  darkness  and  uncertainty.  Like  the  beef¬ 
steak,  you  may  jump  from  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire — into  the 
fire  that  feeds  itself  for  ever  with  the  fuel  of  its  own  wrath. 
Think  whether  you  are  prepared — whether  the  spirit  has  science 
enough  to  swim  safely  the  Hellespont  of  Death — and,  oh  !  consi¬ 
der  that  if,  by  wilful  violence,  you  cause  a  premature  delivery  of 
the  soul,  it  will  be  sent,  still-born,  into  the  lap  of  eternity,  wrapt 
in  the  swaddlings  of  everlasting  death  !  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  HYPOCRISY. 

Text. — Why  did  you  choose  that  cursed  sin, 

Hypocrisy,  to  set  up  in  1 

Because  it  is  the  thrivingest  calling — 

The  only  saint’s  bell  that  rings  all  in. 

My  Dear  Friends  :  If  there  is  one  object  of  iniquity  in  the  loco¬ 
motive  world  more  to  be  despised  than  another,  it  is  a  hypocrite — 
that  machine  for  manufacturing  piety,  made  by  the  devil’s  geome¬ 
try — that  deceptive  specimen  of  the  genus  homo,  who  has  a  very 
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sweet  voice,  but  a  stinking  breath — who  knocks  at  the  door  of 
salvation,  dressed  in  the  habiliments  of  disguise,  and  vainly  hopes 
to  gain  admittance — ay,  he  hopes  in  vain — for,  just  as  sure  as  sin 
meets  with  its  recompense,  he  and  his  whole  tribe  will  be  pulled 
down  to  perdition,  like  soapsuds  through  a  sink-hole.  Oh,  hypo¬ 
crisy  !  put  on  as  many  outer  garments  of  sincerity  as  thou  wilt, 
still  thy  rottenness  smells  to  heaven  with  an  odor  ranker  than  the 
fumes  of  compound  garlic  and  assafoetida  !  Thou  art  likened  unto 
the  fair-looking  Dead  Sea  apples,  which  are  no  sooner  touched 
than  they  crumble  to  ashes.  Thou  art  anything  and  everything, 
except  what  thou  seemest  to  be.  At  thy  shrine  thousands  kneel 
down  and  worship,  with  one  eye  cast  upward,  and  with  the  other 
seeking  to  pilfer  the  costly  ornaments  that  surround  thy  golden 
altar.  I  can  point  out  before  me  now  a  hard  Christian,  whose 
soul  is  whitewashed  with  the  lime  of  apparent  truth  and  purity, 
and  who  is  bribed  to  serve  his  Maker,  by  an  abundance  of  this 
world's  riches,  even  as  the  heart  of  the  political  hypocrite  is  var- 
;  nished  with  patriotism,  through  the  hopes  of  licking  the  well- 
j  daubed  molasses  cups  of  office.  It  isn't  you,  young  man,  by  the 
,  post,  whom  I  mean — nor  is  it  you,  young  woman  by  the  window 
— but  it  is  you,  you  bald-headed  old  reprobate  by  the  door  :  yes, 
it  is  you,  who,  for  a  mere  pittance,  make  prayers  as  long-winded 
as  a  -southern  gale — who  offer  up  your  devotions  while  your 
thoughts  are  out  on  mercenary  errands :  it  is  you  who  act  as  spi¬ 
ritual  highwayman  on  the  road  to  heaven,  robbing  the  poor  of 
their  hard  earnings,  and  persuading  them  that  they  lend  to  the 
Lord,  while  you  pocket  the  whole ;  and  I  make  bold  to  tell  you  of 
it,  in  order  that  the  arrows  of  conviction  may  pierce  your  iron- 
cased  heart,  and  bring  you  to  a  sense  of  repentance,  ere  it  be  foi 
ever  too  late.  I  perceive  that  you  wear  a  woollen  vest,  buttoned 
close  up  to  the  ct5in,  to  prevent  the  cold  wands  of  winter  from  af- 
I  fecting  your  conscience.  Well,  there's  need  for  it,  and  a  flannel 
j  undershirt,  likewise.  Now  listen,  brother  partner  in  the  expe- 
i  lienee  of  age  !  Instead  of  entering  in  at  the  gate,  you  have  climb- 
f  ed  over  the  fence  that  surrounds  the  garden  of  piety — roved  abroad 
in  its  precincts — tangled  up  the.  high  grass  of  morality — trod  the 
flowers  of  virtue  under  foot — and  all  under  pretence  of  cultivating 
i  the  ground,  while,  in  fact,  you  had  been  cropping  the  silvery 
blossoms  of  emolument,  and  sowing  the  seeds  of  vice  and  dupli- 
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city  on  every  side.  Bear  in  mind,  you  tottering  monument  of 
frailty,  that  your  day  of  dissolution  is  at  hand — that  every  revolv¬ 
ing  day  winds  up  a  link  in  the  short  chain  which  binds  you  to  the 
tomb — and  that  you  will  soon  have  to  commence  a  voyage  of  dis¬ 
covery  beyond  life’s  continent,  from  whence  no  adventurer  has  ever 
yet  returned.  What  then  do  you  think  that  all  your  worldly  gains 
will  avail  you  %  I  will  tell  you.  After  settling  with  the  Evil  One 
for  services  by  him  rendered,  you  will  have  a  balance  remaining, 
just  sufficient  to  pay  your  passage  down  to  everlasting  misery — \ 
exclusive  of  wine  and  other  gastronomic  substantials.  Therefore, 
take  heed,  0  frost-bitten  man  of  perdition,  or  you  may  seek  for  re¬ 
demption  where  there  is  none  to  be  found,  and  call  in  vain  upon 
one  who  will  not  hear,  for  your  manifold  transgressions. 

My  beloved  hearers :  the  reason  why  so  many  set  up  in  that 
cursed  sin,  hypocrisy,  is  because  it  is  a  thriving  calling — that,  by 
it,  they  can  lounge  away  their  time  under  the  tree  of  lucre,  and 
call  upon  the  honest  and  ignorant  to  beat  the  boughs,  while  they 
take  possession  of  the  golden  fruit  as.it  falls!  that  by  it  they  are 
enabled  to  rob  the  contribution-box  of  the  widow’s  mite,  and  con¬ 
vince  her  that  it  is  for  the  glory  of  a  blessed  cause;  and  that  her 
poor,  dependent  offspring  should  sit  shivering  in  the  bitter  blasts 
of  want,  for  the  sake  of  sect  and  the  aggrandizement  of  those  that 
stand  at  his  head.  They  can  always  easily  squeeze  out  a  few 
tears  of  sympathy  over  the  fatherless  and  distressed;  but  they  are 
frozen,  and  fall  like  hail-stones  upon  the  marble  sepulchres  of  the 
dead.  To  be  killed  with  kindness,  is  a  pleasant  death  to  die  ;  but, 
for  my  part,  I  had  rather  go  down  to  the  grave  with  the  scurvy, 
than  to  be  morally  overpowered  with  any  act  of  generosity  which 
lies  in  the  power  of  a  hypocrite  to  forward.  Look  at  me,  my 
friends,  and  see  if  I  am.  not  as  transparent  as  a  stick  of  clarified 
candy  :  observe  my  past  and  present  line  of  conduct,  and  find,  if 

you  can,  even  a  fly-speck  of  deception  to  mar  the  fine  texture  of 

% 

an  unsullied  life.  If  I  think  you  to  be  a  set  of  confirmed  scoun¬ 
drels,  I  make  no  bones  in  telling  you  so;  and,  if,  on  the  other 
hand,  I  find  you  to  be  pure  and  uncontaminated,  I  plaster  on  the 
praise,  regardless  of  your  blushes.  Now,  as  I  am,  withal,  a  fee¬ 
ble  taper,  surrounded  by  the  thick  darkness  of  moral  depravity,  1 
hope  you  will  hang  close  to  the  skirts  of  my  coat,  while  I  lead 
you  through  the  gloomy  and  vicious  avenues  of  the  world ;  and, 
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t  the  same  time,  hug  up  to  one  another  in  the  bonds  of  brotherly 
nion  and  love  ;  so  that,  when  I  shall  be  extinguished  by  the 
nufiers  of  death,  you  can  guide  each  other,  by  the  light  of  your 
wn  countenances,  and  resort  to  no  hypocritical  means  to  obtain 
lore  morality  than  you  inherit  from  your  own  good  deeds.  If 
ou  obey  my  precepts — improve  upon  my  words,  when  you  ap- 
ly  them  to  action — and  make  no  arrogant  assumptions  of  virtue, 
ou  will  go  through  life  as  smooth  as  a  dose  of  castor  oil,  and 
rind  up  your  last  mortal  concerns  in  the  full  assurance  of  endless 
•eace  and  happiness.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  THANKLESS  CHILDREN. 

Text. — Howf  sharper  than  a  serpent’s  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  child  ! — Shakspere. 

!Iy  Hearers  :  If  the  laws  of  Nature  were  such  that  full-grown, 
:ady-made  members  of  the  human  family  could  be  brought  into 
dstence,  we  should  be  spared  a  vast  deal  of  trouble,  anxiety, 
rief  and  mortification  in  the  cultivation  of  young  suckers  of  mor¬ 
ality,  called  children.  Our  first  parents  came  into  the  world  as 
ipe  as  wind-fallen  peaches,  and  as  full  of  vigor  as  a  lemon  is  full 
)f  juice.  As  soon  as  they  were  born  from  the  earth’s  mysterious 
vomb,  they  were  ready  for  matrimony;  and  their  nuptial  and 
christening  ceremonies  were  all  performed  at  the  same  time.  They 
lever  crept  in  infancy — they  never  prattled  together  as  brother 
md  sister  in  childhood — they  never  felt  the  fervency  and  enthu¬ 
siasm  of  youth — and  they  never  experienced  the  blissful  agony  of 
ong-protracted  and  unwedded  love.  No,  they  were  mad&  man 
and  wife  almost  the  moment  they  got  ready  to  breathe;  and  thus 
those  two  physical  trees  budded,  blossomed,  and  fructified,  on  the 
'very  morning  they  were  planted  in  Paradise.  So,  my  friends,  it 
should  be  now;  for  such  small  potatoes  as  children  are  at  the 
present  day,  are  a  nuisance  to  communities  and  a  plague  to  pa¬ 
rents.  When  I  speak  thus  of  the  rising  generation,  I  wish  it  to 
be  understood  that  I  have  not  reference  to  the  exact  whole,  but  to 
a  large  majority  of  the  juvenile  race,  J  know  that  some  of  them 
have  dispositions  as  mild  and  as  gentle  as  the  balmy  breath  of 
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May,  and  are  easily  trained  up  in  the  way  they  should  go;  but 
there  are  others — ay,  too  many  others — possessed  of  such  inflexi¬ 
ble  and  ungrateful  tempers,  that  it  is  doubtful  whether  Satan  him¬ 
self  would  not  blush  to  own  them  as  his  offspring.  They  drag 
through  the  muck  of  ingratitude  all  the  choicest  gifts  of  parental 
kindness — trespass  beyond  the  limits  of  a  liberal  indulgence- 
make  mouths  at  their  mothers,  and  swear  at  their  sires  for  presum¬ 
ing  to  administer  to  them  the  physic  of  admonition  in  the  molassea 
of  unadulterated  love. 

Oh,  my  friends !  it  is  biting  to  the  heart,  and  sharper  than  a  ser¬ 
pent’s  tooth,  to  have  a  thankless  child  :  to  have  one  that  will  ride 
his  own  hobby  to  hell,  in  spite  of  the  threatening  thunderbolts  of 
fear,  or  of  the  enticing  wiles  of  favor ! — one  upon  whom  the  dews 
of  instruction  fall  as  futile  as  spring  showers  upon  a  sand-bank  ; 
yet  how  many  there  are  whose  arbors  of  peace  are  stript  of  theii 
foliage  by  their  own  thankless  children  !  Whither  we  direct  our 
footsteps,  and  wherever  we  turn  our  eyes,  we  behold  these  case- 
hardened  scraps  of  humanity  as  thick  as  maggots  in  fly-time.  We 
find  them  on  the  corners  of  the  highways  and  by-ways,  watching 
the  tide  of  evil  as  it  rolls  by,  and  gathering  all  the  scum  of  ini¬ 
quity  that  floats  upon  the  surface  of  society.  We  see  them  strip¬ 
ping  the  petals  from  the  flowers  of  virtue  to  get  at  the  black  seeds 
of  vice,  and  wandering,  would-be  vagabonds,  over  the  pathless  de¬ 
sert  of  unrestraint.  The  parental  tears  that  are  shed  over  these 
embryos  of  loaferism  are  of  no  more  avail  than  a  dose  of  castor 
oil  to  a  costive  stove-pipe.  They  will  swim  in  the  pool  of  cor¬ 
ruption  in  spite  of  ancestral  anguish  ;  and  if  their  mothers  attempi 
to  wipe  the  slime  from  their  backs  with  the  rag  of  reproof,  the) 
twist  and  squirm  like  half-flayed  eels,  and  snap  at  their  benefac¬ 
tors  like  the  snake  in  the  fable.  I  can’t  see,  my  friends,  even  witl: 
the  magnifying  spectacles  of  philosophy,  why  it  is  that  childrer 
are  so  prone  to  adopt  the  vices  of  their  seniors,  and  discard  theii 
virtues;  unless  it  is  that  boys  fancy  they  can  never  be  men  unti 
they  have  possessed  themselves  of  all  the  wickedness  that  evei 
accumulated  in  the  carcase  of  manhood.  In  this  respect,  howev¬ 
er,  I  should  judge  that  they  are  all  born  men,  like  Adam  of  old 
and  stand  in  no  need  of  seeking  such  manly  qualities  as  sauciness 
blackguardism  and  profanity.  The  truth  is,  my  hearers,  boys,  a 
the  present  day,  outgrow  their  pantaloons  and  become  men  befon 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  f  4] 

their  fathers  learn  wisdom  ;  and  girls  find  their  petticoats  too  short 
before  they  have  scarcely  entered  upon  their  teens. 

My  hearers  :  strange  as  it  may  appear,  I  am  fond  of  infants, 
young  puppies,  and  a  good  bowl  of  hot  soup  j  but  I  hate  saucy 
children,  old  dogs,  and  cold  porridge.  There  is  something  about 
a  child  in  infancy  that  speaks  of  heavenly  innocence,  and  tells  us 
how  pure  the  heart  of  man  might  be  were  it  not  for  the  corrupting 
effluvium  of  sin  that  rises  from  the  dead  swamps  of  the  world,  and 
contaminates  the  whole  moral  atmosphere.  Guardian  angels  watch 
aver  the. little  cherub  as  it  slumbers  in  its  cradle,  while  the  fond 
mother  reads  nothing  upon  its  features  but  innocence  and  purity. 
She  beholds  the  green  bud  gradually  unfold  from  day  to  day,  and 
I  rejoices  in  the  expectation  of, as  lovely  a  flower  as  ever  cast  its 
sweets  in  the  circle  of  domesticity.  She  listens  to  its  artless  prat- 

1  lings  with  delight  as  it  creeps  over  the  threshold  of  time  into  ma- 
ure  existence,  and  thinks  not  how  soon  it  may  be  converted  into 
-  little  loathsome  lump  of  ingratitude  and  stubbornness :  how  soon 
he  shears  of  Time  will  clip  the  apron-string  that  binds  it  to  her, 
,nd  let  it  run  into  the  streets  of  iniquity,  and  seek  its  own  way  to 
perdition,  with  no  one  to  reclaim  it  or  give  it  friendly  advice,  other 
than  by  whispering  ‘Does  your  mamma  know  you’re  out  V  No, 

|  she  thinks  not  of  this  matter,  for  she  cannot  conceive  how  an  ob¬ 
ject  so  lovely,  so  innocent,  and  so  pure  can  ever  be  transformed 
I  into  a  receptacle  for  all  the  stray  vices  that  the  devil  ever  scatter- 
ad  on  his  journey  from  heaven  to  his  infernal  home  below. 

My  dear  friends  :  thankless  children  have  brought  thousands  of 
gray  hairs  in  sorrow  to  the  grave  ;  and  they  will  continue  to  do  it 
if  you  humor  and  pet  them  too  much,  and  set  them  bad  examples 
by  exhibiting  ingratitude  towards  your  Maker  for  the  bounties  you 
receive  at  his  hands  Some  of  you  are  the  most  ungrateful  wretch¬ 
es  that  ever  were  permitted  to  trespass  in  the  sacred  enclosure  of 
existence.  You  receive  luxuries  in  abundance  fresh  from  the  lap 
of  Providence,  and  then  go  away  grumbling,  instead  of  returning 
thanks  for  the  favors  received !  How,  then,  can  you  expect  that 
your  children  will  be  thankful  to  you  for  those  very  favors  which 
you  scornfully  received  from  Him  upon  whose  liberality  you  sub¬ 
sist,  and  to  whom  you  are  indebted  for  the  loan  of  a  body  to  salt 
down  a  soul  in  1  Children’s  ingratitude  to  parents  is  bad  enough 
surely  ;  but  a  parent’s  ingratitude  to  the  Parent  of  all  good  is  worse 
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still;  and  let  me  warn  you,  my  friends,  always  to  go  upon  the  true 
moral  principle  of  4  the  smallest  favors  thankfully  received,’ 
either  from  above,  below,  or  about,  in  order  that  you,  your  chil¬ 
dren,  and  your  children’s  children  may  live  in  peace,  die  in  glory, 
and  go  to  happiness  at  last.  So  mote  it  be  1 


WOMAN  AN  ENIGMA. 

Text. — How  solveless  is  woman  ! 

How  tender  is  woman  ! 

How  loving  is  woman  ! 

How  childlike  is -woman! 

My  Hearers  :  Sure  enough,  how  solveless  is  woman  !  She  is  an 
unguessable  riddle — a  most  intricate  enigma,  a  flower  which,  by 
analyzing,  no  one  can  tell  to  a  certainty  whether  it  be  poisonous 
or  innoxious — not  always.  ‘She  has  been  with  man  from  the  be¬ 
ginning,  and  he  hasn’t  found  her  out  yet.  She  is,  comparatively, 
an  unexplored  country — an  alphabet  of  hieroglyphics — a  magnet¬ 
ic  mystery.  Nobody  knows  what  her  heart  contains.  Sometimes 
it  seems  stuffed  with  love,  tenderness  and  sympathy  ;  and  at  others, 
filled  with  nothing  but  grit  and  gravel.  It  won’t  answer  to  shake 
her;  you  cause  the  acids  and  alkalies  in  her  heart  to  come  in  con¬ 
tact,  and  then  such  an  effervescence  takes  place  as  might  lower 
the  ambition  of  pearlash  and  cider. 

Like  the  month  of  April,  she  is  all  sunshine  and  flowers.  Man^ 
a  tear-drop  evaporates  in  the  light  of  a  smile,  ere  it  has  a  chancf 
to  fall ;  and  many  a  bright  smile  is  suddenly  quenched  by  a  sprin¬ 
kle  of  some  passing  cloud  of  sorrow  about  the  size  of  a  blanket 
Griefs  bubble  up  from  her  bosom,  to  burst  in  an  atmosphere  o 
joy,  like  autumnal  flowers,  spring  from  the  warm  bed  of  her  heart 
to  be  cut  down  by  the  sudden  frost  of  grief.  A  queer  compoum 
is  woman !  She  is  made  of  modesty,  boldness,  beauty,  silks  am 
satins,  jealousy,  love,  hatred,  horsehair,  whalebone,  piety,  paint 
gayety,  gum-elastic,  bears’  grease,  sympathy,  tears,  smiles,  affec 
tions,  and  kindnesses.  She  talks  with  her  tongue,  speaks  witl 
her  eyes,  is  eloquent  in  her  actions,  and  yet  I  cannot  understand  it 
My  friends  :  how  tender  is  woman  !  She  is  as  tender  as 
chicken,  and  as  tough  as  an  old  gobbler.  She  must  be  screene 
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Tom  the  hot  summer’s  sun — sheltered  from  the  blast  of  winter  ; 
and  yet,  if  she  makes  up  her  mind  to  do  it,  she  can  outsweat  the 
sun,  face  a  northeaster,  and  be  a  match  for  the  devil.  But  inward¬ 
ly,  she  is  as  tender  as  the  mercies  of  heaven  :  her  heart  is  as  much 
softer  than  man’s,  as  beeswax  is  softer  than  a  brickbat.  Her  sym¬ 
pathies  are  as  delicate  as  down  on  angers'  wings,  and  her  love  ap¬ 
pears  as  fresh  and  unfading,  amid  the  sorrows  of  adversity,  as  the 
evergreen  wreath  that  encircled  the  brow  of  old  winter.  Her  ten- 
lerness  is  too  tough  to  be  destroyed  by  whatever  chance,  fortune 
yr  time  may  bring;  as  tough  as  tripe,  and  twice  as  common. 

My  hearers  :  how  loving  is  woman !  Ay,  she  is  amazingly 
sickly  in  her  attainments.  She  will  cling  to  the  chosen  object  of 
rer  heart  like  a  ’possum  to  a  gum-tree,  and  you  can’t  separate  her 
without  snapping  strings  that  no  art  can  mend,  and  leaving  a  por- 
:ion  of  her  soul  upon  the  upper  leather  of  her  affections.  She 
will  sometimes  see  something  to  love,  where  others  can  discover 
nothing  to  admire ;  and  when  her  fondness  is  once  fastened  on  a 
rellow,  it  sticks  like  glue  and  molasses  in  a  bushy  head  of  hair. 

My  hearers  :  how  childlike  is  woman !  A  plaything  herself, 
>he  is  fond  of  every  plaything  in  the  world’s  great  toy-shop.  Her 
rome  is  the  realm  of  fancy,  her  existence  is  very  ideal  reality,  her 
rery  miseries  are  mingled  with  a  pleasing  romance — her  present  is 
ilways  bright,  and  her  future  still  brighter.  Would  that  I  were  a 
woman,  to  be  pleased  with  every  posy  that  pops  its  head  above 
the  weeds  of  a  wicked  world,  and  have  no  thorns  to  molest  me, 
whilst  gathering  the  wild  flowers  of  imagination.  Childlike,  wo¬ 
man  is  very  happy.  Tickled  with  the  straw  of  flattery,  delighted 
with  every  rainbow-tinted  bubble  that  floats  upon  the  wave  of 
time — as  antic  as  a  young  coon  is  by  moonlight,  and  as  a  cricket, 
she  dances  in  the  sunlight  of  joy — and  seems,  to  use  every  endea¬ 
vor  to  coax  us  male,-  moody  mortals  into  brighter  and  happier 
paths.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  PHYSIC. 

Text. — Throw  physic  to  the  dogs. 

.  *  ^ 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  It  is  a  doubt  in  my  mind  whether  it  was  ever 

intended  by  our  Creator  that  we  should  take  any  other  physic  than 
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that  derived  from  exercise,  or  drawn  from  the  fields  in  draughts  of 
vital  air.  God  never  made  his  animate  work  for  man  to  mand  with 
doses  of  medicine  ;  for  the  reason  that  it  should  never  need  mend¬ 
ing,  but  preserved  by  prudence,  temperance  and  exercise.  Cast 
physic  before  any  of  the  canine  species,  and  they  won’t  touch  it  ; 
because  they  follow  the  simple  directions  of  Nature,  and  never  get 
sick,  unless  by  accident,  or  when  confined  and  prevented  from  pur¬ 
suing  their  own  courses  by  their  more  knowing,  and  yet  more  in¬ 
discreet,  masters;  for  dogs  are  instinctively  too  wise  to  indulge  in 
excesses,  and  bring  upon  themselves  diseases  which,  in  after  gen¬ 
erations,  would  reduce  their  period  of  existence  to  something  less 
than  that  of  a  day.  Physic  can  only  mend  a  cracked  and  crazy 
carcase —patch  an  old  building — not  create  a  new  one;  and  every 
time  it  is  patched,  it  will  require  niore  patching  still,  till  eventual¬ 
ly  there  is  nothing  left  to  patch,  like  the  seat  of  a  superannuated 
pair  of  pantaloons. 

My  friends  :  in  primeval  times,  when  our  ancient  fathers  satu¬ 
rated  their  bread  with  sweat  before  they  ate  it — when  they  dug 
their  own  potatoes,  grew  their  own  grain,  and  unpodded  their  owrn 
peas — toil  strung  their  nerves  and  purified  their  blood ;  and  they 
lived  to  enjoy  a  good  old  age  of  some  hundreds  of  years — and 
when  they  died,  they  dropped  to  earth  like  the  ripened  fruits  of 
autumn  that  fall  by  natural  decay,  and  not  by  the  premature  frosts 
of  disease.  Excess  and  Debauch  soon  made  their  appearance 
among  the  human  family,  and  men  began  to  consult  one  another 
in  regard  to  the  cure  of  complaints  which  they  had  wantonly  coax¬ 
ed  upon  themselves.  Then,  physicians,  quacks,  and  empirics 
arose,  with  their  pills,  panaceas,  and  nostrums;  and  the  conse¬ 
quence  now'  is,  that  wre,  an  imposed  upon  and  pampered  race  of 
mortals,  are  dwindled  dowrn  to  threescore  years  and  ten.  At  this 
rate,  folly,  physic,  doctors  and  deviltry,  will- soon  reduce  the  ave¬ 
rage  of  man  to  twenty  years — then  to  ten — and  shortly  after  babes 
will  be  born  upon  their  graves,  to  draw  their  first  breath  and  give 
their  last  gasp  upon  the  very  brink  of  eternity;  at  which  period 
the  wrorld  will  come  to  an  end,  despite  the  predictions  and  prophe¬ 
cies  of  brother  Miller  to  the  contrary. 

My  hearers  :  physic  is  only  a  poor  substitute  for  exercise.  The 
one  but  affords  temporary  relief,  while  at  the  same  time  it  under¬ 
mines  the  constitution ;  but  the  other  gives  strength  and  vigor  to 
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the  whole  frame,  and  prepares  the  body  for  the  blasts  that  blow 
when  youth  is  stripped  of  its  blossoms— manhood  of  its  verdure 
— and  the  tree  of  existence  has  grown  sapless  and  old.  Take  ex¬ 
ercise,  my  friends — keep  the  body  in  motion,  and  the  mind  will 
be  at  ease.  Industry  is  an  infallible  remedy  for  indigestion  ;  and 
a  body  that  is  kept  continually  busy  with  labor  is  seldom  or  never 
troubled  with  bile.  Rise  early — be  temperate  through  the  day — 
avoid  sedentary  habits — retire  to  rest  at  a  seasonable  hour — and 
you  may  dispense  with  all  doctors,  provided  you  are  not  heredita¬ 
rily  made  to  suffer  for  the  sins  of  your  ancestors ;  as  the  boy 
thought  he  was,  when  he  caught  the  itch, from  one  of  his  school¬ 
mates. 

My  worthy  friends :  if  you  would  but  avoid  the  fashionable 
follies  of  the  age,  and  employ  your  own  hands  to  gather  the  food 
that  sustains  you,  you  might  throw  physic  to  the  dogs,  or  cast  it 
to  the  cats,  for  all  that  it  co.uld  ever  avail  you.  A  good  moral 
prescription  is  all  that  you  can  require.  If,  perchance,  any  of 
you,  my  young  hearers,  should  get  love-sick,  and  feel  a  delight- 
fully-horrible  sensation  from  top  to  toe,  matrimony  is  the  only 
medicine  that  can  afford  ifnmediate  relief.  If  you  sit  meditating 
for  any  length  of  time  in  a  melancholy  mood,  half-determined  up¬ 
on  suicide,  persevere  with  the  pills  of  patience,  fortitude  and  hope, 
and,  in  a  little  while,  doubt,  dyspepsia  and  the  blue-devils  will 
take  their  respective  departures.  Let  the  heart  be  kept  purified 
with  moral  purgatives,  and  a  very  few  indeed  of  either  vegetable 
or  mineral  pills  will  ever  be  required  to  keep  the  system  in  order. 
Take  physic  for  the  soul,  and,  when  you  drink,  drink  good  health 
to  the  body — and  recollect,  meanwhile,  that  a  single  drop  of  pre¬ 
vention  is  worth  a  whole  gallon  of  cure— as  the  drunkard  thought 
when  he  said  he  drank  to  drive  away  the  effects  of  drinking. 

My  friends:  through  the  sins  of  your  forefathers,  I  know  it  is 
necessary  that  you  should  resort  occasionally  to  the  use  of  medi¬ 
cines  )  but  if  you  will  commence  now,  and,  by  exercise,  temper¬ 
ance  and  prudence,  guard  against  being  compelled  to  take  physic, 
you  will  not  only  prolong  your  own  lives,  but  the  lives  of  those 
who  are  yet  to  appear  where  you  now  appear— tread  where  you 
now  tread— and  even  carry  the  dust  of  your  bodies  to  the  doors, 
upon  the  soles  of  their  shoes.  And  what  is  more,  my  friends,  the 
children  of  your  grand-children’s  children  will  be  enabled  to  car- 
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ry  the  burden  of  an  hundred  years  upon  their  backs  to  the  tomb 
without  bending.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  WISDOM. 

I 

Text. — Wisdom's  too  froward  to  let  any  find 
Trust  in  him,  or  pleasure  in  his  mind. 

My  Dear  Friends  :  As  far  as  happiness  and  peace  of  mind  have 
an  interest  in  the  matter,  the  less  wisdom  a  man  has  between  his 
head  and  heart,  the  better  he  is  off.  Full-grown  knowledge — 
which  is  the  wisdom  here  alluded  to — is  a  confounded  big  rat, 
that  gnaws  at  our  small  stores  of  pleasure  till  nothing  is  left  but  a 
few  contemptible  crumbs.  I  don’t  think  that  you,  as  a  body,  are 
cursed  with  wisdom  sufficient  to  prevent  your  sleeping  o’  nights; 
and  yet,  if  you  only  knew  a  little  less  than  you  really  do,  or  pre¬ 
tend  to  know,  comparatively  few  troubles  would  be  caught  in  the 
cobwebs  of  the  mind,  and  Time  would  speed  on,  in  his  unwearied 
flight,  without  shaking  half  so  many  cares  from  his  wings.  Be¬ 
cause  I  say,  however,  that  wisdom  contributes  to  unhappiness,  I 
wouldn’t  have  you  make  dod-rotted  fools  of  yourselves;  for  that 
would  only  make  the  matter  worse,  inasmuch  as  foolish  actions 
can't  put  conscience  to  sleep,  mesmerize  memory,  nor  cause  reason 
to  retire  in  disgust. 

My  friends:  the  help  of  Wisdom  in  this  world  is  like  an  Irish 
hoist — a  peg  lower.  For  what  she  gives  with  one  hand  she  takes 
double  with  the  other.  She  shakes  our  courage  till  it  curdles,  and 
drives  whole  swarms  of  joys  from  our  bosoms.  The  wise  are 
care-breedingly  cautious,  and  even  prone  to  doubt ;  and  you  know 
the  big  Book  says  ‘he  that  doubts  is  damned.’  He  is  damned  so 
far  as  this :  being  too  fearful  of  consequences,  and  having  the  wis¬ 
dom  to  know  that  he  doesn’t  know  so  much  as  he  ought  to  know, 
he  hesitates  to  go  forward  and  gather  fruits  and  flowers  where  the 
path  looks  difficult  and  dangerous;  and  so  he  is  continually  expe¬ 
riencing  an  inward  irritation  and  uneasiness,  as  though  he  had  been 
swallowing  teazles,  curry-combs  and  shoe-brushes.  Thus  he  loses 
slice  after  slice  of  that  bread  and  butter  of  bliss,  which  God  slips 
into  the  hands  of  the  ignorant  and  careless. 

My  dear  friends :  Wisdom  is  a  perfect  slave  to  sloth.  Who,  or 
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what,  is  so  uniformly  busy  with  its  body  as  the  fool  or  the  mon¬ 
key  1  The  fool,  having  no  train  of  thought  to  sit  still  and  peruse, 
makes  himself  industrious  among  straws  or  at  catching  flies,  while 
the  monkey,  no  less  incapable  of  profound  reflection,  passes  his 
itime  in  hitching  about,  and  scratching  the  wrong  end  for  original 
iideas.  Now,  these  things  are  much  happier  than  the  man  of  mind 
and  wisdom.  They  don’t  care  a  copper  about  what  has  happened, 
W’hat  is  going  to  happen,  or  the  cause  and  consequence  of  what 
does  happen ;  but  he  must  cogitate,  meditate,  realize,  philosophize 
land  sympathize,  and  allow  his  thoughts  to  bother  him  until  he  is 
:made  to  exclaim  with  the  great  bard  of  the  west : 

‘  Oh  !  I  wish  I  was  a  geese, 

All  forlorn !’ 

He  sits  musing  and  contemplating  in  lazy  silence — throws  out  Ins 
tobacco  quid,  and  chews  the  cud  of  care — swallows,  and  then 
raises  it,  to  chew  it  over  again — sees  the  phantom  of  sorrow  glid¬ 
ing  behind  the  future’s  gauzy  curtain — calculates  the  average 
amount  of  mischief  and  misery  in  the  world,  and  wonders  whe¬ 
ther  the  devil  is  of  any  use,  now  everybody  has  got  so.  well  ac¬ 
quainted  with  him.  While  he  is  revolving  and  re-revolting  these 
matters  in  his  mind,  he  looks  as  dull  and  stupid  a  a  dreaming 
donkey,  and  in  fact  he  feels  himself  as  unfit  for  physical  exerxion 
as  an  oyster  out  of  his  shell.  On  the  other  hand,  your,  empty- 
pated  nincompoop  flies  about,  smirks,  smiles,  grins,'  bobs,  bows, 
and  performs  various  other  babooneries;  and  whereupon  he  is 
pronounced  smart.  So  much  in  his  favor  for  having  neither 
^thought  nor  mind  to  bother  him.  But  what  is  the  or  •  as  has 
•been  said  of  old,  so  long  as  he  is  happy  % 

My  hearers :  there  is  a  kind  of  wisdom  which  may  be  possess¬ 
ed  to  decided  advantage.  It  is  not  in  having  an  overstock  of 
worldly  knowledge,  but  in  simply  knowing  how  to  steer  your 
i  course  through  life  safely  between  extremes.  Be  neither  rashly 
bold  nor  shamefully  cowardly.  Be  not  afraid  of  things  that  can¬ 
not  hurt  you — the  women,  fcr  instance — nor  too  familiar  with 
what  you  should  reverence — me,  for  example.  As  ‘  the  fear  of  the 
Lord  is  the  beginning  of  wisdom,’  so  is  the  fear  of  a  woman  the 
end  of  it.  Be  good  and  virtuous  without  being  given  to  fanati¬ 
cism.  Be  temperate  in  all  things,  but  don't  deprive  yourselves  al¬ 
together  of  certain  luxuries  and  necessaries  because  you  once 
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abused  them,  and  they  found  it  meet  to  retaliate.  Eat  and  drink  ! 
whatever  you  like,  if  you  find  it  agreeth  with  you;  and  do  just  as 
you  please,  provided  it  shall  be  well  for  you  in  the  end.  It  is 
true  wisdom  to  understand  these  things,  and  act  accordingly ;  but 
he  that  understandeth,  and  hearkeneth  to  the  voice  of  Wisdom,  is 
a  fool  in  one  sense,  and  an  obstinate  jackass  in  another.  So  mote 
it  be  ! 

I  am  requested  by  one  of  my  ‘  Hearers 1  to  preach  a  sermon  from 
this  text :  ‘  And  Jacob  kissed  Rachel.’  I  have  never  taken  nor 
accepted  a  text  from  the  Good  Book ;  but  in  this  instance  I  must 
do  damage  to  a  pre-determination  and  let  out  upon  the  subject 
when  its  turn  comes  round. 


ON  SELF-CONCEIT. 

Text. — At  our  birth,  the  satirical  elves 

Two  sacks  from  our  shoulders  suspend ; 

The  one  holds  the  fruits  of  ourselves, 

The  other,  the  faults  of  our  friend  : 

The  first  we  wear  under  our  clothes 
Out  of  sight,  out  of  mind,  at  the  back , 

The  last  is  so  under  our  nose, 

We  know  every  scrap  in  the  sack 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  It  is  generally  supposed  that  Nature  is  per¬ 
fect  in  all  her  works — except  when  she  gets  old  freaks  in  her  head, 
and  cuts  up  carlicues  by  way  of  experiment.  But  she  is  not. 
Look,  for  instance,  at  that  last,  and  intended-to-have-been  noblest, 
specimen  of  her  handicraft,  Man;  he  is  made  up  full  of  errors  as 
the  first  proof-sheet  of  a  printer’s  devil.  I  say  he  was  made  up  so, 
because  I  don’t  believe  he  was  ever  perfect  in  the  beginning — 
when  he  was  bran-new,  and  hadn’t  become  racked  and  tarnished 
by  worldly  jolts  and  rubbings.  If  he  had  been  put  up  perfect, 
worms  would  find  it  as  easy  to  work  their  way  into  a  cast-iron 
lamp-post  as  for  faults  and  errors  to  creep  into  his  composition. 
Man  is  a  piece  of  botch-work,  at  the  best,  the  way  he  is  thrown 
together  nowadays :  there  is  no  good  timber — nothing  better  than 
basswood — in  his  corporeal  building,  and  his  moral  constitution  is 
powder-posted  almost  as  soon  as  framed. 

My  friends  :  since  you  have  two  sacks  slung  over  your  right 
shoulder — the  one  hanging  at  your  back  containing  the  faults  of 
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ourselves,  and  the  other,  dangling  under  your  nose,  holding  the 
Tiits  of  your  friend — would  it  not  he  as  well  for  you  to  examine 
le  contents  of  both  at  the  same  time  %  Just  you  do  it,  my  breth- 
;n,  and  I’ll  bet  my  wig  to  a  mop  of  nigger's  wool  that  you  will 
nd  them  about  six  of  one  and  five  and  one  to  carry  of  the  other, 
ut  no,  you  must  keep  poking  over  the  trash  contained  in  the  bag 
tat  thumps  against  your  pudding  depositories,  wherein  is  stowed 
lie  multifarious  and  multinominal  errors,  faults  and  failings  oi  a 
■other  maggot  before  you.  Tou  ridicule  this,  turn  up  your  nose 
;  that,  utterly  condemn  the  other,  and  so  on,  wdthout  ever  once 
linking  that  the  sack  at  your  back  is  stuffed  with  an  equal  amount 
F  censurable  rubbish,  duplicates  of  which  your  fault-riddled 
[iend  is  criticising  at  the  same  moment !  O,  you  big  bladders  of 
Lnity,  blown  up  with  the  gas  of  self-conceit ! — you  imagine  that 
pUR  piety  is  composed  of  the  right  sort  of  stuff— -pure  mahogany 
[-while  that  of  your  neighbor  is  a  base  and  worthless  counterfeit  ; 
lat  your  morality  is  the  juice  of  every  earthly  virtue  boiled  down 
a  syrup,  while  others  have  nothing  to  boast  of  but  a  vile  decoc- 
on  of  assumed  uprightness;  that  you  are  without  spot  or  blem- 
h,  while  others  are  as  full  of  faults  as  a  poor  man’s  dog  is  of 
eas  :  in  short,  that  you  are  perfection  perfected,  and  others  rough- 
swn,  unfinished,  unpolished  and  unrefined. 

My  dear  friends  :  why  don't  you  more  frequently  look  over  the 
ick  filled  with  your  own  sins,  errors  and  weaknesses,  and  over- 
iok  the  one  holding  those  of  vour  fellow  mortal  ?  First  cast  the 
it  out  of  your  own  eye,  and  then  you  may  see  more  clearly  to 
all  the  bean  out  of  your  brother's  eye.  If  your  brother’s  bosom 
'ere  transparent  and  his  heart  a  looking-glass,  you  would  see 
lerein  reflected  a  thousand  follies  so  closely  resembling  your  own, 
rat,  were  they  all  put  together  and  shaken  up  in  a  bag,  you  would 
[nd  it  a  hard  matter  to  tell  t'other  from  which  or  what  from  whose, 
ou  wouldn't  stand  there  grinning  at  each  other,  like  a  couple  of 
ily  clowns  with  an  equal  amount  of  smut  upon  their  faces.  No 
-you  would  then  mutually  turn  your  backs  upon  each  other  in 
isgust,  tuck  the  ends  of  your  coat-tails  in  your  breeches  pockets, 
hd  recede  as  rapidly  as  your  locomotives  could  carry  you ;  and 
ien,  from  the  basement  of  your  hearts,  you  would  thank 

‘That  power  that  doth  the  giftie  gie  us 
To  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us.’ 
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My  brethren  :  you  all  imagine  yourselves  great — great  in  ever' 
thing — capable  even  of  teaching  your  grandmothers  how  to  sue 
eggs;  and  all  that  is  wanting  is  the  world  to  appreciate  your  g 
nius,  and  a  fair  chance  for  its  full  development.  But  write  it  uj 
on  the  scroll  of  your  memory — impress  it  upon  the  soft  putty  ( 
your  minds,  tuck  it  away  in  some  corner  of  your  hearts,  that  tri 
greatness  consists  in  overlooking  the  faults  of  others,  and  strivin 
hard  to  mend  your  own.  So  mote  it  be! 


ON  REASON. 

Text. — Dim  as  the  borrowed  beams  of  moon  and  stars 
To  lonely,  weary,  wandering  travellers 
Is  Reason  to  the  soul. 

✓ 

My  Hearers  :  Man  is  the  only  reasoning  animal  that  lives,  loee 
motes,  and  has  a  being  upon  this  mysterious  mundane  sphere  ( 
ours;  and  yet,  with  all  his  reason,  philosophy  and  knowledge,!] 
knows  no  more  what  kind  of  a  chicken  the  uncertain  egg  of  th 
future  will  hatch,  than  a  new-married  couple  can  pre-ascertain  tli 
true  gender  of  their  first-born.  Reason  forms  a  very  good  four 
dation  upon  which  to  rest  the  foot  of  the  ladder  of  faith,  but  rel 
gion  alone  can  support  it  at  its  top.  If  we  depend  upon  the  coir 
pass  of  reason  as  a  guide  to  direct  the  soul  to  its  haven  of  eterm 
rest,  we  shall  sail  safely  and  smoothly  for  a  time ;  but  soon  il 
needle  will  vary,  and  perchance  cause  our  thoughts  to  be  shij 
wrecked  upon  the  desolate  island  of  doubt.  Reason,  after  all,  i 
but  the  power  to  guess  at  right  and  wrong — a  twinkling  lamj 
glimmering  in  the  twilight  of  earthly  ignorance  and  heaven-bor 
■wisdom,  that  wakes  and  winks  by  turns ;  fooling  the  followe 
betwixt  its  shade  and  shining.  It’s  now  you  see  it,  and  now  yo 
don’t  see  it,  as  the  young  lady  said  of  the  lightning-bug. 

My  friends  :  Reason  was  given  to  curb  your  headstrong  will: 
and  to  stop  you  in  your  headlong  careers  of  vice;  but  in  most  ir 
stances  it  proves  of  little  or  no  avail.  While  dashing  furiousl 
onwmrd  with  the  fiery  steed  of  Desire,  upon  your  passionate  pui 
suits  after  pleasure,  Reason,  every  now  and  then,  cries  ‘whoa 
You  hold  up  your  horse  for  a  moment  and  begin  to  reason  win 
ther  it  were  better  to  take  the  by-paths  of  prudence,  temperanci 
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id  economy,  which  lead  to  the  blooming  bowers  of  peace  and 
ippiness,  or  to  continue  on  the  broad  and  dangerous  road  at  the 
sk  of  your  lives,  your  reputations,  and  your  sacred  honors;  but 
)U  must  unreasonably  reason  Reason  out  of  all  argument,  and 
nter  down  to  perdition  as  carelessly  as  a  drove  of  buffaloes  over 
precipice.  While  putting  the  intoxicating  cup  to  your  lips,  rea- 
n  tells  you  to  taste  not  and  neither  touch ;  but  appetite,  for  the 
lie,  bears  sway;  and  so  you  continue  swigging  it  till  dissipation 
.s  deprived  you  for  ever  of  the  last  cent  which  might  have  se¬ 


re 


ei 

t 

fi 


e 

<■ 


ur  soul's  salvation.  For  not  listening  to  the  admonish- 
erings  of  Reason,  how  many  do  I  see  of  my  young 
ning  the  pathway  to  the  tomb  in  the  bright  summer 
.ence  !  Down  they  go — propelled  by  passion,  under 
x-e  of  steam,  raised  by  the  fire  of  youthful  enthusiasm  ; 
e  that  my  patent  preaching  can  no  more  prevail  against 
1  hog  can  dance  a  hornpipe  upon  ice,  or  yet  can  make 
coat  out  of  morning  mist  and  moonshine. 

*  friends :  the  star  of  Reason  shines  the  brightest  in  the 
•mnal  sky  of  age — when  our  passions  have  subsided  and 
ds  of  early  excitement  have  ceased  to  blown  Then  we 
j  jack  and  see  what  mischief  we  have  done — mourn  over  the 
^cks  of  youthful  folly,  and  endeavor  to  patch  up  with  peni- 
lce  what  might  have  been  preserved  by  prudence :  but  it  is  no 
.  Reason,  remorse  and  regret  reach  us  too  late  in  the  afternoon 
existence  to  repair  the  injuries  and  remedy  the  defects  of  an 
spent  life,  and  so  we  go  down  to  our  long  homes,  w7eepin°- 
er  the  sad  relics  of  the  past,  and  wondering  why  the  ways  of 
sdom  did  not  exhibit  their  loveliness  till  the  frail  flowers  of  fool- 
ii  enjoyment  had  faded  beneath  the  blighting  frosts  of  age. 

My  young  friends :  although  the  orb  of  reason  shines  but  dimly 
nid  the  storms  and  tempests  of  youth,  still  let  its  feeble  rays 
pide  }  ou  as  much  as  possible  in  all  your  "wayward  wanderings. 
| you  fal1  desperately  in  love  with  an  object  unworthy  of  yo^ur 
:  ections,  let  Reason  persuade  you  to  look  farther  before  you  pick 
d  partake  of  the  bitter  berries  of  matrimony— although  I  know 
wy  well  it  is  like  tearing  toe-nails  out  by  the  roots,  for  two  fond 

Eaits,  stuck  fast  together  by  the  cement  of  love,  to  be  ripped  sud- 
nly  asunder.  If  inclination  should  induce  you  to  indulge  in 
moralizing  extravagances,  pause  for  a  moment,  and  reason  with 
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yourselves  whether  it  were  not  better  to  eat  a  plain,  healthy  m 
of  boiled  beef  and  cabbage  than  to  surfeit  and  continue  sick  u{ 
the  dainty  dishes  of  pride  and  fashion.  If  you  find  that  you  h; 
deviated  far  from  the  ways  of  virtue,  don’t  think  of  performin 
circuit  to  regain  the  right  road  ;  but  cut  across  lots — jump  fen 
— leap  ditches — do  anything  to  save  yourselves  in  season — e 
you  shall  be  saved.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  HOT  WEATHER. 

Text. —  Come,  spin  away, 

I  have  no  patience  for  a  longer  stay; 

w  But  must  go  down, 

And  leave  the  changeable  noise  of  this  great  town. 

I  will  the  country  see, 

Where  old  simplicity, 

Though  hid  in  gray, 

Doth  look  more  gay 
Than  foppery  in  plush  and  scarlet  clad. 

My  Hearers  :  The  Good  Book  says,  Thou  shalt  not  comi 
murder;  no,  not  even  upon  your  unworthy  selves.  J  hold  tha  j 
man' who  does  a  suicide  ought  to  be  made  to  suffer  the  extre)  it 
penalty  of  the  law;  that  is,  he  should  be  strung  up  before  he  1  ;r 
a  chance  to  commit  the  deed,  provided  sufficient  evidence  be  fou  t 
that  he  had  fully  determined  himself  upon  it.  Therefore,  brethn  \ 
I  say  unto  all  of  you  who  have  sufficient  means  and  opportuni  ,1 
to  leave  this  burning,  broiling,  roasting,  frying  Gomorrah,  and 
not  do  it,  that  you  are  morally  guilty  of  a  damnable  suicide.  G 
and  save  yourselves  from  Sol’s  fiery  wrath.  Go !  and  never  vt 
ture  to  look  back,  till  you  have  reached  the  cool  and  classic  she 
of  Hoboken  on  the  west,  Staten  Island  and  Coney  Island  on  t 
south,  or  have  crossed  Spite-the-Devil  Creek  on  the  north.  ‘I 
member  Lot’s  wife.’ 

My  friends :  it’s  a  burning  sin  and  shame  to  stay  here  in  tl 
glowing  furnace  of  a  city  all  the  while,  and  have  every  stiff  e 
ergy  become  as  limber  as  a  strip  of  brown  paper  dipped  in  a  c 
of  lamp  oil :  to  have  all  your  firm  faculties  reduced  to  a  quivi 
ing  jelly — the  oil  of  your  intellects  all  oozing  out  upon  your  fo 
heads — and  your  noble  bodies  fast  turning  into  crawling  shadov 
with  a  little  melted  grease  upon  them.  Oh  !  I  have  sweat  neai 
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I  the  sanctity- out  of  my  system!  My  sociability  has  evaporated, 
d  I  can  but  speak — not  converse.  My  voice  is  but  a  whisper, 
;e  that  of  the  consumptive  breeze,  that  folds  its  weary  wings, 
d  lies  down  in  Theatre  Alley.  However,  brethren,  I  will  try  to 
ise  that  whisper  to  a  debilitated  squeak.  I  am  here  for  the  pre- 
nt  to  throw  (no,  the  weather  is  to  warm  to  throw  anything) — to 
mble  myself  as  a  sacrifice,  for  your  sakes,  upon  the  fiery  altar. 
'  heed  ye  not  me,  but  take  care  of  yourselves.  Flee  to  the  moun- 
ns,  and  they  shall  protect  you.  Hie,  and  let  the  zephyrs  fan 
»ur  heated  bro~\vs  with  their  ever-waving  pinions — to  some  cool, 
Im-hallowed  shade,  lie  upon  your  backs  and  listen  to  the  sing- 
g  music  of  birds  concealed  in  their  green  leafy  cages  ;  or  to  the 
w,  soothing  melody  of  wind-harps  hung  hidden  among  the  thick 
anches  overhead  •  or  to  spme  refreshing  watering-place,  and  re- 
eathe  the  invigorating  breath  of  old  Ocean — cast  your  limpsy- 
nsy  frames  into  his  capacious  bathing-tub,  and  come  out  as  firm 
hogs’  lard  in  winter.  Go — go  anywhere  to  get  out  of  this 
azing  Gomorrah  while  it  raineth  fire— without  the  brimstone. 
My  hearers  :  what  a  heart-rending  sight  it  is  to  see  you  suffer- 
?  the  unendurable  torments  of  caloric !  There  is  a  fat  mortal, 
fling  and  blowing  like  a  porpoise — gradually  melting  into  soop 
?ase,  and  being  basted  with  his  own  gravy — how  pitiable  his 
Edition  !  Then  there’s  a  thin  slice  of  animation,  fast  scorching 
#  a  crisp  for  the  want  of  enough  juice  in  him  to  cook  him  pro- 
My-  suffers,  too,  although  there  is  hardly  sufficient  of  him 
feel  a  gieat  deal:  yet  he  suffers.  The  intermediate  specimens 
humanity  come  off  the  best ;  like  lobsters  in  the  boiling  pot, 
My  scrabble  and  fluster  under  painful  excitement  for  a  while,  and 
ten  turn  red  and  are  quiet — done. 

fNow,  my  suffering,  sweating  brethren,  if  I  can’t  drive  you  out 
I  *fre  ^  me  coax  you  to  leave  the  heat  and  changeable  noise 
<  the  town  and  visit  the  country,  where,  as  my  text  says,  old 
iknpli city ,  though  clad  in  an  undershirt  of  gray,  presents  a  gayer 
rpearance  than  the  most  over-dressed  dandy  you  can  meet  be- 
1  een  the  Upper  Bull  s  Head  and  the  Battery — where  the  air  is 
jlre,  cool  and  bracing  *  where  the  breezes  are  bland  ;  where  the 
aters  are  sparkling  from  their  living  fountains;  where  the  flow¬ 
's  are  fresh ;  and  where  cherries  and  cherry  lips  are  alike  equally 
JTipting.  There  sojourn  for  a  week  or  so,  and  amuse  yourselves 
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if  you  like  in  searching  for  some  of  my  sermons  in  the  ston< 
gilt-edged  books  in  the  running  brooks,  and  newspapers  upon  t 
trees  ;  or  sit  down  and  try  the  experiment  of  extracting  good  o 
of  a  poisonous  mushroom.  You  will  return  wiser,  healthier,  a 
happier  beings ;  better  fitted  to  pursue  your  various  avocation 
and,  with  strengthened  constitutions,  better  able  to  bear  up  cool 
under  such  powder  preaching  as  I  soon  intend  to  let  down  up< 
you. 

Wind-whistle  Island,  my  brethren  (whence  I  have  just  returnee 
is  about  as  comfortable  a  spot  as  I  can  point  my  finger  towards 
present.  Proceed  there,  and  mark  what  an  air  of  coolness  pe 
vades  the  whole  island — how  coolly  you  will  be  received  by  tl 
natives — how  coolly  the  natives  themselves  will  take  anythir 
from  you — even  an  insult ;  and  then,  when  you  consider  wh 
cool  comfort  they  enjoy,  make  up  your  minds  that,  whenever  yo 
biggest  troubles  may  come,  in  this  troublesome  world,  to  ‘  take 
easy , — like  I  shall.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  MUSIC. 

Text. — Where  does  the  soul  of  music  dwell  ? 

Say,  is  its  spirit  found  alone 
In  harp-strings,  or  in  silver  bell, 

And  in  the  organ’s  solemn  tone'? 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  Although  music  cannot  be  called  a  livii 
creature,  with  body,  bones  and  blood,  still  I  learn  from  my  te 
that  it  possesses  a  soul  ;  but,  as  to  whether  it  has  a  soul  to  sai 
or  lose,  I  must  leave  for  doctors  of  metaphysics,  more  fraught  wi  I 
ethereal  milk  than  myself,  to  determine.  My  friend  Byron  speal 
of  music  shedding  its  soul:  so  does  man.  So  do  cattle  shed  the  1 
coats,  and  lobsters  their  shells;  and  so  also  does  the  farmer  sin 
his  sheep.  But  music  sheds  its  soul,  as  do  flowers  their  perfun 
— 1  upon  the  desert  air’ — and  is  thought  of  no  more. 

Now,  my  friends,  the  next  question  is,  what  is  music?  At  fin 
we  find  it  to  rise  in  the  fertile  mind  of  some  godlike  poet.  Thoijg 
he  may  not  be  able  to  whistle  two  bars  of  Yankee  Doodle,  he  a 
ranges  parts  and  words  in  such  proper  places,  and  causes  them 
march  in  such  complete  order,  that  he  unwittingly  makes  bo 
verse  and  music  at  the  same  time.  Such  was  the  Almighty’s  grar 
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.  poem  at  the  creation.  The  world,  then,  was  not  even  rough  prose 
ii — it  was  a  confused  mass  of  pi,  w'ild,  rude,  and  without  order  or 
arrangement.  The  ungoverned  parts  knew  no  more  correspond¬ 
ence  with  each  other  than  a  couple  of  ampersands  in  the  middle 
(of  a  proper  name,  till  they  were  brought  to  number,  and  made  to 
harmonize,  by  fixed  rules,  by  the  vast  poetic  thought  of  the  Etei- 
nal  Mind.  Water  and  air  he  chose  for  the  tenor  3  earth  made  the 
bass,  and  fire  the  treble.  All  the  motions,  straight  and  round,  and 
Bwift  and  slow,  and  short  and  long,  were  so  skilfully  mixed  and 
woven,  and  fell  in  such  smooth,  artful  figures,  as  made  a  measuied 
dance  for  everything  in  the  universe.  No  wonder  the  stars  sang, 

■  and  went  all  hands  round,  balanced  and  turned  paitners,  and  con- 
!  tinue  the  same  to  the  present  day.  No  wonder  the  comets  chas- 
(  sez  across,  cut  half  right  and  left,  promenade  round,  and  back 
i  'again  to  their  places.  No  wonder  the  earth  and  moon  commenced 
[■waltzing  together  in  good  earnest.  How  could  tne}'  h av e  helped 
it.  and  feel  the  musical  influence  of  Nature  s  magnificent  poem  ^ 
All  that  is  music.  As  my  friend  Dryden  says: 

From  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmony, 

This  universal  frame  began  : 

From  harmony  to  harmony, 

Through  all  the  compass  of  its  notes  it  ran, 

The  diapason  ending  full  on  man. 

Man’s  soul  is  music,  and  his  breast  a  fiddle,  capable  of  producing 
the  softest  and  sweetest  of  tones,  and  discord  harsh  enough  to 
shame  a  saw-mill  into  eternal  silence.  Beauty  is  music,  too,  de¬ 
licately  disguised  :  being  too  nice  to  touch  the  air,  it  remains  for 
the  eye  alone  to  appreciate  and  convey  its  power  to  the  heart.  In 
short,  whatever  ravishes  the  soul — whatever  charms  the  ear  or 
eye — is  music,  confessed  by  all. 

My  friends  :  I  come  now  to  another  question — ‘  Where  does  the 
soul  of  music  dwell  V  Perhaps  you  will  answer,  in  Jenny  Lind. 
Well,  I  must  say  it  has  comfortable  quarters  there.  Charity,  be¬ 
nevolence,  amiability,  and,  no  doubt,  the  whole  troop  of  the  car- 
1  dinal  virtues,  are  its  companions.  Happy  music,  to  have  a  home 
in  such  a  bosom!  Lovely  music,  to  come  forth  arrayed  in  all  the 
adornments  that  private  excellence  can  bestow  !  Welcome  music, 
gushing  from  such  a  fountain  of  goodness !  But,  my  friends,  there 
•  is  music  everywhere,  if  you  will  only  appreciate  it.  The  dancing 
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darky  says,  Dar  is  music  in  dem  heels — and  so  there  is,  most  pal-  . 
pable,  and  not  to  be  misunderstood ; — in  a  hurdy-gurdy,  though  it 
makes  a  terrible  ado  in  getting  out;  in  a  hand-organ,  uttering  me¬ 
lancholy  tones  in  behalf  of  its  mendicant  master;  in  the  squeak¬ 
ing  clarionet,  that  never  moves  on  under  a  shilling;  in  the  O-dear- 
me  accordion,  that  ‘  refuses  to  be  comforted  ’  because  they  (the 
hearers)  are  not ;  in  the  bullfrog’s  booing  bass ;  in  the  frogess’s 
thin  treble ;  in  the  panther’s  wild  scream ;  in  the  lion’s  terrific 
roar ;  in  the  thundering  cataract ;  in  the  whistling  wind ;  in  the 
howling  storm  ;  in  the  babbling  brook ;  in  the  placid  stream ;  in 
the  ocean’s  wrath;  in  the  whirlwind’s  rage ;  and  in  the  nocturnal 
cry  of  a  she  Ethiopian,  ‘  Hot  corn  l  hot  corn  !  here’s  your  nice  hot 
corn — all  smoking  hot!’ 

And  now,  brethren,  as  to  the  power  of  music  :  what  about  that  ? 

It  is  said  to  have  charms  sufficient  to  soothe  a  savage  breast ;  to 
soften  blue  granite,  and  bend  a  crowbar.  So  it  is  said ;  and  yet, 
while  music  is  in  Tull  blast  from  Barnum’s  balcony,  I  have  intent¬ 
ly  watched  the  weathercock  upon  St.  Paul’s,  but  have  never  seen 
it  betray  the  least  symptoms  of  nervous  agitation  ;  yet  Timotheus, 
with  his  dyspeptic  flute, 

‘Could  swell  the  soul  to  rage,  or  kindle  soft  desire.’ 

David  with  his  lyre,  as  you  all  know,  put  wrathy  Saul's  disorder¬ 
ed  soul  in  tune  with  all  the  ease  imaginable ;  and  such  was  the 
power  of  Orpheus’  lute  that  trees  tore  themselves  up  by  the  roots, 
and  fell  to  dancing  in  a  frenzy  of  delight;  mourning  cypresses 
wreathed  themselves  in  gladsome  smiles,  and  even  weeping  wil¬ 
lows  wiped  their  eyes,  and  laughed  for  joy.  0,  there  is  a  magic 
in  music  that  all  must  feel  and  confess  whose  hearts  are  coursed 


by  warm  blood  instead  of  sour  buttermilk.  But  the  sweetest  and 


most  effective  music  of  all  is  spoken — in  words  of  love  and  ten- 


derness.  It  can  touch  the  soul  and  ‘  soothe  a  savage  breast’  quick¬ 
er  than  any  instrument  in  the  scope  of  my  knowledge.  Such  is 
the  music  for  me ;  and  I  wish  you  to  cultivate  it,  my  friends,  in 
order  that  a  ‘concord  of  sweet  sounds’  may  more  than  fill  this 
ever-jarring  world.  So  mote  it  be  ! 
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ON  THE  IMMORTALITY  OF  THE  SOUL. 

Pext. — Thus  all  things  are  but  altered — nothing  dies; 

And  here  and  there  the  unbodied  spirit  flies. 

vIy  Dear  Hearers  :  As  to  whether  I  sincerely  believe  in  the 
ransmigration  of  souls  after  death,  it  were  useless  for  you  to  in- 
uire.  Were  I  to  answer  in  the  affirmative,  I  should  render  my- 
elf  obnoxious  to  ridicule,  scorn  and  contempt;  and,  perhaps,  he 
;.icked  from  beyond  the  pale  of  respectable  society.  Neverthe- 
?ss,  I  will  venture  to  touch  gently  upon  the  plausibility  of  the 
leory.  We  know  very  well  that  every  particle  which  helps  to 
ompose  the  human  system  is  derived  from  that  which  has  been; 
nd,  when  it  is  dissolved  by  death,  it  only  separates  to  form  again 
oat  which  is  to  be.  That  same  material,  animate  or  inanimate, 
ppears  again  in  some  other  shape— but  not  the  same  as  at  first— 
fter  it  has  undergone  the  process  of  dissolution.  It  is  subject  to 
jhange,  but  not  to  annihilation.  So  we  say  of  the  soul.  After 
Pe  body  is  decomposed  by  death,  it  goes  to  inhabit  other  forms— 
erhaps  as  a  whole,  perchance  in  particles.  Perhaps  its  office  is 
P  animate  the  carcase  of  a  monkey,  and  perhaps  that  of  some  fu- 
ire  human  being.  From  tenement  to  tenement  it  may  be  tossed, 
3r  aught  we  know,  through  all  eternity — a  bubble,  as  it  were, 
pon  this  same  eternity’s  unbounded  ocean  :  appearing,  disappear- 
ig,  and  reappearing,  in  divers  places,  like  a  wounded  duck  when 
eset  by  the  sportsman's  dog. 

My  friends  :  the  soul  is  a  great  mystery.  It  is  an  ethereal  es- 
?nce,  too  subtle  to  be  analysed  by  human  comprehension.  Even 
|  lose  who  pretend  to  be  sufficiently  scientific  to  extract  the  blood 
our  departed  brethren  from  a  brickbat,  are  put  to  their  trumps  ' 
hen  the)  attempt,  by  any  chemical  or  philosophical  process,  to 
ive  us  the  different  ingredients  that  compose  the  soul.  There  can 
je  no  doubt  but  the  same  vital,  or  electrical,  influence  that  ope- 
ites  in  an  oyster,  and  causes  it  to  open  and  shut  its  shell,  enables 
[an  t0  bft  a  finger,  raise  an  arm,  or  to  keep  his  jaws  in  constant 
!pe ratio n  while  endeavoring  to  masticate  an  inch  of  india-rubber 
r  a  bit  of  bull-beef.  Then  when  we  come  to  the  thinking  or  in- 
dlectual  part,  we  find  that  man,  over  the  brute,  has  a  grand  but 
"implicated  mental  machine  located  in  his  cranium,  upon  which 
lis  electro-vital  fluid  operates  most  wonderfully.  He  stands  up- 
ght  in  the  image  of  his  Maker,  with  a  pair  of  hands  designed  for 
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no  other  purpose  than  to  execute  what  his  heart  has  conceived 
and  his  head  has  planned;  while,  with  all  animals  below  him, 
their  limbs  are  all  used  to  assist  in  locomotion.  At  what  link  then 
in  the  chain  of  being  does  the  soul  commence  ?  It  begins,  my  dear 
friends,  with  that  creature  which  is  barely  capable  of  SELF-im- 
provement — with  the  most  inferior  order  of  the  human  race — with 
those  who  can  teach  themselves  in  anything  without  the  aid  of 
instructions.  In  short,  the  soul  commences  with  that  individual, 
a  creature,  which  voluntarily  disobeys  the  dictates  of  nature — 
and  that  creature  is  Man. 

My  dear  friends  :  we  will  take  it  for  granted  that  the  immortal 
soul  alone  inhabits  the  bodies  of  humans :  but  the  question  is, 
where  does  it  find  shelter  after  its  frail,  carnal  dwelling  is  de¬ 
stroyed  by  Death  I  That  is  more  than  mortal  e’er  can  know. 
No  one  who  has  passed  the  boundary  of  existence  has  ever  re¬ 
turned  to  tell  us  of  its  whereabout,  whatabout,  or  howabout.  The 
spirit  may  wear  out  a  new  suit  of  clothes  in  one  sphere — then  ar¬ 
ray  itself  in  another  for  a  limited  existence — then  in  another,  and 
another,  and  so  on  for  ever  and  ever;  for  there  are  wQrlds  enough 
floating  about  in  the  infinity  of  space  to  furnish  it  with  a  new  one 
once  in  seventy  years,  even  to  the  outer  edge  of  eternity.  If  s 
person  were  sufficiently  long-legged  to  step  from  star  to  star,  anc 
were  to  go  at  a  decent  dog-trot,  he  might  as  soon  think  of  travel 
ling  from  everlasting  to  everlasting  and  back  again  in  a  day,  as  t( 
undertake  to  find  an  end  to  the  planets  which  roll  round  their  re 
spective  suns,  as  far  beyond  this  insignificant  solar  system  of  our; 
as  the  farthest  flight  of  imagination  is  beyond  the  jump  of  a  ham 
stringed  grasshopper. 

My  worthy  hearers  :  the  better  way  for  us  is  to  believe  tha 
after  the  soul  has  been  separated  from  its  earthly  dress,  it  eithe 
goes  to  some  particular  place  in  the  heavens  where  rust  cannc 
prevail,  and  where  all  is  purity,  peace  and  happiness,  or  else  to 
region  of  eternal  anguish  and  wo,  according  to  the  deeds  done  i 
the  body.  God  undoubtedly  made  man  to  be  his  own  master,  an 
he  is  held  responsible  for  every  evil  action  committed  in  the  fac 
of  his  own  conscience.  There  is  scarcely  a  question  in  my  min 
but  the  sufferings  that  attend  crime  in  this  world  are  only  sma 
samples  of  the  tortures  which  are  to  come  like  a  shower  of  pitcl 
forks  in  the  next :  and  the  nosegays  of  joy  that  we  have  presen 
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ed  us  here  for  virtuous  acts  and  righteous  intentions,  are  no  more 
to  he  compared  with  those  with  which  Heaven  will  present  us 
hereafter,  than  a  bunch  of  pissabeds  and  dandelions  to  a  wreath 
of  roses. 

My  friends  :  since  you  cannot  always  live  here  below,  and  as 
your  earthly  pilgrimages  will  shortly  end.  lay  in  a  supply  of  the 
salt  of  salvation  for  your  souls  now,  while  the  article  is  to  be  had ; 
for  when  the  grave  closes  over  you,  and  the  spirit  has  taken  its 
flight  to  another  and  an  unknown  sphere,  it  will  be  too  late  to  be- 
?in  to  think  of  pickling  it  for  eternity.  Do  the  best  you  can — 
take  unjust  advantage  of  no  one — be  thanful  for  every  blessing — 
and  bend  with  submission  beneath  every  burden  of  ill ;  and  then, 
when  you  are  ordered  from  the  world  into  an  uncertain  hereafter, 
you  will  have  everything  to  hope  for  and  nothing  to  fear.  So 
oaote  it  be  ! 


WHAT  HAS  MORTAL  MAN  TO  BE  PROUD  OF  1 

Text. — Slayer  or  slain,  it  matters  not, 

We  struggle — perish — are  forgot ! 

The  earth  grows  green  above  the  gone, 

And  the  calm  heaven  looks  sternly  on. 

My  Hearers  :  I  don’t  see  what  we  have  to  brag  or  feel  proud  of. 
We  are  nothing  but  detached  masses  of  common  clay,  possessing 

powers  of  locomotion,  and  imbued  with  thought  and  feeling _ 

avalanches  of  humanity,  rolling  down  life's  hill,  with  increased 
velocity,  into  the  dark  vale  of  death!  Coming  generations — ap¬ 
proaching  in  mighty  throngs,  with  low,  incessant  thunder  and  a 
perfect  rush,  like  flocks  of  sheep  or  herds  of  buffaloes — are  crowd¬ 
ing  and  tumbling  us  by  scores  over  the  fearful  precipice.  Down 
we  go.  boys,  with  all  our  greatness  and  boasted  honors !  and  the 
peasant  ploughman,  as  he  guides  his  shear  m  after  time  among 
our  ashes,  will  not  pause  to  consider  whether  the  4  heap  that  wert 
a  king’  will  grow  any  better  potatoes  than  the  moral  refuse  of  a 
poor  penniless  fool.  Then,  my  friends,  of  what  have  we  to  feel 
=0  almighty  proud  1  Of  a  fine,  noble  appearance  ?- — as  well  might 
a.  horse  or  a  jackass.  Of  elegant  apparel  I — so  may  a  leopard  or 
a  peacock.  Of  riches  ? — they  are  ours  but  for  a  day:  old  Ocean 
nath  them  for  ever,  and  yet  he  behaves  just  as  he  would  without 
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them.  Of  reason,  intellect  and  understanding  % — they  are  the  gifts 
of  God,  and  we  ought  to  feel  ashamed  of  ourselves  that  we  make  ! 
no  better  use  of  them.  Of  superiority  over  all  other  beasts'! 

Get  out! — the  lion  licked  the  unicorn  in  a  fair  fight,  and  then  went 

\ 

about  his  business  as  though  nothing  of  the  kind  had  happened. 
Had  one  of  us  accomplished  such  a  victory,  we  should  have  thrust 
our  hands  into  our  breeches  pockets — thrown  back  the  head— put 
forward  the  breast  and  belly — given  a  stride  that  would  have  reach¬ 
ed  half-way  to  Oregon — straddled  pyramids — puffed  out  the  cheeks, 
and  let  off  steam,  gas  and  wind  enough  for  forty  steamboats,  as 
many  balloons,  and  an  extensive  windmill.  The  matter  is,  we 
have  really  nothing  to  be  proud  of,  but  truth,  honesty  and  justice; 
and  these  articles  are  so  very  scarce  that  not  one  in  a  thousand  can 
adjust  his  cravat,  jerk  his  coat-collar,  and  pull  down  his  vest,  with 
a  noble  consciousness  of  having  them  in  his  possession. 

My  friends  :  as  says  the  text,  we  struggle.  We  struggle  with 
circumstances— struggle  to  stem  the  tide  of  adverse  fortune— strug¬ 
gle  to  get  above  one  another — struggle  to  get  married  :  and  then, 
(too  frequently!)  like  a  couple  of  wrestlers,  help  to  get  each  other 
down — struggle  with  the  devil  all  through  life — and,  at  last,  have 
a  desperate  struggle  with  Death.  Foolish  beings!  We  take  Time 
by  the  coat-tail,  pull  back  with  the  might  of  a  maggot,  and  ima¬ 
gine  we  can  hold  him  in  his  impetuous  career!  We  strip  Plea¬ 
sure  to  the  skin — take  her  cloak,  frock,  bonnet,  bustle  and  all — 
rob  her  of  every  charm — and  then  say  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
pleasure  in  the  world !  We  extinguish  the  torch  that  Hope  holds 
in  her  hand,  and  follow  lightning-bugs  into  a  mud-puddle!  By 
superlative  folly,  you  frighten  Happiness  from  your  fire-sides,  and 
then  say  that  she  has  ‘left  your  bed  and  board  \\ithout  cause  or 
provocation !’  Thus  man  makes  hills  to  tire  himself  with  in  climb¬ 
ing — produces  darkness  to  grumble  about — creates  corns  to  swear 
at— and  puts  difficulties  in  his  path  in  order  that  he  may  struggle 
with  them!  Well,  my  friends,  if  you  can’t  move  without  first 
setting  fire  to  your  shirts,  all  I  have  to  say  is,  Blaze  away — any¬ 
thing  to  give  you  a  start. 

My  dear  friends:  we  perish — are  forgotten.  Yes,  we  are 
composed  of  very  perishing  stuff.  Improvements  have  been  made 
upon  almost  everything  except  flesh — that,  if  anything,  is  not  so 
able  to  stand  the  storms  and  tempests  of  time  now  as  it  was  in  the 
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lays  of  yore.  More  than  a  medal  to  him  who  can  make  it  time* 
)roof!  We  live  hardly  long  enough  for  a  man  to  count  sixty 
provided  he  count  but  one  a  year) — and  then  we  creep  under 
ground — through  a  subterranean  passage  that  leads  to — the  Lord 
tnows  where.  We  perish,  and  a  monument,  perchance,  more  en- 
luring  than  human  flesh,  marks  the  spot  where  we  rest;  but  that, 
;oo,  falls  like  all  things  earthly — and  then  we  are  forgotten  ! 
Whether  slayer  or  slain,  lord  or  loafer,  there  we  lie !  and  the  chil¬ 
dren  of  future  generations  will  pitch  pennies  or  shoot  marbles  up- 
Dn  our  graves,  as  unconsciously  as  church-mice  make  their  nests 
with  the  leaves  of  prayer-books  and  bibles.  The  earth  will  still 
grow  green  above  us,  and  put  forth  its  wonted  variety  of  flowers, 
weeds  and  toadstools:  the  sky  will  look  down  as  serenely  as  ever 
and  the  world  will  wag  on  as  usual.  So  goes  Man — vain,  con¬ 
ceited,  pompous  Man — a  mere  tool  and  plaything  of  Time — into  the 
unfathomed  depths  of  Eternity!  As  of  the  ten- pins  that  fall  by 
the  skill  of  the  bowler,  so  let  us  say  of  those  that  are  knocked 
down  by  the  cudgel  of  Death — ‘  Set  ’em  up  again !’  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  MONEY. 

Text. — So,  day  by  day,  and  month  by  month,  and  year  by  year, 
he  gained ; 

And  grew  gray,  and  waxed  great ;  for  money  brought 
him  all  things. 

All  things  % — Verily,  not  all. 

:My  Hearers  :  How  many  times  have  I  heard  the  remark  from  my 
j fellow-beings  around  me,  that  money  is  no  object;  when,  as  any¬ 
body  knows,  it  is  the  chief,  if  not  the  only,  object  of  their  ephe¬ 
meral  existence  From  the  time  they  first  know  the  power  of  the 
penny,  they  ramble  abroad  in  search  after  dimes  and  dollars,  like 
young  turkeys  after  grasshoppers,  never  satisfied,  till  fairly  choked 
off  by  death — then  do  they  vomit  up  their  undigested  dinners  of 
gold,  that  neither  impart  nourishment  to  the  body  nor  peace  to  the 
soul,  and  quit  the  world  as  hungry  as  they  came  into  it.  All  that 
the  body  craves,  my  brethren,  is  meat  and  drink,  and  the  care-wor¬ 
ried  spirit  is  as  dry  as  a  powder-horn  for  peacefulness.  Now,  he 
that  hath  these  hath  enough  ;  and  what  more,  I  should  like  to 
know,  can  a  human  or  a  brute  desire  than  enough  q.  I  grant  that 
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too  little  is  a  trouble ;  but,  if  money  be  a  moral  poison,  and  the 
love  of  it  the  ‘  root  of  all  evil,’  why,  the  less  we  have  of  the  stuff, 
the  better  are  we  off.  So  fully  persuaded  am  I  that  great  store  is 
great  care,  and  that  man’s  miseries  increase  as  his  purse  grows  pie* 
thoric,  that  I  would  esteem  it  an  act  of  charity  to  have  my  salary 
reduced  full  fifty  per  cent,  per  annum. 

I  have  seen  many  rich  men,  my  friends,  so  burdened  with  the 
fear  of  poverty,  that  they  can’t  stir  without  a  complaining  groan. 
Such  I  envy  not,  nor  for  them  can  I  spare  a  particle  of  pity :  they 
can  have  my  gratuitous  censure  for  so  foolishly  overloading  them¬ 
selves,  and  a  little  wholesome  advice,  were  they  to  live  their  lives 
over  again.  The  poor-rich  are  eaten  to  a  skeleton  by  the  vermin 
bred  by  fear,  while  the  rich-poor  grow  fat  as  a  wild  hog  in  nut¬ 
time  upon  the  adipose  of  hope.  0,  how  many  are  the  rich  that 
miss  the  poor  man’s  comforts,  and  yet  are  cursed  with  more  than 
all  his  cares ! — and  how  many,  too,  of  the  poor  have  the  pleasures 
of  the  rich  double-distilled,  and  refined  with  contentment  ?  Can 
money  buy  everything  necessary  to  the  happiness  of  mortals  upon 
earth?  Not  exactly:  a  contented  mind  is  as  much  beyond  the 
pale  of  its  purchase  as  is  a  calm  for  the  worried  waves  of  the 
storm-tossed  ocean. 

My  friend  Tupper  informs  us,  that  in  Tyre  there  dwelt  a  mer¬ 
chant — a  child  whom  Fortune  fondled  in  her  lap  and  trotted  upon 
her  knee.  He  was  an  opulent  man,  with  many  ships,  and  traded 
in  many  climes ;  and  he  lay  down  late  at  night  upon  a  cobble¬ 
stone  bed,  with  a  pillow  stuffed  with  thorns,  and  among  the  mos¬ 
quitoes  and  bedbugs  of  care.  And  so,  as  says  our  text,  day  by 
day,  and  month  hy  month,  and  year  by  year,  he  gained:  yes,  he 
gained  riches,  a  great  loss  of  flesh,  and  heaps  of  trouble — and  he 
grew  prematurely  gray  as  a  precocious  rat;  and  his  head  grew 
bald  like  a  gourd-shell,  and  shiny  like  a  glass  bottle;  and  he  wax¬ 
ed  great,  for  money  brought  him  all  things,  good,  bad,  better,  in¬ 
different,  and  worse.  No,  my  brethren,  money  didn’t  bring  him 
all  things;  he  held  a  big,  covetable-looking  nut  in  his  hand,  but  it 
was  not  so  solid  as  it  seemed  to  be — the  kernel  was  blasted ;  for 
the  sweet  cream  of  contentment  never  rose  upon  the  sour  milk  of 
his  mind;  and,  as  for  Peace,  he  didn’t  know  her  from  a  she  orang 
outang.  Luxuries  palled  upon  his  palate,  and  his  eyes  were  sa 
tiate  with  crimson  and  purple;  he  could  coin  bushels  of  gold, 
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heaping  measure,  but  not  so  much  happiness  could  he  buy  with  it 

p  u  fill  the  heart  of  a  spider  when  flies  were  scarce.  Well, 
it  sThappened  that  on  a  day,  a  day  of  double  bread,  in  the Jieat 
and  smoke  of  inordinate  ambition,  when  he  threw  with  a  gambler  _ 
hand  ”o  go  neck  or  nothing-double  or  none-the  chance  hit  him 
in  the  wrong  spot:  he  had  done  his  worst;  and  men  began  to 
buzz  hke  a  disturbed  nest  of  bumble-bees.  Those  he  trusted  took 
a  notion  to  fail ;  and  their  usuries  had  bribed  him  to  the  cor.  On 
ship  foundered  at  sea-another  met  the  pirate,  and  she  was  theirs 
—and  a  third  went  to  Halifax,  for  aught  that  was  ever  known  o 
her  So  with  fragments  of  fortunes  not  bigger  than  broken  bits 
o  glass  men  discreetly  shunned  him.  He  was  a  stricken  stag, 
and  w  nt  to  hide  away  in  solitude  ;  and  then,  in  humility,  he  turn¬ 
ed  hTs  thoughts  over  and  over-bottom  upwards,  sidewise  and 
SeS  way  he  resolved-and,  before  the  resolution  had  a  chance 
to  grow  cold,  he  acted.  From  the  pitiful  wreck  of  all  hls  SP!“- 
dors — from  the  apparently-worthless  dregs  of  the  golden  goblet  of 
affluence-he  managed  to  save  a  morsel  and  a  drop  fo.  his  d  y 
cup  and  platter.  And  lo !  that  little  was  enough  :  and,  in  enough, 
was  competence  !  Then  his  cares  hid  themselves  away,  1‘ke  cock¬ 
roaches  in  December :  he  slept  sweetly  by  night  and  had  P 
for  a  bosom  companion  by  day.  Thoroughly  cured  of  all  his  guilty 
selfishness-money’s  love,  envy,  competition  and  strife— he  lived 
to  thank  his  God  in  an  humble  cottage  that  he  had  lost a ^  palace , 
for  he  there  found  what  he  had  vainly  sought  in  high  estate  bo 
body  and  mind  well  at  ease,  comfort  in  his  heart,  and  the  hope  o 

still  happier  days  to  come. 

My  hearers:  you  know  the  moral :  let  it  make  an  impression 
upon  your  avaricious  propensities.  Quit  digging  for  an  oai 
in-  up  gilded  troubles  :  cease  accumulating  wrath  for  the  day  of 
wrath,  in  the  shape  of  superfluous  dollars,  that  are  neither  food 
drink  nor  raiment,  but  an  exceeding  botheration.  1  ou Aha .  have 
enough  of  the  •  filthy,’  set  about  using  it  to  your  own  benefit  and 

the  advantage  of  others;  and  cease  dii tying  your  nDeisw 

further  scrapings  up.  So  shall  there  be  the  more  left  for  such 
needy  wretches  as  brother  Bronzephiz  and  myself.  So  mote  it  oe  . 
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man’s  deceitfulness. 

Text. — For  men  one  day  serene  and  free  appear; 

The  next  they’re  cloudy,  sullen  and  severe. 

New  passions,  new  opinions,  still  excite, 

And,  what  they  like  at  noon,  despise  at  night. 

My  Dear  Friends  :  If  women  be  fickle  and  changing,  the  men  are 
more  so ;  or,  at  any  rate,  their  changes  are  more  marked  and  con¬ 
spicuous.  Woman  is  changing  all  the  while — just  enough  to  ren¬ 
der  her  company  agreeable ;  and  if,  with  her  sweets,  we  were 
made  to  partake  a  little  of  the  acid  and  bitter,  she  is  no  less  sweet 
on  that  account.  As  she  is  to-day,  so  she  will  be  found  to-morrow 
— the  same  mixture  of  sugar,  spice  and  lemon-juice,  but  some¬ 
times  differently  proportioned.  But  man  !  you  don’t  know  how  to 
take  him.  To-day  he  is  all  sweetness,  to-morrow  all  bitterness, 
and  the  next  day  an  insipidity — nothing  but  slosh  or  greasy  dish¬ 
water. 

My  dear  females:  be  careful  how  you  trust  those  deceitful  crea¬ 
tures  called  Men.  Too  many  of  them  have  their  hearts  in  their 
pockets.  Avarice  eats  big  holes  in  their  affections,  and  their  love 
is  but  a  brushwood  blaze  of  passion  that  burns  brightly  upon  the 
altar  of  Hymen  ;  but,  soon  after,  ends  in  smoke  and  ashes.  When 
they  get  down  on  their  marrow-bones  before  you ;  clasp  their 
hands  in  rapturons  agony;  mingle  tears  with  their  smiles;  put 
their  paws  upon  their  hearts;  swear  that  their  whole  souls  are  on 
fire  for  your  sakes ;  that,  without  you,  heaven  itself  were  hell, 
and  hell  of  no  consequence  ;  and  vow  eternal  love  and  constancy 
— consider  well  before  you  trust  them  :  for,  as  my  text  intimates, 
what  they  like  at  noon  they  may  despise  before  morning.  You 
must  know  them  a  long  while  beforehand — read  ahd  re-read  them 
(if  they  be  worth  reading)  as  you  would  a  book;  and  then  if  you 
think  it  worth  while  to  trust  them  with  your  budgets  of  hope  and 
happiness,  let  them  have  ’em. 

My  dearly-beloved  feminines:  men  are  deceitful  beings.  Be¬ 
ware  ol  those  who  are  lavish  in  love,  but  parsimonious  in  promise. 
They  are  those  who  go  about  tasting,  but  never  think  of  making 
a  purchase.  Beware  of  them,  I  say !  They  are  gormandizers  up¬ 
on  fresh  virtue;  and,  when  hard  up,  will  feed  upon  the  very  off¬ 
als  of  innocence.  They  are  fine  to  look  upon,  and  will  answer 
for  an  hour ;  but,  if  you  depend  upon  their  blandishments,  you 
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ian  upon  a  broken  staff.  They  will  so  suck  your  sweets  that  you 
hall  have  none  left  for  a  future  husband.  They  will  pluck  every 
lossom  from  the  bush  of  beauty,  and  afterwards  turn  up  their 
oses  at  the  unsightly  tree.  I  said,  in  a  former  sermon,  that  wo- 
len  want  nothing  but  husbands,  and  then,  after  the^  have  once 
ot  them,  they  want  everything.  Now,  I  know  it  takes  an  ever- 
isting  fountain  to  supply  woman’s  wants;  and  yet  men  are  never 
Satisfied  with  a  sufficiency.  They  are  as  uneasy  as  leeches  upon 
lie  neck  of  a  wooden  god;  and  it  is  your  best  policy,  my  fair  ones 
-when  once  hitched  to  them  for  life— to  give  them  enough  in 
ome  shape  or  other. 

My  young  maidens  i  I  know  you  all  want  to  get  married  as 
oon  as  you  enter  upon  your  teens;  but  it  is  better  to  remain  sin- 
le,  and  live  upon  the  cold  soup  of  solitude,  than  to  be  married  to 
jhisery,  or  wedded  to  wo.  J  have  but  a  poverty-stricken  opinion 
f  the  major  portion  of  my  sex.  They  are  so  conupted  by  tne 
liiscalled  refinements  of  the  age— so  inflated  with  pride— so  fooled 
y  fashion— so  afraid  of  the  soil  they  tread  upon— so  given  to  cul¬ 
tivating  whiskers  and  moustaches,  while  their  moials  aie  in  a 
vretched  state  for  the  want  of  weeding — and  so  overgrown  with 
Lair,  vanity,  and  laziness,  that  scarcely  one  out  of  twenty  is  any 
nore  fit  to  be  trusted  with  a  wife  than  a  hog  is  with  a  garland  of 
lowers.  I  have  sometimes  thought  that  women,  rum,  tobacco, 
md  democracy,  would  be  the  ruination  of  the  country;  but  when 
1  consider  how  all  parties  are  agreed  upon  the  subject  of  Oregon, 

1  feel  that  we  have  nothing  to  fear  from  either  of  these  four  ima- 
1  binary,  if  not  necessary,  evils.  If  the  country  be  ever  ruined,  it 
will  be  through  the  cupidity,  venality  and  vaulting  ambition  of 
man.  If  it  be  saved,  wTe  must  give  all  the  glory  to  woman.  If 
vve  fight,  it  will  be  not  only  for  a  strip  of  territory,  but  for  her 
sake,  and  the  dear  little  brood  that  surrounds  her.  Guided  bj  hei 
counsels,  influenced  by  her  examples,  and  spurred  onward  by  her 
love,  we  are  bound  to  resist  all  foreign  aggression,  and  travel 
straight  ahead  to  honor,  peace,  prosperity  and  happiness.  So  mote 
it  be  !  % 
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ON  INTEMPERANCE. 

Text. — 0,  that  man  should  put  an  enemy  in  his  mouth 
To  steal  away  his  brains. 

My  Hearers  :  War  and  pestilence,  as  you  all  know,  have  each, 
time  and  again,  surfeited  the  voracious  stomach  of  Death  with 
millions  of  their  slaughtered  victims;  but  the  records  of  these  oc¬ 
cupies  only  a  small  space  on  the  dusty  catalogue,  of  mortality, 
compared  with  that  which  is  allotted  to  intemperance  to  write  down 
the  sum  total  of  her  annual  sacrifices.  The  broad  avenue  that 
leads  to  eternity  is  continually  choked  up  with  the  dead  carcases 
of  her  slain,  and  thousands  are  daily  being  dumped  upon  the  pu¬ 
trid  heap,  to  lie  and  rot  in  the  oblivious  fog  of  forgetfulness.  To 
be  wounded  or  physically  disabled,  while  fighting  for  your  coun¬ 
try,  your  liberties,  and  your  homes,  is  a  glory  and  an  honor;  but 
to  be  shot  in  the  neck  with  a  pistol  loaded  with  the  percussive 
elements  of  damnation,  while  you  are  sleeping  upon  the  watch- 
tower  of  virtue,  is  a  sin  and  a  disgrace.  0,  that  man  should  put 
an  enemy,  in  the  shape  of  alcohol,  into  his  mouth  to  steal  away 
his  brains  ! — to  shrivel  up  his  soul,  like  a  dried  apple — to  destroy 
that  regulator  of  the  intellect,  Reason,  and  leave  the  complicated 
machinery  of  the  mind  to  run  at  random,  without  the  guidance  oi 
a  single  sober  reflection  !  It  does  steal  away  the  brains,  my  friends, 
and  leaves,  instead,  a  soft,  pulpy  substance  of  non-compos-mentis- 
ness  as  disgusting  as  it  is  useless ;  and,  I  ask,  what  is  man,  with¬ 
out  a  fecundity  of  brains,  more  than  a  monkey'?  Nothing  at  all. 
He  is  even  less — for  the  discount  levied  upon  his  character  foi 
abusing  the  confidence  of  his  Maker  places  him  on  a  par  with  the 
loathsomest  reptile  that  ever  cast  its  slime  on  the  green  carpet  ol 
earth.  Rum  not  only  steals  away  the  brains,  but  even  the  breech¬ 
es,  also.  Not  long  since,  my  friends,  I  saw'  a  silver-haired  man, 
(perchance,  the  father  of  lovely  daughters,)  in  a  glorious  state  ol 
don  t-care-a-tiveness :  there  was  a  delightful  mingling  of  heaven 
and  hell  in  his  head,  and  any  quantity  of  change  in  his  pocket :  his 
thoughts  were  so  elevated  above  the  things  of  earth,  thht  he  never 
once  deigned  to  look  down  and  see  that  the  sinister  leg  of  his  pan¬ 
taloons,  like  his  own  moral  character,  hung  by  a  single  thread, 
Not  he— he  kept  on  spouting  politics,  war  and  the  best  method  oi 
parental  government,  with  all  the  enthusiasm  and  fire  of  hot  whis- 
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key  punch,  till  he  was  laid  upon  his  bed,  shrouded  in  the  pall  of  a 
,  death- warning  stupor.  When  the  morning  broke,  and  reason  again 
dawned  upon  the  chaos  of  his  senses,  and  discovered  to  him  that 
the  other  tegument  of  his  pantaloons  was  among  the  missing,  how 
!  do  you  think  he  felt  then  %  Why,  with  his  fist,  he  committed  an 
assault  and  battery  on  his  breast,  and  declared  by  all  the  spirits, 
infernal,  terrestrial,  and  celestial,  that  he  would  join  the  Temper- 
1  ance  Society,  and  become  once  more  a  man ;  but  he  resolved  and 
re-resolved — and  the  last  resolution  I  heard  him  utter  was,  when 
he  had  two  horns  in  his  hand.  Yes,  with  one  hand  on  the  horn 
of  a  firm  resolution  never  to  drink  again,  and  with  the  other  on  a 
j  horn  of  brandy^  he’d  look  first  on  this  picture,  and  then  on  that, 
till  at  last  the  spirit  of  evil  prevailed — and  I  fear  he  will  go  head- 

Ilong  to  destruction,  unless  I  can  throw  a  halter  about  him,  and 
hold  on  till  he  opens  his  eyes  and  sees  the  awful  gulf  that  yawns 
at  his  feet. 

My  dear  friends  :  I  know  of  another  of  the  frail  human  race, 
who  is  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  the  empire  of  whose  mind  has  been 
planted  by  Nature  with  those  trees  which  bear  the  fruit  of  princi¬ 
ple,  rather  than  the  fascinating  blossoms  of  sentiment ;  but  the 
blight  of  dissipation  has  thus  early  fallen  upon  his  fair  prospects 
i  — and  now  one  of  the  noblest  works  of  God  is  falling  to  ruin,  for 
!  the  want  of  a  moral  prop  to  support  it  in  its  last  stage  of  decay. 
He  is  now,  as  it  were,  slipping  down  a  greased  plank  to  perdition. 
He  often  sticks  in  his  clutches,  and  tries  to  hold  on — but,  finding 
his  physical  faculties  in  a  state  of  prostration,  he  calls- aloud  for 
‘  Joe  ’  to  bring  him  another  glass  of  brandy  and  water  to  strength¬ 
en  his  nerves,  to  enable  him  to  meet  his  fate  with  that  courage 
which  the  criminal  requires.  The  little  black  bottle  which  he 
places  at  his  bedside  to  allay  all  nocturnal  delicious  tremblings 
will  soon  stand  empty  by  his  coffin,  and  with  a  triumphant  smile 
exclaim,  {,Twas  I  that  did  the  deed!’  I  hand  him  over  to  the  pro¬ 
tection  of  a  merciful  Providence.  I  know -another,  whom  I  vene¬ 
rate  for  his  white  hairs,  and  respect  for  his  urbanity  of  manners, 
wTho  is  so  fond  of  ‘  dogs’  noses/  that  I  fear  the  latter  end  of  his 
existence  will  be  chopped  off  as  square  as  a  saw-mill  log,  instead 
of  tapering  to  that  almost  imperceptible  point  to  which  the  pru¬ 
dent  and  temperate  extend.  Instead  of  repeating  the  prayers  his 
mother  had  taught  him  in  his  youth,  ere  he  retires  to  his  slumbers, 
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he  claps  a  spiritual  night-cap  on  his  head,  sings  the  song  of 
‘Begone,  Dull  Care,’  and  bids  good  night  to  trouble — unmindful 
whether  the  morrow  shall  find  him  dressed  in  the  garments  of  life 
or  in  the  winding-sheet  of  death.  He  had  better  beware,  lest  he 
appear  too  animated  at  the  bar  of  Omnipotence,  and  in  a  crazy, 
jesting  mood,  ask  for  a  gin-cocktail,  instead  of  supplicating  for 
mercy  and  forgiveness  on  his  marrow-bones. 

0,  my  dear  friends :  that  visible  spirit  of  hell,  called  Rum,  will 
yet  be  the  ruination  of  this  world.  I  see  its  sad  effects  upon  every 
side  :  almost  every  flower  and  shrub  in  the  moral  kingdom  is  grow¬ 
ing  pale  beneath  its  withering  influence.  The  few  temperance  so¬ 
cieties  that  exist  are  so  many  green  spots  in  a  boundless  desert, 
delightful  and  refreshing  to  all,  excepting  to  the  sore-eyed  suckers 
of  Bacchus.  0,  it  is  passing  strange  that  the  lovers  of  earth,  who 
cling  to  it  with  all  the  affection  of  a  steel-trap,  will  inoculate  them¬ 
selves  with  this  deadly  plague,  and  transmit  its  poison  to  posteri¬ 
ty  !  I  have  known  some  babes  to  have  been  made  drunk  with 
their  mothers’  milk ;  but  generally  speaking,  my  friends,  people 
make  themselves  drunk — with  their  own  hands  they  thrust  the 
firebrands  in  their  bosoms,  and  then  curse  Madam  Fortune,  up  hill 
and  down,  for  being  partial  in  the  distribution  of  her  favors.  I 
shall  not  dwell  upon  female  intoxication.  I  can’t  think  upon  the 
subject  without  feeling  both  sick  at  the  heart  and  stomach.  A 
beautiful  woman  saturated  with  alcohol,  and  with  the  froth  and 
scum  of  depravity  oozing  from  her  mouth,  is  about  as  disgusting 
an  object  as  can  be  found  between  Catherine  Market  and  the  slop- 
yard  of  Beelzebub. 

My  friends,  keep  sober — avoid  those  fatal  glasses,  at  the  bottom 
of  which  lies  the  sediment  of  destruction — drink  only  at  that  pure 
and  limpid  stream  which  flows  directly  from  the  ever-gushing 
fountains  of  heaven,  whose  waters  are  refreshing  to  the  body — 
nourishing  to  the  soul — and  purifying  to  the  heart;  and,  0,  dash 
down  for  ever  upon  the  adamantine  rock  of  resolution  that  sedu¬ 
cing  goblet  which  steals  away  man’s  brains — his  breeches — his 
boots — his  morals — and  his  reputation.  So  mote  it  be! 
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ON  THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  AGE. 

Text. — How  fast  the  world  advances — 

How  little  man  improves  ! 

My  Hearers  :  The  world  is  advancing  with  railroad  speed  along 
the  path  of  science  and  civilization ;  but  the  question  is,  whether 
its  progress  is  directed  towards  heaven  or  the  diggins  of  the  damn¬ 
ed.  Man,  morally  speaking,  has  not  gained  a  single  step  towards 
the  summit  of  holiness  since  he  was  kicked  out  of  Eden,  and  left  to 
wander,  alone  and  unbefriended,  in  the  wilds  of  want  and  wretch¬ 
edness.  He  improves  intellectually  and  mechanically,  but  not  mo¬ 
rally;  but  T  am  determined  to  persevere,  through  patience  and  the 
aid  of  faith,  and  either  preach  people  into  pious  practices,  or  into 
the  pit  of  perdition.  They  shall  not  sit,  wholly  unmoved,  under 
such  rough  and  raking  eloquence  as  mine.  The  pure  waters  of 
the  heart  shall  not  be  allowed  to  stagnate  for  the  want  of  occa¬ 
sional  stirring  up,  so  long  as  I  have  physical  strength  to  keep  my 
moral  muddler  in  operation. 

My  friends  :  the  world  has  advanced  most  wonderfully  since  the 
beginning.  Splendid  and  costly  garments  have  taken  the  place  of 
fig-leaf  aprons — instead  of  the  rude  and  clumsy  ark  constructed  by 
Noah,  we  have  the  magnificent  steamboat  devised  by  Fulton — 
where  the  wheels  of  lumbering  vehicles  once  rolled  lazily  along, 
now  rushes  the  steam  locomotive  with  meteoric  speed,  using  up 
time  and  annihilating  space — and  the  hand  is  now  relieved  of  many 
a  tedious  and  irksome  task  by  the  miraculous  power  of  machinery. 
Yes,  my  friends,  almost  everything  is  done  by  machinery  nowa¬ 
days,  even  to  the  making  of  pills  and  poetry ;  and  I  shouldn’t  be 
much  surprised  if  we  soon  relied  upon  its  aid  for  the  propagation 
of  our  species.  From  the  vast  field  of  science  we  have  culled 
some  beautiful  flowers,  and  places  once  desolate  now  bloom  like 
the  garden  of  the  east.  Man  almost  splits  his  pantaloons  in  taking 
such  long  strides  towards  the  climax  of  perfection ;  but  he  needn’t 
over-exert  himself — for  but  a  few  centuries  will  slide  away  at  best 
ere  he  will  have  reached  the  summit,  and  then  back  he  will  fall 
into  primitive  ignorance  and  degradation — that  is,  if  he  grow  not 
purer  and  better  in  proportion  as  he  progresses  in  knowledge.  All 
the  fancy-work  that  the  lovely  damsel  Improvement  has  wrought 
for  herself  is  destined  to  be  torn  from  her  by  the  rude  fingers  of 
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Fate,  and  she  will  be  left  to  commence  her  task  anew,  even  as  the 
spider’s  evening  labor  is  lost  by  the  morning  broom  of  some  ob¬ 
truding  house-maid. 

My  worthy  hearers  :  if  you  had  all  improved  internally  as  you 
have  outwardly  and  artificially,  where  would  you  be  by  this  time  % 
Sitting  upon  the  step-stones  of  heaven’s  high  porch,  sipping  the 
sweets  of  happiness.  You,  men,  would  be  demi-gods,  and  you, 
ladies,  beautiful,  wingless  angels,  with  bosoms  as  pure  as  your 
faces  are  lovely.  Your  hearts  would  be  caskets  for  the  bright 
gems  of  virtue — infants  would  no  longer  suck  the  poison  of  de¬ 
pravity  from  your  breasts,  and  the  stains  of  sin  cast  upon  you  by 
the  errors  of  grandmother  Eve  would  wash  out  as  easily  as  com¬ 
mon  dirt  from  a  towel. 

My  dear  friends  :  1  must  be  allowed  to  remark  that  all  outside 
improvements  are  of  but  little  real  use  to  man,  and  of  no  benefit  to 
the  world,  unless  the  moral,  internal  arrangements  are  proportion¬ 
ately  improved.  In  speaking  of  internal  improvements,  I  have  no 
reference  to  such  as  are  brought  about  by  indulging  in  roast  beef, 
plum  puddings,  oysters,  wines,  and  other  et  ceteras — for  these  are 
but  wicked  outlays  for  the  stomach ;  but  refer  to  such  only  as 
spring  from  a  proper  culture  of  the  heart.  It  is  the  garden  of  the 
mind  that  needs  attending  to ;  because  there  are  planted  our  cha¬ 
racters,  our  honors,  and  it  is  there  that  are  sown  the  seeds  of  our 
everlasting  happiness.  If  we  neglect  it,  vicious  weeds  will  soon 
o’ertop  every  virtuous  flower,  and  then,  when  we  come  to  gather 
in  the  harvest  of  our  hopes,  we  shall  reap  nothing  but  the  wild 
mustard  of  misery.  It  is  foolish  in  the  extreme  to  take  pride  in 
advancing  without  improving — to  pay  so  much  attention  to  the 
worthless,  perishable  portion  of  humanity  while  the  intellect  re¬ 
mains  a  sink  for  the  filth  of  sin. 

My  friends  :  the  heart  is  a  depository  for  both  good  and  evil ; 
but  it  ought  to  be  the  home  of  piety  alone.  There  is  no  necessity 
for  having  quite  so  much  scum  that  swims  upon  the  surface  of 
depraved  human  nature,  as  often  as  once  a  week  at  least;  and  al¬ 
low  my  moral  physic  to  purify  the  inner  man  every  Sunday.  Then 
if  you  should  be  unfortunate  enough  to  go  to  destruction  at  last,  I 
shall  have  the  /satisfaction  of  knowing  that  I  pulled  at  your  coat¬ 
tails  till  you  slipped  the  garments  of  mortality. 

Endeavor  to  improve  as  you  advance  in  the  world,  else  you  lose 
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more  than  you  gain ;  and  you  will  finally  become  convinced  that, 
with  all  your  advancement,  you  have  only  been  growing  more 
wicked,  and  the  worse  for  wear.  The  time  will  soon  come  when 
the  timbers  of  your  carnal  dwelling  shall  become  rotten — its  win¬ 
dows  broken — its  doors  closed — and  its  fire  extinguished  in  dust 
and  ashes.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  SILENCE. 

Text. — Silence,  the  midnight  god,  appears  : 

In  all  its  downy  pomp  arrayed, 

Behold  the  reverend  Shade. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  Silence  was,  in  days  of  old,  appropriately 
called  the  midnight  god,  who  sat  upon  the  ruins  of  an  ancient  sigh 
with  a  gag  upon  his  mouth  '  and  whose  memory  of  sound  had  long 
since  been  annihilated  in  order  that  perpetual  peace  might  surround 
his  throne.  A  couple  of  soft  clouds  met  together  and  formed  de¬ 
licate  cushions  for  his  downy  feet :  a  melancholy  thought,  stolen 
from  a  despairing  lover,  mantled  in  fluid  folds  his  visionary  shape. 
He  wore  a  wreath  of  darkness  round  his  head,  and  curling  mists 
supplied  the  want  of  hair,  while  the  stupefying  vapors  that  conti¬ 
nually  rose  from  poppies  below  bedewed  his  hoary  head,  and  kept 
his  eyes  as  heavy  and  dull  as  those  of  an  old  man  after  a  hearty 
dinner,  with  boiled  onions  and  a  bottle  of  beer.  Setting  aside  all 
deification,  Silence  is  the  begetting  parent  of  Thought  and  Medi¬ 
tation.  On  a  calm,  mild,  moonlight  night,  in  this,  the  gay  month 
of  birds  and  flowers,  let  one  walk  cn  the  grass-fringed  and  grove- 
bordered  banks  of  our  beautiful  Hudson,  when  scarce  other  sounds 
are  heard  than  those  occasioned  by  the  gentle  flappings  of  the 
wings  of  Silence,  and  he  will  soon  find  all  the  effervescence  of 
mental  excitement  settling  down,  like  the  froth  on  a  new-drawn 
glass  of  porter,  to  a  quiet,  pure,  holy  and  devout  meditation.  The 
solemn  silence  that  broods  over  all  things  around  will  cause  a 
mysterious  fluttering  of  the  soul  within  him,  as  if  anxious  to  be 
let  loose  from  its  narrow  prison,  and  attempt  its  unpractised  pinions 
in  the  golden  atmosphere  of  ideality.  Melancholy  and  yet  pleas¬ 
ing  thoughts  will  warm  around  him  thicker  than  blue-bottles 
around  a  tainted  leg  of  mutton  in  July.  He  will  think  of  friends 
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far  away,  with  whom  he  once  associated  and  loved,  and  who  per  | 
chance  can  never  greet  him  again — of  those  for  whom  Silence  ha  j 
already  prepared  a  dark  mansion  in  the  dread  valley  of  Death— 
and  of  those  whose  footsteps  are  yet  to  brush  the  dew-drops  fron 
the  infant  flowerets  that  bloom  upon  his  unknown  grave  and  sue! 
sustenance  from  his  cold  bosom  of  clay.  Oh,  my  friends  !  tin 
stream  of  Time  is  moving  for  ever  silently  and  solemnly  along 
like  the  waters  of  the  majestic  Hudson;  and  if  a  man  could  onl) 
sit  on  the  bank  of  eternity  and  watch  for  thousands  of  years  tht 
multitudes  of  mortals  borne  along  with  its  current  to  return  nc 
more,  he  would  think  his  fellow  humans  queer  fishes  indeed  to  bt 
everlastingly  swimming,  millions  after  millions,  towards  some  un¬ 
fathomable  and  boundless  ocean,  and  not  a  single  sister  shad  evei 
be  known  to  run  up  and  deposite  its  spawn. 

My  friends  :  wherever,  amid  the  magnificent  works  of  Nature, 
silence  reigns,  there  is  always  more  or  less  of  beauty,  grandeur, 
and  sublimity.  Among  the  shining  stars  of  heaven,  peace  and 
quietness  constantly  prevail;  and  there  the  pure  'spirit  of  loveli¬ 
ness  presides.  The  planets  squeak  not  as  they  revolve  upon  their 
axes,  and  neither  do  they  rumble  as  they  roll  in  their  orbits  round 
their  respective  suns.  Luna  glides  along  her  pathway  in  the  skies 
with  a  tread  as  noiseless  as  that  of  a  cat  aver  a  carpet,  and  entan¬ 
gles  her  silvery  hairs  with  the  fine  delicate  threads  of  the  spider 
without  even  causing  them  to  tremble.  As  the  sun  sinks  to  rest 
in  his  night  garments  of  glory,  a  sacred  silentness  ensues,  and  a 
mantle  of  sweet  repose  seems  to  be  immediately  thrown  over  a 
discordant  and  jarring  world.  It  is  silence  that  touches  the  sur¬ 
face  of  such  scenes  as  these  with  the  gold  wash  of  beauty,  and 
spreads  a  coat  of  calm  contemplation  over  the  soul,  that  rests  as 
evenly  and  quietly  as  the  green  scum  on  a  frog-pond. 

My  dear  friends  :  what  awful  silence  must  have  pervaded  non¬ 
entity  when  creation  was  but  a  chaotic  curdle,  consisting  of  the 
component  parts  of  nothing,  mixed  with  the  essence  of  ether!  No 
sound  then  ever  obtruded  on  the  ear  even  of  the  Almighty;  and 
it  was  amid  this  eternal  stillness  that  he  contemplated  the  idea  of 
making  a  universe  and  studding  it  with  worlds,  whose  number 
should  exceed  the  sands  in  the  great  Desert  of  Saharra.  When 
the  morning  stars  first  sang  together  and  earth  joined  in  the  cho¬ 
rus,  Silence  fled  back  affrighted  for  a  time  to  his  den  of  darkness, 
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bile  Joy,  Hope,  and  Fancy  flitted  like  butterflies  amid  the  fresh- 
own  roses  of  existence,  and  rejoiced  in  the  glory,  the  gran  eur 
,d  the  loveliness  of  the  handiwork  of  the  great  Creator 
To  furnish  the  mind,  my  worthy  hearers,  with  the  material  for 
e  accomplishment  of  any  great  and  difficult  design,  you  must  re- 
re  from  all  noise,  hustle  and  turmoil,  to  where  Silence  reigns  s  - 
reme  No  plans  can  be  well-planned  amid  the  din  of  battles  or  the 
ar  of  words,  any  more  than  a  person  can  calculate  the  numbei  o. 
.conds  from  now  to  eternity  in  the  midst  of  the  hurrah  and  hub- 
ub  of  a  high-pressure  political  meeting,  in  company,  always 
ike  advantage  of  a  few  moments  of  silence  before  setting  the  . 
)ngUe  in  operation,  and  you  may  thereby  escape  tne  mortification 
chance  of  afterwards  knowing  that  you  had  unnecessarily  ex- 
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ased  your  ignorance.  By  all  means  avoid  garrulity for  it  has 
2en  truly  written,  that  shallow  brooks  are  continually  bubbling, 
rhile  deeper  waters  flow  silently  on.  Retire  occasionally,  my 
•lends,  to  study  and  meditate  in  silence,  not  only  for  improvement 
f  your  minds,  but  for  the  purpose  of  considering  how  narrow  is 
le  space  allotted  to  mortals  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave  ; 
nd  how  soon  the  time  will  come  when  you  all  will  be  gathered 
ito  that  dread  subterraneanity,  where  no  sound,  save  that  of  the 
rchangel’s  trumpet,  can  break  upon  your  slumbers,  and  where 
jjence,  dead  silence,  holds  sovereign  authority.  So  mote  it  be  . 


ON  4  THE  GOOD  TIME  COMING.' 

Text. _ Wide  is  my  course,  nor  turn  I  to  my  place, 

Till  length  of  time,  and  move  with  tardy  pace. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  This  old  animated  auger,  free  from  rust,  and 
good  as  new,  returns  once  more  to  bore  another  big  hole  into  the 
very  centre  of  your  affections.  Yes  ;  after  a  long  sojourn  among 
the  incorrigible'  Wind-whistle  Islanders,  and,  after  having  travelled 
through  various  heathen  lands  in  search  of  health,  happiness,  and 
that  jewel  of  inestimable  worth,  for  which  Diogenes  sought  m 
vain— a  single  honest,  unsophisticated  man— he  now  stands 
before  you,  the  same  old  shilling ;  if  anything,  a  little  smoother 
and  brighter  from  the  friction  ever  attendant  upon  the  predal  pro¬ 
pensities  of  a  mendacious  world.  Here  I  am,  at  any  rate,  with  a 
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heart  spilling  over  with  hope,  and  ready  to  walk  into  your  goo 
graces  with  brotherly  kindness,  and  a  new  pair  of  boots. 

The  old  author  of  my  text,  worthy  friends,  I  believe,  had  par 
ticular  reference  to  the  planet  Saturn;  and  yet  T  can’t  help  bu 
conjecture  that  a  perfect  picture  of  myself  was  presented  to  hit 
prophetic  vision,  arrayed  in  the  same  homespun  simplicity  as  yoi 
now  see  before  you.  Yes,  me,  the  erratic  comet  of  the  nineteenti 
century — the  blazing  star  in  the  moral  heavens  of  the  present  day. 
presaging  no  d-ire  calamity — no  fearful  omens  of  the  future — bul 
ever  proclaiming  that  ‘good  time  coming’  when  heartburnings, 
back-bitings,  thievish  finger-itchings,  gold-thirstings,  place-crav¬ 
ings,  and  all  such  soul-chafing  annoyances,  for  ever  cease  :  when 
the  greedy  maw  of  Ambition  shall  be  so  gorged  with  gold  as  to 
lie  quietly  down  and  nap  it  by  the  side  of  her  tired  servant  Enter¬ 
prise  :  when  we  shall  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  do  nothing,  and 
that  without  grumbling :  when  man  shall  have  the  politeness  to 
grant  his  fellowr  man  the  privilege  of  picking  up  a  dollar  in  the 
street  before  him  :  when  horns  of  plenty  shall  take  the  place  of 
plentiful  ‘horns:’  when  every  man  shall  enjoy  the  right  to  labor, 
without  the  necessity  of  doing  a  stitch  :  in  short,  when  we  shall 
all  have  our  fill,  and  snuggle  cosily  together,  as  stupid,  contented, 
lazy  and  happy  as  a  nest  of  swill-swollen  hogs  at  a  farm  gate. 

My  dear  friends  :  according  to  my  text,  1  move  with  a  tardy 
pace — tortoise-like,  rather  slow,  but  amazingly  sure-footed.  I  do 
not  pretend  to  hurry  up  this  ‘good  time’  after  the  way  in  which 
buckwheat  cakes  are  despatched  at  brother  ,Swreeney’s,  to  be  en¬ 
joyed  as  briefly.  No ;  you  are  no  more  ready  to  receive  its  bless¬ 
ings  at  present  than  an  old  wrash-tub  is  fit  for  use  after  hours  of 
exposure  to  a  midsummer’s  sun.  You  require  to  be  well-soaked 
in  the  cold  spring  of  want  before  you  are  capable  of  appreciating 
the  glorious  enjoyments  now  locked  up  in  the  vast  store-house  of 
the  Future.  Want  ! — what  heaven-plumed  virtues  lie  concealed 
in  that  little,  vicious  word  !  It  opens  the  floodgates  of  sympathy 
for  our  distressed  fellow  beings.  It  makes  us  thankful  for  favors 
that  luxurious  Ease  wrould  spurn  with  contempt,  or  receive  with 
cold  ingratitude.  It  humiliates  and  reconciles  pride  to  a  dilapida¬ 
ted  hat,  superannuated  pants,  and  a  second-hand  shirt.  It  renders 
things  possible  that  are  impossible  to  thought.  It  is  the  goad  to 
enterprise— ^the  spur  to  ambition — the  prop  to  resolution — a  tonic 
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to  the  weak;  and  better  than  Watts'  Nervous  Antidote  when  about 
to  tussle  with  a  bull-dog  for  the  possession  of  a  marrow-bone.  I 
never  fully  realized,  my  friends,  the  intrinsic  worth  of  want  till 
Sonce  while  preaching  to  the  unconvertible  heathen  of  AV ind-whis- 
jtle  Island.  I  suddenly  became  un-hungered,  as  well  I  might,  for  I 
had  fasted  six  days  and  seven  nights  upon  three  small  slices  of 
yam  and  a  poverty-stricken  periwinkle.  Just  then,  compassionate 
Imagination  placed  before  me,  upon  a  big  platter,  one  of  Col.  M. 
M.  Van  Dyke's  delightful  sirloins.  I  immediately  sat  down  upon 
the  exact  counterpart  of  brother  Ralph  Hoyt’s  ‘  mossy  stone,’  and 
[commenced  feasting  :  and  such  a  feast,  0,  ye  satiated  gods  that 
doze  on  high  Olympus !  it  was  worth  a  barefooted  pilgrimage  to 
Utopia  to  partake  of  it !  It  was  the  incentive,  as  well,  to  a  deter¬ 
mined  resolution:  for  I  made  up  my  mind,  upon  the  spot,  to  leave 
ithat  barbarous  and  barren  isle,  and  return  to  this  happy  land,  rich 
in  grace  and  overflowing  with  gravy. 

Now,  my  good  friends,  I  want  you  to  suffer  a  little  while  longer, 
and  wait  with  all  the  patience  you  can  muster  till  ‘  the  good  time 
coming’  shall  actually  arrive.  Sharpen  your  appetites  upon  the 
igrindstone  of  self-denial — make  yourselves  as  uncomfortable  as 
you  conveniently  can — walk  upon  hetchel-teeth — sit  upon  flints — 
! sleep  upon  thorns — keep  as  uneasy  as  a  loose  window-blind  in 
November,  and  you  will  soon  be  in  a  condition  to  appreciate  ‘the 
'good  time’  when  it  does  come,  to  the  full  length  and  breadth  of 
Its  extent. 

My  dear  friends :  never  be  in  a  hurry ;  for  nothing  can  ever  be 
gained  by  it  but  a  decided  loss,  and  perhaps  a  wet  jacket — as  I 
once  experienced  to  my  sorrow,  by  jumping  after  a  ferry  boat 
when  half-way  across  the  river.  Do  as  I  have  done  ever  since  : 
wait  till  length  of  time,  and  move  your  calf-skins  with  a  sure  and 
tardy  pace.  When  you  are  in  the  dark,  feel  cautiously  your  way; 
for  human  noses  sometimes  evince  a  strange  propensity  to  encoun¬ 
ter  stubborn  obstacles.  Never  be  in  a  hurry  to  get  rich  ;  for  rich¬ 
es  are  birds,  as  shy  as  they  are  valuable  and  beautiful.  They 
must  be  crept  up  to  with  prudence,  or  the  whole  flock  will  take 
wings  before  you  can  get  a  chance  to  lay  a  single  grain  of  salt 
upon  their  tails.  Don’t  attempt  to  live  too  fast;  for  thereby  you 
will  be  sure  to  reduce  your  mundane  existence  to  a  mere  stay- 
here.  Never  be  in  haste  to  take  medicine,  except  such  as  I  pre- 
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scribe  in  homceopathic  doses,  according  to  your  different  moral  con 
stitutions.  According  to  one  Pliny  of  old,  Rome  once  existed  five 
hundred  years  without  a  solitary  physician,  and  I  am  quite  confi¬ 
dent,  my  hearers,  that  you  alb  might  manage  to  get  on  as  slick  as 
goose-grease  without  as  much  doctor-stufi  as  would  physic  an  ad¬ 
olescent  spider.  But,  brethren,  we  live  in  a  fast  age:  we  progress 
with  lightning-like  velocity ;  and  J  am  very  much  afraid  that  we 
shall  be  in  such  a  hurry,  by-and-by,  to  ‘do  up  things  brown’  a 
little  faster  yetrthat  Enterprise  will  burst  her  boiler,  and  we  shall 
all  be  left  kicking  and  floundering  in  mud-pools  by  the  wayside. 
When  I  look  around  me  and  see  what  has  been  done,  in  the  small 
circle  of  a  few  years,  and  what  is  now  doing,  I  can’t  help  but  skin 
my  eyes  with  astonishment,  and  wonder  what  in  the  name  of  all 
that  is  marvellous  will  be  done  next'?  Why,  my  friends,  judging 
from  the  improvements  we  are  daily  making  in  our  means  of  tran¬ 
sit,  I  shouldn’t  be  surprised  that  if,  in  half  a  century  hence,  a  man 
might  take  himself  by  the  waistbands,  wish  himself  in  Heaven  or 
Halifax,  and  arrive  there  in  the  snap  of  a  finger — or  at  some  other 
less  desirable  place.  So  mote  it  be ! 


‘  GO  IT  WHILE  YOU’RE  YOUNG.’ 

Text.—  Gather  ye  rose-buds  while  ye  may, 

Old  Time  is  still  a-flying ; 

The  self-same  flower  that  blooms  to-day, 

To-morrow  may  be  dying. 

My  Hearers  :  Allow  me,  once  more,  to  persuade  you  to  improve 
present  opportunities — to  make  the  most  and  the  best  of  each  pass¬ 
ing  moment — to  gather  the  rose-buds  of  rational  enjoyment  while 
they  are  within  your  reach — and  not  to  make  yourselves  uncom¬ 
fortable  to-day  for  the  sake  of  those  unborn  joys  that  Hope  tells 
you  are  yet  to  be  delivered  from  the  uncertain  womb  of  to-morrow. 
The  path  of  existence  is  by  no  means  a  circle,  in  which  we  may 
travel  round  and  round  and  overtake  joys  at  one  time  that  we  have 
missed  on  another — but  as  straight  a  railroad  track  for  eternity  as 
can  be  drawn  with  a  chalk  line.  While  riding  upon  the  car  of 
Time,  the  only  way  for  us  is  to  reach  out  our  hands  and  grasp  at 
the  flowers  in  our  reach  as  we  pass,  else  they  escape  us  for  ever; 
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for  there  is  no  retrograde  movement  to  the  wheels  of  old  Tempe’s 
omnibus,  neither  is  there  any  circuit  to  be  performed  by  him.  this 
side  of  the  gates  of  immortality. 

My  friends :  if  you  have  only  a  mind  to  enjoy  yourselves  as 
you  go  along,  your  own  natural  ambition  will  furnish  you  with 
the  necessary  means;  but  just  as  sure  as  you  encourage  a  merce¬ 
nary,  mean  and  miserly  disposition,  and  sacrifice  present  comforts 
for  the  sake  of  future  pleasures,  you  will,  even  upon  the  verge  of 
the  grave,  still  find  those  pleasures  stuck  fast  in  the  mud  of  to¬ 
morrow.  They  never  can  be  realized ;  and,  when  about  to  cross 
the  boundary  line  that  separates  this  world  from  the  next,  you’ll 
throw  your  paltry  purse  of  gold  into  the  lap  of  posterity,  to  be 
scattered  to  the  four  corners  of  the  globe.  For  what  then  had  you 
|i  lived  'l  To  do  good  to  your  fellow  man,  and  to  contribute  your 
!  mite  towards  the  relief  of  the  poor  and  suffering  around  you  ?  No 
I  — for  avarice  had  made  you  dumb  to  the  demands  of  charity,  and 
j  you  had  no  tears  of  pity  to  shed  except  upon  your  own  shoes. 

I  You  will  have  lived,  as  many  others  have  lived,  to  hoard  up  that 
j  which  is  neither  food,  drink,  nor  raiment,  depriving  yourselves  of 
j  the  luxuries,  comforts,  and  even  nesessaries  of  life,  in  the  fond  but 
■  deceiving  hope  of  finding  pure  enjoyment  when  the  days  of  plea¬ 
sure  are  past,  and  the  dull  shadows  of  death  begin  to  lengthen 
over  the  landscape  of  existence.  Mark  me,  my  friends  ! — He  that 
robs  himself  of  joys  that  money  can  buy  in  his  younger  days,  and 
lays  up  a  superabundance  of  gold  and  silver  for  future  use,  will 
find  that  the  day  never  arrives  when  he  shall  think  it  proper  to 
unloose  his  purse-strings,  and  reap  the  rich  harvest  of  his  early 
desires.  As  advancing  age  shrivels  up  his  body,  shrinks  his  soul, 
and  contracts  his  sinews,  he  gives  a  kind  of  galvanic  grasp  upon 
his  purse,  and  eventually  slides  from  the  wTorld  with  a  lot  of  worth¬ 
less  trash  in  his  hand,  and  regret  in  his  soul  that  he  hadn’t  pluck¬ 
ed  the  flowers  of  enjoyment  while  they  were  in  their  bloom,  in¬ 
stead  of  deferring  until  the  sad  autumn  of  life  when  the  posies  of 
pleasure  have  mostly  shed  their  gay  petals,  and  the  few  that  re¬ 
main  are  as  wanting  in  sweetness  as  a  skunk  in  a  steel-trap. 

My  worthy  hearers  :  for  my  part,  I  have  no  desire  to  be  borne 
down  with  a  burden  of  riches  when  I  get  to  be  old,  and  have  lost 
all  taste  for  those  delights  which  they  might  once  have  purchased. 
All  I  want  is  enough  to  place  me  beyond  the  assailings  of  want 
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when  my  mental  and  physical  faculties  fail  me,  and  the  hand  that 
now  has  the  strength  to  toil  shall  tremble  like  a  splinter  in  the 
wind  in  conveying  bread  to  my  mouth.  I  intend  to  gather  lose- 
buds  as  I  journey  along  5  for  I  know  that  if  I  once  pass  them  by, 
they  will  be  left  to  bloom  for  others,  and  not  for  me.  If  I  pick 
the  buds  of  vice,  I  am  well  aware  that,  however  much  they  may 
resemble  those  of  the  rose,  they  will  blossom  thistles;  but  those  of 
virtue  are  sure  to  disclose  unexpected  beauties  as  they  gradually 
unfold  through  all  the  changing  seasons  of  life.  It  should  be  the 
study  of  every  man  how  he  can  best  enjoy  himself  during  the  lit¬ 
tle  time  he  is  kept  a  probationer  upon  this  insignificant,  aerial  isl¬ 
and  of  ours.  If  joes  can  purchase  joy,  or  pennies  peace,  withhold 
them  not;  but  don’t  throw  them  into  the  dead  sea  of  dissipation, 
nor  squander  them  in  foolish  extravagance  ;  or  you  will  ascertain 
ere  long  that  the  want  of  money  opens  a  wide  avenue  to  misery, 
and  closes  the  doors  of  happiness  as  tight  as  a  clam  when  first  ar¬ 
rested  from  its  bed. 

My  friends :  as  I  before  have  had  occasion  to  remark,  the  bet¬ 
ter  way  is  to  ‘go  it  while  you’re  young,’  provided  you  don't  go  it 
so  strong  as  to  tear  your  coats  and  injure  your  characters.  Look 
out  also  for  your  pockets— for  when  a  young  man  loses  his  pock¬ 
et,  he  loses  his  pride  ;  and  unless  one’s  ambition  be  stiffened  with 
the  proper -starch  of  pride,  lie  can  no  more  set  himself  up  in  the 
-world  than  an  empty  bag  can  be  made  to  stand  upon  its  own  bot¬ 
tom.  Gather  as  many  flowers  as  you  can  grasp,  while  hastening 
onward  to  that  goal  from  which  there  is  no  returning.  Old  Time 
is  ever  on  the  wing;  and  he  is  but  a  moment,  as  it  were,  in  pass¬ 
ing  over  the  blooming  garden  ol  childhood  and  youth,  the  gi ass- 
grown  meadows  of  maturity,  and  the  dull  faded  fields  of  old  age. 
There  are  joy,  peace,  and  happiness  to  be  found  even  in  a  sterile 
world  like  this;  and  the  only  way  to  obtain  them  is  to  make  the 
most  of  life’s  little,  the  little  while  it  lasts,  and  not  sacrifice  pre¬ 
sent  comfort  and  enjoyment  for  the  sake  of  hoped-for  blisses, 
which  may  prove  to  be  nothing  more  than  addled  eggs  in  the  pre¬ 
carious  nest  of  the  future.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


I 
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ON  HOPE. 

I 

Text. — Never  despair  so  long  as  Hope 
Puts  forth  its  star-light  rays. 


Py  Dear  Friends  :  A  wretched  infidel  once  remarked  that  the  Al- 
nio-htv  couldn't  make  hills  without  valleys,  nor  a  stick  without  two 

O  v  _ 

nds.  This  may  be  all  true  enough  in  a  philosophical  sense,  but 
hen  he  had  no  business  to  have  said  it  :  for  it  is  the  very  cream 
f  sauciness,  and  showed  that  he  hadn't  religion  enough  in  his  soul 
o  keep  it  from  putrefaction  three  days  after  death.  Without  call¬ 
us:  in  question  the  powers  of  the  universal  Architect,  we  know 
rery  well  that  hills  are  not  made  without  valleys  ;  so  in  like  man- 
ler  are  the  loftiest  summits  of  Hope  surrounded  by  the  deepest 
vines  of  Despondency.  The  whitest  foam  dances  upon  the  dark¬ 
est  billow,  and  the  stars  shine  the  brightest  when  surrounded  by 
he  blackest  thunder-clouds,  even  as  a  diamond  pm  glistens  with 


he  greatest  effulgence  when  fastened  upon  the  ebony  bosom  of  an 
Ethiopian  wench.  So  Plope  mirrors  its  most  brilliant  rays  in  the 
lark  wane  of  despair,  and  happiness  is  never  so  complete  as  when 
Risked  occasionally  by  the  ministers  of  misery.  These  ups  and 
lowns  in  the  pathway  of  man's  existence  are  all  for  the  best;  and 
pet  he  allows  them  to  vex  and  torment  his  peace  till  he  bursts  the 
toiler  of  his  anger  and  scalds  his  own  toes.  I  have  no  doubt  but 
nany  people  would  like  to  have  a  railroad  built  from  here  to  the 
yrave,  and  go  through  by  steam  ;  but,  if  they  all  worked  as  easy 
n  life’s  galling  collar  as  I  do,  they  would  have  things  just  as  they 
ire  :  some  ups  and  some  downs — some  sweet  and  some  sour— 
some  sunshine  and  some  storm;  because  they  constitute  a  variety. 
I  wouldn't  give  a  counterfeit  penn3T  to  have  the  road  of  existence 
perfectly  level ;  for  I  should  soon  become  tired  of  a  dull  sameness 
of  prospect,  and  make  myself  miserable  in  the  idea  that  I  must  ex¬ 
perience  no  material  change  either  for  better  or  for  worse.  Plum 


pudding  and  pie  is  most  excellent  stuff  to  wind  off  a  dinner  with  ; 
but  all  plum  pudding  and  pie  would  be  a  little  better  than  no  din¬ 
ner  at  all.  So,  you  see,  my  friends,  the  troubles  and  trials  of  life 
are  absolutely  necessary  to  enable  us  to  judge  rightly  of  genuine 
happiness  whenever  it  happens  to  enliven  the  saturnine  region  of 
the  heart  with  its  presence.  If  we  never  were  to  have  our  shirts 
and  jackets  wet  with  the  cold  rain  of  misfortune,  we  should  never 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


80 

know  how  good  it  feels  to  stand  out  and  dry  in  the  warm  rays  of 
comfort.  You  needn’t  hesitate  even  to  travel  through  swamps  of 
trouble,  for  fear  of  sinking  over  head  and  ears  in  the  mud  of  de¬ 
spondency  ;  for  despair  is  never  exactly  hopeless  despair.  No, 
my  friends,  it  never  comes  quite  up  to  the  mark  in  the  most  des¬ 
perate  of  cases.  I  know  the  prospects  of  us  mortals  are  sometimes 
most  tormentingly  conglomerous ;  but  the  clouds  eventually  clear 
away,  and  the  sky  of  Hope  again  becomes  clear  and  quiescent  as 
a  tumbler  of  plain  soda  when  the  effervescence  has  ceased.  Man’s 
sun  of  ambition  may  be  darkened — his  moon  of  memory  turned  to 
blood — and  the  stars  of  peace  be  blotted  from  the  firmament  of  his 
future  prospects :  but  he  is  not  entirely  a  gone  goose  even  in  this 
situation.  Those  semi-celestial  angels  of  light  and  loveliness, 
Hope  and  Fancy,  will  twine  the  sweetest  of  roses  round  his  care- 
wrinkled  brow ;  and  while  one  whispers  in  his  ear,  1  Don’t  give 
up  the  ship,’  the  other  dresses  up  for  him  a  bower  of  future  hap¬ 
piness,  and  festoons  it  with  the  choicest  of  elysian  flowers.  The 
very  darkest  cell  of  despair  always  has  a  gimblet-hole  to  let  the 
glory  of  hope  shine  in,  and  dry  up  the  tears  of  the  poor  prisoner 
of  wo.  Despair  is  never  quite  despair,  even  with  the  wretched 
culprit  who  stands  trembling  on  that  fickle  frame-work  which 
overlooks  the  dark  empire  of  eternity.  His  taper  of  hope  and  the 
candle  of  life  are  both  snuffed  out  together,  before  the  demon  of 
despair  bellows  in  his  ear  that  mercy  has  left  the  earth  for  ever, 
and  winged  her  flight  upward  to  plead  for  hint  in  the  all-supreme 
court  of  heaven. 

My  friends :  always  hope  on,  but  don’t  hope  for  too  much.  The 
future  is  more  of  a  cheat  than  the  present.  The  days  that  are  yet 
unborn  in  the  pregnant  matrix  of  Time  are  full  of  hope  and  pro¬ 
mise  for  us,  poor  deluded  mortals,  and  yet  how  often  are  we  de¬ 
ceived  and  disappointed  the  moment  we  behold  them  rocked  in  the 
cradle  of  the  present.  How  often  does  fond  anticipation  discover 
in  the  future’s  dark  wilderness  bright  and  sunny  spots  where 
weary  Fancy  can  repose  in  peace;  and  still  how  often  do  they 
turn  out  to  be  overgrown  with  the  briars  of  care  and  perplexity ! 
0,  trust  not  to  the  future — it  is  an  explosive  humbug.  If  we 
right  about  face,  and  turn  the  nose  of  remembrance  to  the  past, 
we  imagine  that  we  behold  roses  blooming  in  the  wild  waste  of 
memory  that  do  not,  and  never  did,  exist  there.  They  are  but 
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ideal  blossoms  of  imagination,  which  have  sprung  from  a  fictitious 
soil  to  tease  the  mind,  and  make  the  rude  prospects  of  manhood 
look  more  barren  than  they  really  are.  But  there  is  no  use  in 
dwelling  on  the  past — we  can't  recall  what  has  been,  nor  hinder 
what  is  to  be.  0,  my  dear  friends  !  there  is  much  deception  con¬ 
nected  with  everything.  I  don’t  wonder  that  man  is  afraid  to 
view  himself  as  he  is.  I  have  no  doubt  but  if  some  of  you  were 
to  look  upon  yourselves  as  you  really  are,  you  would  feel  as  mi¬ 
serable  as  a  lot  of  lousy  calves.  Strip  off  your  hypocritical  trap¬ 
pings  of  vanity  and  conceit,  and  you  will  feel  yourselves  unwor¬ 
thy  even  of  this  globular  heap  of  dirt  in  the  great  system  of 
worlds.  You  will  be  obliged  to  leave  them  behind  you,  as  you 
tumble  one  by  one  into  the  grave ;  for,  beyond  that,  nothing  but 
plain  reality  abides,  and  that  which  is  lovely  will  remain  lovely 
for  ever.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


r 

ON  THE  DEPARTED  YEAR. 


Text. — Gone!  gone  for  ever  ! — Like  a  rushing  wave, 

Another  year  has  burst  upon  the  shore 
Of  earthly  being — and  its  last  low  tones 
Wandering  in  broken  accents  on  the  air, 

Are  dying  to  an  echo. 

My  Hearers  :  The  occasion  on  which  I  now  hold  forth  is  more 
than  ordinarily  shaded  with  the  deep  umber  of  solemnity.  It  is 
an  occasion  calculated  to  call  forth  thoughts  dressed  in  the  sober 
guise  of  solemnity,  ornamented  with  the  gold  and  silver  trimmings 
of  hope.  Let  there  be  silence!  for  another  year  has  been  en¬ 
tombed  in  the  dark  sepulchre  of  the  Past — another  quill  has  been 
plucked  from  the  fleet  pinions  of  Time — and  Eternity  has  receiv¬ 
ed  another  dose  of  physic,  by  gulping  into  its  insatiated  maw  the 
contaminated  carcase  of  1852.  Don’t  ask  why  you  should  mourn 
over  the  grave  of  the  past  year,  or  joy  over  the  cradle  of  the  in¬ 
fant  ’53.  You  should  mourn  for  the  dead  year,  one  and  all.  The 
young  should  mourn,  because,  by  its  demise,  another  flower  has 
faded  in  the  bouquet  of  their  youthful  delights,  and  another  leaf 
has  been  turned  over  in  the  only  volume  of  romance  which  the 
vast  library  of  life  affords ;  and  the  aged  should  mourn,  because 
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another  foothold  has  given  away  on  the  sand-bank  of  existence, 
leaving  them  to  pull  themselves  up  by  the  brittle  weeds  that  grow 
upon  the  margin  of  thifir  own  graves.  You  should  rejoice,  my 
friends,  because,  through  the  aid  of  Tempe’s  swollen  flood,  the  ten 
thousand  ills  that  have  heretofore  choked  up  your  rivulets  of  hap¬ 
piness  have  been  swept  into  the  sea  of  oblivion,  there  to  lie  and 
rot  unheeded,  like  so  many  potato-skins  at  the  latter  end  of  a  gut¬ 
ter.  What  is  a  single  year  'l  methinks  I  hear  you  ask.  It  is  of 
more  importance  than  you  seem  to  apprehend.  In  its  dying  strug¬ 
gle  it  hits  us  a  kick  in  our  alvine  regions,  and  sends  us  another 
notch  nearer  to  our  everlasting  homes;  it  deepens  the  furrows  that 
Time  has  gently  marked  out  upon  the  comely  features  of  man¬ 
hood,  and  crops  white  hairs  from  the  barren  poll  of  age.  Since  I 
last  addressed  you,  my  friends,  the  tip-end  of  my  conspicuous  nose 
has  been  shoved  two  inches  further  into  the  portal  of  the  tomb, 
and  another  wrinkle  has  been  added  to  my  corrugated  brow ;  and 
so  it  is  with  the  whole  of  you.  Every  annual  circling  of  the  sun 
by  the  earth  you  inhabit  winds  up  a  fiftieth  or  a  seventieth,  as  the 
case  might  be,  of  the  cord  of  existence ;  and  you  will  all  kick  the 
axle  sooner  than  you'expect,  and,  I  fear,  long  ere  you  are  prepar¬ 
ed  for  the  agonizing  squeeze. 

My  dear  friends  :  another  year  has  gone — gone  for  ever  !  like 
a  rushing  wave  it  has  burst  upon  the  shore  of  earthly  being,  and 
fled  back  into  the  eternal  ocean  of  nothingness  from  whence  it 
sprang.  The  last  echoes  of  its  expiring  moans  now  faintly  echo 
upon  the  wintry  air;  and  Nature  dons  her  mantle  of  mourning, 
while  frozen  tear-drops  roll  down  her  distorted  phiz.  Yes,  the  old 
year  lies  now  buried  in  the  charnel-yard  of  by-gone  ages;  but  the 
lovely  damsel  Spring  will  soon  strew  its  grave  with  the  budding 
blossoms  of  promise,  and  the  thorns  of  future  sorrow  and  wo  shall] 
be  covered  by  the  sweetest  of  roses.  But,  dear  hearers,  beware  of 
this  witching  delusion!  If  you  grab  roo  hastily  at  the  flowers  of 
anticipation,  you  may  stand  a  chance  of  getting  your  digits  scratch¬ 
ed  by  the  obtruding  briars  of  reality.  The  purest  objects  of  this 
world  are  merely  gilded  with  beauty,  which  vanishes  with  the  first 
eager  embrace — even  as  the  artificial  bloom  which  too  many  of  our 
young  ladies  wear,  is  kissed  away  with  the  first  rapturous  smack 
of  the  lover.  The  little  space  which  is  allotted  to  you  all,  be¬ 
tween  this  and  your  final  jumping-o/F  place,  can  easily  be  sur- 
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veyed  by  the  watchful  eye  of  prudence;  and  if  you  do  not  ste 
straight  over  mountain,  meadow,  bog  and  marsh,  you  will  be  lik 
ly  to  enter  upon  the  threshold  of  hereafter  with  torn  trowsers  a 
weather-beaten  souls. 

This,  my  friends,  is  a  time  for  solemn  reflection.  Look  back 
i  the  dawn  of  the  burst-up  year,  and  see  what  changes,  since  th 
;  have  taken  place  in  the  social  world!  Behold!  how  the  friei 
of  your  youth  have  been  stolen  away— -how  many  have  resigi 
life’s  ephemeral  breath— how  many  have  shed  their  last  tear  of 
jection,  and  closed  their  dim  peepers  in  the  thick  darkness 
death !  ’Tis  but  a  few7  short  months  since  the  late  year  rosq 
bright  as  a  tin  teapot  on  the  happy,  the  careless  and  the  blitb 
but  where  are  they  now  ?  They  have  ended  hie  s  pilgumage 
I  it  had  hardly  commenced,  and  are  now  soundly  slumbering  on  t 
pillows  of  dust  in  Death’s  lonesome  valley,  where  the  sod  pre 
I  cold  on  their  crumbling  bosoms  of  clay  !  When  we  look  1 
upon  those  happy  hours  which  oblivion  has  cancelled  for  eye 
how  beautiful  they  seem!  and  we  cannot  but  wish  that  we,  " 
taken  pains  to  secure  their  fat  and  tallow,  as  well  as  their  hide 
hair,  when  they  wrere  present  with  us.  But,  what  is  gone  is 
for  good.  There  is  no  use  in  trying  to  number  the  wrecks 
Time  has  left  behind  him,  or  in  attempting  to  scrape  up,  w'it 
spoon  of  recollection,  the  vast  quantity  of  milk  he  has  up; 
his  frolics.  You  must  now  look  out  for  the  future,  and  k 
past  perish  in  the  sterile  kingdom  of  forgetfulness.  Comme 
clean  page  in  the  journal  of  existence ;  and  if  a  single  blot  o: 
should,  perchance,  stain  its  unsullied  whiteness,  rub  it  out,  I 
you,  before  it  becomes  dried  and  fixed  for  ever.  Many  o 
profess  as  much  religion  as  you  can  well  carry  off  without  j 
ing:  but  I  want  to  see  you  practise  more  morality — and  r 
the  time  to  commence  it.  It  is  my  particular  desire  that  you  i 
henceforth  avoid  all  hypocrisy,  cupidity,  venality,  jealous 
revenge;  and  take  up  the  weapons  oi  honesty,  truth,  c 
temperance,  and  love;  knock  the  devil  himself  down,  she 
presume  to  cross  your  path,  and  keep  pushing  stiaight  am 
the  goal  of  righteousness,  as  though  the  hell-hounds  of 
were  barking  at  your  heels. 

My  dear  friends  :  yet  a  little  while  longer,  and  no  seaso  - 
flourish  around  us.  Old  Time  will  fold  his  gray  wings,  < 
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pire  with  the  general  burstification  of  the  universe ;  and  silence 
for  us  all  will  prepare  her  dark  mansion,  where  beauty  no  longer 
shall  nourish  her  roses,  nor  the  lily  overspread  the  wan  cheek  of 
Despair;  but  we  have  this  consolation  :  the  eye  shall  be  brighten¬ 
ed  with  unfading  lustre,  when  it  wakes  to  true  bliss  in  that  ever¬ 
lasting  realm  of  glory  where  the  sun  never  more  shall  go  down  on 
the  grave  of  the  year.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  ANIMATED  DUST. 

Text. — Where  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 

The  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our -ancestors  : 

From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  I  am  inclined  to  think  that,  on  Saturday  af¬ 
ternoon,  when  ISature  had  completed  her  pure  and  beautiful  sys¬ 
tem  of  worlds  which  roll  around  us,  she  found  she  had  a  handful 
of  refuse  dust  left  over — that  she  hunted  about  for  some  unoccu¬ 
pied  corner  of  the  universe  in  which  to  deposit  it ;  but,  finding 
none,  she  threw  it  down  in  disgust  between  Venus  and  Mars,  say¬ 
ing  ;  Float  there,  thou  contemptible  mass  of  corruption,  and  breed 
unto  thyself  a  society  of  loathsome  vermin,  even  as  a  loafer’s  shirt 
becomes  inhabited  from  the  ovaries  of  its  own  filth!  In  process 
of  time  it  experiences  a  sort  of  crawling  sensation,  and  lo  and 
behold,  it  became  literally  alive,  with  all  manner  of  creeping  and 
upright  things,  from  man  down  to  grasshoppers  and  June-bugs. 
"V es,  my  fnends,  the  bieath  of  life  was  breathed  into  certain  mass¬ 
es  of  dirt,  when  they  became  detached  from  earth,  and  locomoted 
to  and  fro  in  all  the  pride  and  self-puissance  of  being.  Some 
crawled,  some  crept,  and  some  stood  perpendicular,  while  others 
took  wings  and  soared  heavenward,  pointing  out  the  source  whence 
came  the  spirit  which  animated  their  clays.  At  that  time  the  hu¬ 
man  form  divine  was  composed  of  the  pure  material,  imported  from 
the  Celestial  Empire.  But  what  is  it  now  ?  It  has  been  so  many 
times  wrought  over— so  many  times  moulded  together,  cast  to  the 
f°ui  "winds  ol  hea\  en,  and  remoulded,  that  the  physical  structure 
of  man  at  the  present  day  is  no  more  like  what  it  was  in  its  pri¬ 
mitive  purity,  than  a  basswood  ham  is  like  the  Simon  Pure  West- 
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phalia.  The  flesh  of  our  first  father  was  composed  of  violets, 
:  rose  leaves,  and  such  other  beautiful  flowers  as  had  decayed  in 
Eden  s  fair  garden ;  and  his  spirit  was  as  sweet  as  the  fragrance 
they  exhaled  upon  the  new-born  dews  of  the  morning :  but  now 
a  heap  ol  rubbish  is  raked  together  from  a  wide  circumference, 
consisting  of  decomposed  cabbages,  turnips,  onions,  snakes,  toads, 
&c.,  sprinkled  with  life’s  alcohol — then  operated  upon  by  the  gal- 
!  vanic  battery  of  Nature,  and  the  whole  putrid  mass  gives  one 
jump,  and  pitches  headlong  into  eternity.  0,  man !  what  a  dege- 
!  nerate  lump  of  loathsomeness  thou  art !  thy  very  soul  has  become 
contaminated  by  the  body,  and  the  moral  savor  it  emits  is  as  rank 
as  a  parcel  of  woollen  stockings  toasting  upon  a  gridiron.  We 
are  all  made  up  of  leavings :  that  pretty,  worshipped,  cracked-up 
!heap  of  humanity  which  now  encumbers  mighty  England’s  throne, 
ycleped  Victoria,  was  once  partly  thrown-away  cold-slaw  in  the 
back  yard  of  her  ancestors,  and  partly  the  sweeping  of  the  streets 
in  Germany.  Why,  I  am  not  ashamed  to  own  that  I  myself,  Dow, 
Jr.,  am  composed  in  part  of  oysters,  hogs,  and  cattle;  and,  there¬ 
fore,  I  make  bold  to  say  that  you,  my  decent-looking  hearers,  are 
imade  up  of  no  better  trash. 

Aly  worthy  hearers :  unbutton  your  jackets,  and  let  your  bosoms 
expand  with  miraculous  thoughts  when  you  reflect  how  every  par¬ 
ticle  of  dust  that  adheres  to  the  soles  of  your  boots  has  once  been 
alive.  It  is  even  so.  The  merry  plough-boy,  as  he  goes  whist¬ 
ling  by  his  team,  and  watching  the  furrow  as  it  rolls  up  at  his  feet, 
little  dieams  that  he  is  mixing  the  ashes  of  his  ancestors  with  those 
of  the  beasts  of  the  field;  and  that  the  time  will  eventually  come 
when  the  harrow  shall  be  dragged  across  his  own  breast,  and  he 
shall  yield  nourishment  for  corn,  pumpkins  and  potatoes,  in  com¬ 
mon  with  those  who  have  gone  before  him.  The  spade  of  the 
sexton  covers  the  dead  with  the  dust  of  the  dead — from  human 
mould  we  make  our  dinners — we  drink  the  blood  of  our  fathers 
fiom  the  wine-cup — and  our  children  make  dirt-cakes  from  the 
once-animated  cheek  of  beauty.  Methinks  I  can  see  kings  in  the 
trees,  beautiful  damsels  in  the  flowers,  and  all  kinds  of  flesh  in  the 
gias:?.  0,  it  almost  makes  me  spring  a-leak  around  the  heart  wrhen 
I  leflect  upon  howT  soon  we  all  shall  be  trampled  upon  by  the  feet 
of  posterity  how  soon  they  shall  scamper  over  the  sodded  roofs 
of  oui  silent  mansions,  wTiile  wre  sleep  on  for  ever  in  the  iron- 
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hound  slumbers  of  corporeal  abscateration !  Yes,  my  friends,  soon 
the  archangel  of  Death  will  spread  his  purple  pinions  to  the  blast, 
proclaiming  to  us  all  that  the  miller-worm  is  ready  to  grind  us 
over;  for  our  dust  is  wanted  to  form  after-generations  of  the  hu¬ 
man  race,  whose  souls  are  now  waiting  in  the  approaching  iutuie 
for  our  cast-off  breeches  of  mortality. 

Now,  I  want  to  see  my  young  hearers  keep  their  carnal  dirt  to¬ 
gether  as  long  as  they  can,  and  not  have  it  crumble  to  pieces  ere 
it  has  become  firm  and  compact  by  the  maturing  suns  of  experience. 
When  I  see  the  beautiful  tabernacles  of  youth  falling  to  the  ground 
between  the  storms  of  recklessness  and  folly,  1  feel  as  though  I  I 
wanted  to  put  on  more  lecturing  steam  than  my  physical  boiler 
will  bear  :  I  want  them  to  live  out  all  their  days,  and  most  of  their 
nights :  I  want  them  to  walk  along,  two  by  two,  in  the  path  of 
moral  rectitude,  and  climb  up  the  hill  of  seventy  years  without  a 
staff  to  aid  :  and,  finally,  I  want  to  see  you  all  take  care  of  your 
moral  corporacities,  that  dust  shall  not  be  called  upon  to  mingle 
with  its  native  dust,  until  it  has  arrived  at  that  advanced  period  in 
life,  when  it  is  only  fit  for  the  use  of  posterity,  and  unworthy  of 
the  spirit  which  inhabits  it.  So  mote  it  be! 


ON  THE  LOQUACITY  OF  WOMAN. 

Text. — Nature,  impartial  in  her  ends, 

When  she  made  man  the  strongest, 

In  justice,  then,  to  make  amends, 

Made  woman’s  tongue  the  longest. 

My  Hearers  :  Keep  your  nut-crackers  closed,  and  be  tongue-tied, 
while  I  tongue  it  for  a  few  moments  on  the  subject  pf  tongues,  if 
you  please.  As  regards  the  utility  of  the  tongue,  it  is  needless  to 
say  that  it  is  one  of  the  most  important  appendages  to  the  human 
system.  It  is  designed  for  other  uses  than  licking  molasses  and 
carrying  grub  from  one  grinder  to  another  during  the  pleasant,  but 
sometimes  tedious,  process  of  mastication.  Its  principal  office  is 
to  form  and  finish  words  as  they  bubble  up  in  a  chaotic  state, 
through  the  thorax,  from  the  well-spring  of  the  heart.  In  society 
the  tongue  is  both  a  useful  and  a  pleasing  member  as  it  not  only 
imparts  information  to  the  unlearned,  but  serves  in  beguiling  many 
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pary  hour,  and  aids  in  digesting  sorrows  that  sit  as  heavy  up- 
he  soul  as  stewed  horse-nails  upon  a  dyspeptic’s  stomach.  In 
operations  it  should  be  guided  by  prudence  and  moderation,  else 
ecomes  a  bore  instead  of  a  blessing.  Some  people  have  natu- 
■  so  much  loquacious  steam  in  their  boilers,  that  when  they 
;  Set  tbe  cJaPpers  to  the  corn-mills  in  operation,  they  never 
v  when  to  stop  them.  Such  folks,  generally  speaking,  are  as 
y  as  egg-shells  and  softer  than  soap-fat.  A  dam  with  a  gate 
5  a^wa>s  hoisted  can  hold  but  little  water;  and  a  man  who 
3  too  freely  at  the  mouth  can’t  have  much  in  him  except  that 
vith  which  the  bladder  of  vanity  is  ever  inflated, 
y  fiiends  :  my  text  implies  that  Nature  made  woman  with  a 
!r  toncue  than  man,  in  order  to  compensate  her  for  what  she 
id  in  physical  strength-that,  whenever  the  science  of  fistifi- 
n  might  fail  in  her  purposes,  she  might  have  recourse  to  that 
t  of  all  weapons— a  long  tongue ;  and  I  feel  bound  to  say, 
regard  for  the  delicacy  of  the  feminine  gender,  that  women’s 
les  are  often  too  extensive  for  their  own  especial  good,  and 
le  benefit  of  the  community  at  large.  If  they  would  only 
them  into  play  when  necessity  required,  I  would  not  say  a 
3  but,  the  fact  is,  they  are  too  apt  to  keep  up  a  continual 
clack,  for  the  sake  of  the  music  alone ;  and  often,  too  often, 
upset  their  own  teapots  while  levelling  a  kick  at  their  neigh- 
Why,  my  friends,  I  know  several  of  the  she  sex  in  this 
rho  have  knocked  out  all  their  front  teeth  and  worn  away  a 
)f  their  gums  by  the  continual  and  everlasting  working  ol 
scandal-distributors.  1  know  it  is  the  nature  of  the  beautiful 
to  indulge  in  meddlesome  garrulity ;  and  when  she  becomes 
panded  with  gossip  as  to  be  in  danger  of  bursting  her  apron 
s,  am  willing  she  should  let  off  her  surplus  steam,  provided 
fe®n’t  blow  Jt  ^  the  face  of  innocence,  and  to  the  detriment 
ia.  peace.  I  admire,  respect  and  love  a  woman  whose  looks 
‘  mild  as  a  moonbeam,  and  whose  words  are  gentle  as  the  ze- 
which  disdains  to  brush  even  a  dew-drop  from  the  moun- 

but  1  don,t  !lke  t0  me(idle  with  one  whose  disposition 
|I1S  he  ^SSence  of  fining,  vitriol,  cream  of  tartar,  and 
om  who  manufactures  words  by  the  mile,  and  measures 
meaning  m  a  thimble.  I  don’t  care  whether  there  be  any 
mg  m  them  or  not.  I  don’t  like  it,  and  that’s  enough.  All 
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talk  and  no  cider— as  is  the  case  with  some  women  and  the  lot 
focos-is  unendurable  ;  and  all  talk,  with  too  much  cider-as  w 
the  whigs — is  equally  as  bad.  Those  are  my  politics.  As  t 
rain  falls  the  gentlest  from  the  clouds  when  unattended  with  thi 
der,  so  give  me  a  tongue  that  can  silently  -shake  off  the  parti* 
of  speech,  and  let  them  drop  calmly  through  the  ear  into  the  h«j 

_ there  to  moisten  and  refresh  the  young  plants  of  virtue,  a 

cause  them  to  flourish,  like  hog  weeds  in  a  barn-yard. 

My  friends :  the  Dutch  governor  thought  wisely  when  he  i  ) 
vised  the  girls  to  wear  short  tongues  and  long  petticoats  ;  but  | 
advice  was  as  water  spilt  upon  the  ground.  They  will  persist 
wearing  long  tongues  and  short  petticoats;  and  when  I  come 
take  the  measure  of  the  difference  it  makes  in  their  moral  char 
ters,  I  must  confess  that  I  feel  a  disposition  to  persecute  themiv 
my  preaching  till  I  can  let  out  a  hem  of  the  latter,  and  cut  sli 
about  four  inches  of  the  former,  with  the  keen-edged  sword  of  j 
suasion.  My  dear  young  damsels!  it  is  said  that  the  angels 
heaven  only  whisper,  in  their  walks  mid  the  silent  bowers  of 
radise;  and  why  don’t  you  take  a  pattern  after  them,  in  wh 
likeness  you  wTere  created,  and  whose  attributes  you  possess,  v 
the  exception  of  that  restless  and  never-to-be-tired-out  membe 
the  tongue'?  It  is  a  sin,  a  shame,  and  a  pity,  that  so  many  of 
ladies,  both  old  and  young,  are  addicted  to  such  excessive  tal 
tiveness— that  they  are  so  inclined  to  gad  about,  telling  tin 
which  ought  not  to  be  told,  and  leaving  untold  those  things  wl 
ought  to  be  told.  There  is  no  doubt  in  my  mind  but  a  strong 
of  tea  contains  a  vast  quantity  of  the  animalculae  of  scandal; 
those  who  drink  the  deepest  from  it  are  the  most  given  to  gos 
ing.  Old  maids,  for  instance,  will  drink  bohea,  of  sufficient  f 
stance  to  float  a  pin ;  and  they  can  breed  more  mosquitoes  al 
town  in  a  single  day  than  the  swamps  of  Louisiana  can  in  a  mo 
Perhaps,  my  friends,  you  may  say  there  is  no  use  in  my  prei 
ing  thus;  for  if  a  woman’s  tongue  is  made  long  by  Nature, 
can  be  guilty  of  no  fault,  but  only  subjected  to  misfortune, 
not  mean  to  blame  her  for  what  she  cannot  help— an  occasi 
overflow  of  loquacity  ;  hut  I  want  to  give  her  a  good  dose  o: 
monition  with  respect  to  what  she  talks,  and  how  she  talks, 
must  recollect  that  words  are  as  slippery  as  live  eels;  and  v 
they  have  once  carelessly  escaped,  they  may  cast  their  slim 
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ie  white  frock  of  Reputation,  ere  they  can  be  overtaken  and  cap¬ 
ped.  Slander  that  has  been  gathering  by  degrees,  like  a  slow 
ninder-cloud,  bursts  up  at  the  climax  of  its  blackness,  and  un¬ 
wonted  sunshine  immediately  succeeds ;  yet  still  it  casts  a  gloomy 
hade  for  a  time  over  life’s  happy  hours,  and  threatens, destruction, 
lough  it  may  accomplish  but  little. 

My  dear  friends  :  although  men’s  tongues  are  shorter,  in  pro- 
ortion,  than  those  of  the  women,  and  are  slower  in  their  move- 
lents,  yet  I  believe  they  are  capable  of  doing  much  harm,  and  are 
ften  vulgarly,  sinfully  and  profanely  employed.  They  are  le¬ 
ers,  in  the  mouths  of  many,  that  assist  them  in  putting  out  oaths 
s  big  as  a  bushel  basket,  and  as  horrible  as  they  are  bulky.  Some 
len’s  tongues  are  continually  coated  with  the  thick  scum  of  vice 
-others  are  only  stained  with  tobacco-juice  and  treachery — while 
few  there  are  that  are  kept  perfectly  clean  by  the  pure  and  un- 
dulterated  saliva  of  truth  and  virtue.  0,  my  dear  friends,  one  and 
11 :  I  pray  you  keep  a  tight  rein  on  that  furious  charger,  the 
^ngue,  lest  it  break  loose  in  file  wilderness  of  unrestraint,  and 
ash  your  vehicles  of  happiness  down  the  precipice  of  perdition, 
itching  Hope's  golden  treasures  into  the  dark,  deep  ocean  of  de¬ 
pair.  .And  O,  ye  mothers  !  look  into  the  mouths  of  your  prattling 
abes,  and  see  whether  any  symptoms  of  the  tongue-ail  are  begin- 
ing  to  be  developed.  Watch  over  them  steadily,  and  teach  them 
i  lisp  the  words  of  truth  and  sincerity ;  for  they  may  be  called 
ito  eternity  in  their  swaddlings,  and  cause  a  black  mark  to  be  set 
gainst  your  names  in  the  book  of  life.  Yes,  the  very  cradles  in 
which  they  are  now  sleeping  may  turn  out  to  be  coffins  on  rock- 
rs,  soon  to  be  overspread  with  the  white  mantle  of  death. 

My  hearers :  having  shown  you  about  half  the  length  of  my 
Dngue,  the  whole  of  woman's,  and  the  tip-end  of  man’s,  in  gene- 
al,  I  have  nothing  more  to  say ;  excepting  that  we  shall  all  soon 
e  obliged  to  hold  our  tongues  in  the  silent  sepulchre ;  beyond 
diich  we  may  indulge  in  some  delightful  cogitations — but  no  talk- 
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So  mote  it  be  ! 
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ON  THE  USE  OF  TOBACCO. 

Text. — Tobacco  is  an  Indian  weed, 

It  was  the  devil  that  sowed  the  seed. 

• 

My  Indulgent  and  Indulging  Hearers  :  Of  all  the  evil  habit? 
that  have  ever  been  plastered  upon  the  breast  of  society,  that  oi 
chewing,  smoking  and  snuffing  tobacco  is  the  filthiest,  the  mosi 
demoralizing,  and  the  most  inveterate.  It  was  the  devil,  beyont 
all  question,  who  first  sowed  the  seed,  and  who  is  still  the  sok 
owner  and  proprietor  of  all  that  is,  or  ever  will  be,  raised,  of  this 
soul-contaminating  vegetable.  All  the  tobacco  inspectors  in  the 
country  are  his  principal  agents,  appointed  to  see  that  the  traffic  i? 
carried  on  to  his  own  especial  benefit — that  every  paper,  package 
parcel,  or  cask,  is  accompanied  with  a  label  bearing  the  name  o 
the  proprietor  in  his  own  hand-writing — for  none  is  genuine  un 
less  signed  ‘Beelzebub  Clovenfoot,  No.  1,  Salamander  street 
Infernal  Regions.’  It  is  strange  to  me  that  man  will  consent  t< 
take  the  sub-agency  of  this  disgusting  narcotic,  and  deal  it  out  ti 
his  brother  man,  when  he  knows  that  it  is  as  fatal  in  its  moral  ef 
fects  as  a  drop  of  turpentine  when  applied  to  the  back  of  a  bed 
bug.  I  care  not,  my  friends,  how  healthy  the  foetus  of  moralit; 
may  be  in  the  heart’s  fruitful  womb,  if  tobacco  be  taken  in  suffi 
cient  doses,  an  abortion  will  certainly  be  produced,  and  barrennei 
ensue.  0,  you  vile  tobacco  worms!  I  hardly  know  whether  i 
is  best  to  poke  you  about  with  a  long  stick  of  rancor,  or  stan 
farther  off  and  rely  upon  the  enticing  powers  of  persuasion.  I  ex 
pect,  however,  to  accomplish  but  little,  any  way. 

My  hearers  :  to  such  of  you  as  are  in  the  habit  of  chewini 
allow  me  to  address  myself,  butt-end  foremost.  If  you  don’t  leav 
off  the  filthy  practice,  I  shall  put  you  down  upon  my  catalogue  ( 
unclean  beasts,  to  be  shunned  and  avoided  by  all  decent  society 
It  is  a  practice  productive  of  no  good  whatever,  and  fraught  wit 
more  evils  than  a  scavenger’s  horse  can  carry.  It  renders  yoi 
carcases  as  loathsome  and  disgusiingas  those  of  turkey  buzzards 
it  stains  your  dickeys  as  well  as  your  moral  characters — blacker 
your  teeth  and  your  souls — causes  an  odoriferous  stench  to  flo 
continually  from  your  mouths — and  not  only  infuses  a  deadly  po 
son  into  jour  blood,  but  leads  you  on  to  an  inclination  for  occ: 
sional  dissipation — from  that  to  semi-occasional  intoxication — ar 
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nee  to  actual  damnation.  Man’s  mouth,  my  friends,  was  never 
de  for  a  tobacco-box ;  and  I  wonder  how  any  one  can  have 
courage  to  chew  that  which  he  dare  not  swallow.  I’d  like  to 
a  man  stuff  some  of  the  trash  into  his  abdominal  pantry.  If 
didn’t  feel  uncomfortable  about  the  waistbands  soon  after,  it 
uld  be  because  sickness  was  afraid  to  come  near  him.  Do.  my 
r  friends,  for  the  sake  of  self-respect,  discard  the  noxious  quid, 
not  go  squirting  your  dye-stuff  along  the  paths  of  decency  and 
id  breeding,  as  though  none  but  such  vermin  as  you  are  accus¬ 
ed  to  walk  therein.  Pay  some  regard  to  the  delicacy  of  the 
linine  gender.  The  ladies  are  not  to  be  spit  upon  with  impu- 
r )  neither  should  the  fragrance  which  surrounds  the  flowers  of 
ir  loves  be  contaminated  with  the  effluvia  of  plug  and  caven- 
1.  lou  may  have  jmur  boots  well-polished — your  pantaloons 
your  coats  cut  according  to  the  latest  fashion — and  you  may 
le  forth  in  all  the  splendor  of  attire  : — but  how  can  you  have 
audacity — the  brazen  impudence  to  look  in  .the  face  of  common 
tness,  and  proclaim  yourselves  gentlemen,  while  tobacco-juice 
hat  unclarified  essence  of  filth — is  oozing  from  the  corners  of 
ir  mouths  into  your  whiskers!  And,  augh  !  how  can  you  have 
cruelty  to  apply  your  scurf-covered  lips  to  those  of  virgin  pu- 
•,  or  bedaub  the  cheek  of  beauty  with  your  nasty  kisses !  Just 
cy,  for  a  moment,  how  agreeable  it  would  be  to  you  if  your 
res  or  your  sweethearts  were  to  meet  your  embraces  with  cuds 
obacco  in  their  mouths  as  large  as  bullfrogs,  and  with  breaths 
:k  and  stout  enough  to  hang  a  pair  of  saddle-bags  across !  Yes, 
friends,  how  would  you  like  that  ?  Not  exceedingly  well,  I 
v.  1  hink  over  this  matter  when  you  retire  to  your  respective 
nes,  if  you  have  any,  and  resolve  that  your  teeth  henceforth 
il  not  meddle  with  that  which  levels  a  man  with  the  brute,  and 
ders  him  unworthy  of  the  station  he  occupies  in  the  scale  of 
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muffing,  my  friends,  is  nearly,  if  not  quite,  as  bad  as  chewing: 
I  grieve  to  observe  that  females  as  well  as  males  are  addicted 
t.  W  hen  I  see  a  woman  who  speaks  as  though  her  nasal  or- 


f  was  made  of  bed  metal — who  says  ‘  pud’n  ’  for  pudding — and 
ose  skin  is  as  yellow  as  the  latter  end  of  autumn — I  know  she 
es  snuff  in  sufficient  quantities  to  make  an  Egyptian  mummy 
eze  in  :td  sarcophagus ;  and  I  also  know  that  her  brains  are 
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equally  as  dirty  as  the  handkerchief  she  uses— and  that’s  enou* 
to  throw  a  pair  of  tongs  into  convulsions  *  Many  pretend  that  tin 
take  snuff  to  clear  their  heads.  It  clears  their  heads,  in  time,  of ;  . 
sparkling,  brilliant  and  original  ideas,  and  leaves,  instead,  a  co  , 
fused  chaos  of  unfinished  thoughts — wrecks  of  fancy  and  ai  i 
number  of  untamed  chimeras.  That  is  the  only  way  in  which  | 
clears  their  heads,  my  friends.  The  less  dust  you  admit  into  yo 
noses,  the  clearer  your  heads  will  be — the  better  your  healths- ; 
and  the  more  transparent  your  morals. 

My  dear  friends :  since  we  are  to  be  cursed  with  tobacco,  I  w  j 
allow  you  to  smoke,  very  occasionally;  for  by  it  good  moral  le 
sons  are  taught,  and  from  it  much  consolation  maj  be  deiivej 
When  the  waters  of  the  mind  become  troubled  in  sorrow’s  sw^ee 
ing  tempest,  let  a  man  sit  down  and  smoke  a  good  cigar  or  a  cle: 
pipe,  and  a  lovely  calmness  will  spread  itself  over  the  soul,  li; 
the  golden  hues  of  evening  over  a  sleeping  lake.  Such  is  theToi 
fort  of  the  weed ;  but,  while  it  is  crumbling  to  ashes  before  yo 
what  does  it  say  "  It  says  that  soon  your  bodies  will  in  like  ma 
ner  dissolve  into  dust,  and,  in  process  of  time,  be  swept  away  1 
the  winds  to  the  four  ends  of  the  earth that  the  lire  oi  existent 
which  nowT  glows  so  brightly,  will  ere  long  be  reduced  to  a  sin£ 
spark,  and  that  spark  be  extinguished  in  the  ashes  of  mortalit 
The  last  wreath  of  smoke  that  curls  upward,  and  vanishes  in  a 
acts  as  a  pioneer  to  the  spirit  in  its  flight  to  heaven  points  o 
the  way  to  immortal  glory — and  tells  man  that  he  must  be  dive! 
ed  of  all  such  solids  as  sin,  wearing  apparel,  and  flesh,  before  J 
can  rise  to  the  realms  of  everlasting  bliss.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  THE  WEARINESS  OF  LIFE. 

Text. — I  see  man’s  life  is  a  tedious  one. 

I  have  tired  myself. — Shakspere. 

My  Dear  Friends  :  Having  preached  to  you  nearly  five  hundr 
sermons,  and  feeling  that  the  burden  of  age  is  growing  heavy  u 
on  my  shoulders,  I  am  half  inclined  to  repose  my  weary  frame 
the  shade  of  retirement ;  yet,  considering  that  my  audience  is  J 
more  numerous  now  than  at  any  former  period,  and  that  the  see 
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morality,  which  I  have  been  lucky  enough  to  throw  upon  a  fer- 
e  soil,  are  springing  up  and  putting  forth  the  buds  of  promise,  I 
el  it  to  be  my  duty  to  watch  over  and  water  them  with  timely  in- 
ruction — to  eradicate  all  noxious  weeds  with  the  hoe  of  vigilance 
to  the  end  that  they  may  blossom  bountifully,  and  bear  such  an 
undance  of  fruit  as  the  peach  trees  of  Jersey  might  feel  proud 
produce.  Though  I  feel  weary  in  flesh,  the  spirit  is  still  active, 
porous  and  buoyant ;  and  says,  k  Do  your  duty,  while  the  day- 
;ht  of  existence  lasts,  and  the  night  of  the  grave  shall  be  studded 
th  innumerable  stars  of  glory.’ 

J  am  almost  ashamed  to  confess  that  I  am  wearied  with  the  mo- 
tony  of  well-doing  :  and  yet  I  must  own  that  I  do  begin  to  feel 
little  tired  about  the  lungs,  and  would  instantly  vacate  my  pul- 
,  were  it  not  that  there  is  much  labor  yet  to  be  performed  in  the 
:adow  of  morality,  and  did  not  the  horse-leech  cry  of  ‘  Give, 
re,’  continually  echo  in  my  ears.  I  might  as  well  be  contented, 
wever,  as  I  am  :  for  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one  at  the  best.  I< 
up-lull  to  heaven — and  the  big  bundles  of  care  that  we  are  com- 
jlled  to  bear  upon  our  backs  are  enough  to  squeeze  perspiration 
•ough  the  pores  of  a  giant.  If  you  wish  to  ascend  the  mountain 
sily,  my  friends,  I  advise  you  to  spiralize  round  it,  like  a  wind- 
j?  stair-case  :  but  if  you  attempt  a  more  perpendicular  ascent,  the 
ttle  twigs  of  fame,  by  which  you  pull  yourselves  up  the  steep 
ccipice  of  ambition,  will  oftentimes  give  way,  leaving  you  fur- 
jpr  off  from  heaven  and  happiness  than  when  you  commenced. 
Pis  down-hill  to  destruction — and  alflyou  unleavened  lumps  of 
:iness  who  fain  would  travel  that  road  have  only  to  sit  still  up- 
the  hand-sled  of  wickedness,  and  down  you  will  slide,  like  an 
i&lanche  from  the  Alps. 

3Iy  worthy  hearers  :  it  is  tedious  to  toil  in  this  barren  world — 
l  keep  patching  up  the  old  clothes  of  mortality,  until  a  bran-new 
sit  is  prepared  by  the  great  Artificer  above — to  find  that  while  we 
R  mending  a  breach  at  the  elbow,  another  is  widening  at  the 

tee  :  yes,  it  is  tedious  to  labor  to  prevent  a  dissolution  of  part- 
rship  of  Soul,  Body  &  Co. ;  but  it  is  more  tedious  still  to  have 
rithing  to  do  but  to  sit  down,  from  day  to  day,  and  feed  idleness 
uh  the  pap  of  luxury.  That  man,  my  friends,  who  has  nothing 
t  do  but  to  do  nothing,  is  more  miserable  than  a  flea-ridden  dog 
uh  a  muzzle  on  his  mouth.  His  soul  aches,  his  heart  aches, 
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and  his  bones  a;he :  he  itches  between  the  shoulders— in  that  4 
li„htful  dorsal  region  where  the  digits  fail  to  perform  their  mitig; 
ting  office.  The  leaden-winged  hours  sail  trowmngly  by  it 
shaking  ennui  from  their  pinions  into  his  insipid  porridge,  ar 
mocking  at  the  ten  thousand  ills  which  he  is  ever  attempting 
physic  from  his  system.  Ease  abides  not  in  the  tabernacle  of  h 
flesh,  even  though  Plenty  be  mistress  of  the  mansion. 

Industry,  my  hearers,  is  seldom  tired,  except  when  pausing 
reflect  upon  the  arduousness  of  duties  already  performed,  or  upr 
those  which  she  is  about  to  commence.  Being  the  legitimate  o 
sprina  of  Avarice  and  Economy,  she  takes  good  care  to  be  alwa; 
on  the  alert  for  the  sake  of  her  parsimonious  parents,  and  col 
plains  of  wearisomeness  only  when  out  of  employment.  ( 
withstanding  all  this,  man’s  existence  is  a  tedious  one;  for  the 
are  times  when  the  mind  becomes  diseased  with  melancholy,  ai 
hypochondriacal  ulcers  gather  upon  the  liver,  to  the  annoyance 
corporeal  repose.  Sickness  will  sometimes,  too,  kick  up  a  4 
turbance  in  the  physical  fabric,  and  bring  more  weary  hours.., 
week  than  years  of  earthly  pleasure  can  recompense.  Ihe  in 
mities  of  age  are  also  sure  to  cause  the  old  man  to  gape,  stretc 
and  yawn,  as  he  sits  in  the  dull  evening  of  his  days  poring  oi 
the  last  volume  of  worldly  joys,  with  blurred  spectacles,  and  w 
the  tallow  of  life’s  used-up  candle  dripping  upon  his  trowsers. 
feels  as  though  he  would  like  to  retire  to  his  final  couch  of  repos 
and  waits  impatiently  to  he  conducted  to  the  silent  and  dui 
chamber  of  death,  where  he  can  sweetly  sleep,  beneath  his  gra 
fringed  blanket,  till  the  morning  sun  of  immortality  shall  draw 
his  spirit  with  the  dews  that  the  night  shall  have  cast  upon 

grave*  , 

My  dear  friends :  if  we  let  the  eye  of  imagination  follow 
zigzag  footsteps  of  man  across  the  sandy  desert  of  existence, 
cannot  but  conclude  that  his  life  is  a  monotonous  and  a  we 
one.  We  may  trace  them  through  a  few  green  patches,  and  \ 
an  occasional  refreshing  spring ;  but  the  general  prospect  is  1 
ren,  barren,  barren !  It  is  the  repetition  of  an  old  song— a  thr 
told  tale— a  diurnal  revolution  of  the  same  wheel— an  unwea 
continuation  of  sound,  like  the  never-ceasing  roar  of  a  mill-d 
When  man  has  arrived,  tired  and  toil-worn,  at  the  end  of  his  j< 
ney,  he  looks  back  and  reflects  upon  the  folly,  the  foolishness 
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ihe  vanity  of  his  labors.  What  has  he  done  1  Why,  he  has  tug- 
ped  and  he  has  toiled— he  has  eaten  and  he  has  drank — he  has 
plept  and  he  has  awoke — he  has  laughed  and  he  has  cried — he  has 
jpbtained  money  and  he  has  spent  it — he  has  danced  with  pleasure 
jiind  shook  hands  with  sorrow.  He  has  done  all  these,  and  yet 
iihey  amount  to  nothing  in  the  end  j  and  he  himself,  after  having 
retted  the  soul  from  its  homestead,  can  claim  no  other  reward 
ban  that  of  adding  a  peck  of  paltry  dust  to  the  pile  from  which 
jie  sprang  and  gained  a  precious  subsistence. 

!  My  friends  :  take  this  world  as  easy  as  you  can — for  it  is  a  hard 
jme  to  work  through ;  but  we  can  all  hope  for  a  better,  a  brighter 
^nd  a  bigger  one,  at  last,  if  we  only  do  the  clean  thing  in  all  our 
jealings  with  one  another,  and  always  keep  a  few  grains  of  faith 
P  some  secret  corner  of  the  heart.  So  mote  it  be! 

I  v 


ON  INDOLENCE. 

Text.  Ihus  at  full  length  the  pampered  monarch  lay, 
Fattening  in  ease,  and  slumbering  life  away. 

!y  Dear  Hearers  :  Notwithstanding  that  Industry,  with  her  bran 
■ew  broom,  has  swept  ten  thousand  evils  into  the  dust-pan  «f  ob- 
ivion,  still,  if  we  look  into  the  dark  corners  of  this  wide  world, 
f®  shall  find  that  the  cobwebs  of  sloth,  large  and  strong  enough 
D  entangle  turkey  buzzards,  are  yet  hanging  there,  obscuring  the 
Fw  feeble  rays  of  enterprise  that  yet  glimmer  in  those  benighted 
i:gions.  The  three-story  Patagonian  of  the  south  wallows  in  the 
■iie  °f  indolence,  and  grows  fat  upon  the  gravy  of  ignorance:  the 
nlliputian  Laplander  of  the  north  lolls  in  laziness,  and  willingly 
Mts  up  with  the  cold  porridge  of  poverty ;  the  besmeared  Hotten- 
*t  of  the  east  snoozes  in  his  mud-lbuilt  hut,  careless  of  to-mor- 
f\\'s  fare,  and  content  with  the  crumbs  that  fall  from  some  stray 
lgel  s  bread.  But,  my  friends,  while  these  half-finished,  misera- 
ie  models  of  humanity  are  thus  slumbering  amid  the  stupefying 
ipois  of  ease,  I  want  you  to  reflect  upon  what  a  sad  condition 
;eii  poor  souk  are  in.  Their  thoughts  never  are  thrust  beyond 
e  filthy  ciicle  of  some  selfish  desire — their  hearts  lie  soaking  in 
e  gastric  fluid  of  then  stomachs —their  understandings  are  dark- 
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er  than  the  catacombs  of  Egypt— and  their  codes  of  morals  are 
made  up  of  nature’s  loose  leaves,  barely  stuck  together  with  the 

thin  paste  of  instinct. 

My  beloved  friends  :  sloth  is  not  wholly  confined  to  the  gloomy 
arena  of  heathenism.  It  often  lies  at  the  door  of  enlightenment, 
and  rubs  its  slime  upon  the  silken  frock  of  refinement.  I’ve  seen 
it  strew  the  parlors  of  the  rich  with  sleepy  poppies,  and  surround 
the  poor  man’s  cottage  with  noxious  weeds.  I  have  seen  it  take 
all  the  stiffening  out  of  the  stoutest  energies  of  man,  and  cover 
youthful  ambition  with  the  blue  mould  of  morbidity.  I  have  seen 
it  so  fasten  itself  upon  the  back  of  the  sluggish  traveller  as  to  pre¬ 
vent  him  from  moving  from  the  track  when  the  railroad  cai  ol 
death  was  hard  upon  his  heels ;  and  I  have  seen  people  lie  down 
and  roll  into  their  graves,  like  a  lifeless  log,  too  lazy  to  exert  them¬ 
selves  in  their  own  behalf:  and  I  expect  that  when  the  last  trump 
shall  arouse  them  from  their  sepulchral  slumbers,  they  will  raise 
themselves  upon  their  elbows,  and  growl  like  a  dog  with  a  sore 
foot  because  they  have  been  disturbed  so  soon.  When  1  pass  bj 
a  country  farm-house  and  find  old  hats,  coats  and  breeches  stuffec 
in  the  windows,  I  know  that  the  god  of  indolence  is  lounging 
there,  in  the  midst  of  want,  wo,  and  poverty  that  the  lank  chil 
dren  of  necessity  are  there  running  up  to  seed  in  the  shade  of  ne 
glect„unmoistened  by  the  dews  of  moral  instruction.  I  also  knov 
that  idleness  is  pampered  by  the  pap  of  excessive  wealth,  and  tha 
where  riches  abundantly  abound,  the  tares  of  sloth  are  yielding 
bountiful  harvest.  Lazy  fogs  surround  the  head  of  him  whor 
lucre  has  lulled  to  drowsiness,  and  he  knows  not  how  to  shake  o 
the  lethargic  incubus  which  sits  upon  his  breast,  and  sticks  fasti 
than  a  blood-sucker  to  a  dead  catfish.  He  eats,  drinks  and  sleep 
for  the  sake  of  diverting  his  attention  from  the  lumbering  wliee 
of  Time  that  roll  heavily  by ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all  his  self-style 
ease,  there  are  no  such  convenient  articles  as  peace  and  happinei 
to  be  found.  Why,  my  friends,  I  have  known  men  of  wealth  ai 
respectability,  whose  physical  faculties  had  become  so  paralyzi 
with  indolence  that  it  would  require  extra  high-pressure  fever  ai 
ague  to  bring  their  muscles  into  active  service.  Yes,  my  de 
hearers,  I  say  I  have  seen  such  men  j  and  one  good  chimney-swei 
is  worth  more  in  a  well-regulated  and  industrious  community  thi 
as  many  such  as  could  be  packed  between  the  eastern  cape  of  A 
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rica  and  the  outskirts  of  eternity.  0,  my  friends,  I  regret  to  say 
that  idleness  has,  of  late,  become  a  fashionable  accomplishment 
with  too  large  a  portion  of  our  young  population.  Employment 
is  getting  to  be  thought  vulgar,  and  a  toil-hardened  hand  not  fit  to 
be  offered  for  the  acceptance  of  the  fair  sex.  Give  me  a  hard  hand, 
a  hard  head,  and  a  soft  heart ;  but,  instead  of  which,  soft  hands, 
soft  heads  and  hard  hearts  are  now  all  the  go  in  what  the  dyspep¬ 
tic  pimps  of  etiquette  call  the  beau  monde.  The  caterpillars  of 
sloth  are  making  great  havoc  in  our  neglected  juvenile  nurseries. 
They  are  stripping  the  young  shrubs  of  promise  of  their  greenest 
foliage,  and  blighting  the  buds  of  enterprise  as  fast  as  they  appear. 
If  matters  go  on  in  this  way  much  longer,  the  rising  generation 
will  soon  become  fit  for  nothing  but  to  be  hung  up  as  scare-crows 
in  the  moral  grain-fields  to  frighten  young  men  into  habits  of  in¬ 
dustry.  Those  who  subsist,  like  woodcocks,  by  suction,  and  wet 
;  their  brazen  brazen  brows  with  artificial  sweat,  are  too  numerous 
to  mention.  They  are  thicker  than  toads  after  a  shower  :  they  in- 
fest  our  public  bar-rooms,  and  block  up  the  avenues  to  prosperity. 
It  requires  a  more  powerful  galvanic  battery  than  I  possess,  to  re¬ 
animate  their  dying  carcases,  and  set  their  dormant  faculties  in  a 
healthy  operation 

Arouse  ye !  arouse  ye  !  ye  sin-soaked  sons  of  sloth,  and  with 
your  hands,  lay  the  corner-stones  of  your  respective  fortunes. 
Sow  the  seeds  of  industry  in  the  days  of  your  youth,  and  you  will 
have  the  satisfaction  of  reaping  a  glorious  harvest  of  plenty  in  the 
autumn  of  life.  If  you  fall  asleep  when  the  edifice  is  half  com¬ 
pleted,  the  chances  are  ten  to  one  that  when  you  awake  you  will 
find  it  crushed  to  earth,  and  its  ruins  overgrown  with  the  gray 
moss  of  despair.  0,  my  friends  !  you  must  be  up  and  doing,  if  you 
wish  to  prosper  in  this  precarious  world.  Just  keep  on  squander¬ 
ing  life’s  blessed  moments  in  the  indulgence  of  sluggish  dreams, 
and  if  you  don’t  eventually  slide  into  eternity  shirtless,  shiftless, 
and  shoeless,  then  use  my  hat  for  a  spit-box,  and  set  me  down  as 
one  of  the  humbugs  of  the  age.  But  industry,  my  hearers,  can 
clothe  the  tattered  mendicant  in  scarlet  and  purple,  and  patch  up 
the  broken  windows  of  want  with  the  aid  of  that  putty  which 
abideth  for  ever.  Heaven  hugs  to  its  bosom  the  honest  and  in¬ 
dustrious  of  the  sons  of  earth — and  rocks  the  cradle  of  repose, 
where  slumber  the  children  of  daily  toil.  Let  us  work  while  we 
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live — and  go  to  our  long  homes  with  the  satisfaction  of  having 
done  our  duty  to  our  Maker,  to  our  neighbor,  and  to  ourselves. 
So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  LIGHT. 

•  % 

Text. — First  horn  of  Chaos !  who  so  fair  didst  come 
From  the  old  Negro’s  darksome  womb : 

Which,  when  it  saw  the  lovely  Child, 

The  melancholy  Mass  put  on  kind  looks  and  smiled. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  You,  who  are  subjects  of  light,  T  am  sure 
will  not  make  light  of  my  subjeet — but  you,  w'ho  grope  about  in 
the  darkness  of  ignorance  and  depravity,  I  suppose,  would  be  glad 
to  make  light  of  anything.  I  don’t  suppose  I  can  throw  any  new 
light  on  the  subject  of  Light:  but  then  I  can  preach  upon  it  just 
as  easily  as  I  have  heretofore  done  on  all  manner  of  texts,  fTom 
Worms  up  to  Women.  What  is  light  ?  methinks  I  hear  you  ask. 
It  is  the  blest  smile  of  heaven — a  radiation  from  the  Deity  him¬ 
self — the  source  of  all  our  comfort,  our  happiness,  and  our  joy. 
When  its  enlivening  spirit  has  shrouded  itself  in  the  sable  drape- 
•ry  of  evening,  a  sadness,  a  sacredness  and  a  melancholy  are  de¬ 
picted  on  the  phiz  of  mother  Earth — inasmuch  as  she  then  keeps 
a  Sunday  for  herself  and  all  her  children,  and  in  penitence  re¬ 
ceives  the  holy  dews  of  heaven  upon  her  shaded  brow.  If  I  may 
be  allowed  to  personify  and  petticoatify,  I  will  say  that  Light, 
Loveliness  and  Learning  are  three  sisters,  who  have  encircled  the 
world  with  a  wreath  of  roses,  and  hung  a  halo  of  glory  in  the  dark 
hall  of  heathenism. 

The  first — Light — is  the  eldest.  She  was  born  of  father  Chaos 
and  the  old  she  nigger,  Night,  who  were  married  in  the  middle^  of 
eternity,  before  Time  was  conceived  ih  the  womb  of  Nonentity. 
When  earth's  melancholy  mass  beheld  the  darling  baAe  and  found 
it  white,  it  leaped  for  joy,  and  became  covered  with  everlasting 
smiles.  Perhaps  you  may  wonder,  my  friends,  why  Light  was 
not  born  a  mulatto,  considering  its  parents  were  practical  amalga- 
mationists  ?  It  is  somewhat  remarkable ;  but  you  should  remem¬ 
ber  that  it  is  possible  for  light  to  come  out  of  darkness,  and  that, 
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at  that  time,  Nature  was  but  a  stripling,  and  as  full  of  her  pranks 
as  a  monkey  is  of  mischief;  but  it  is  not  so  now:  her  course  is 
straight  onward,  like  a  railroad  car — and  as  for  turning  her  to  the 
right  or  to  the  left,  you  might  as  soon  think  of  holding  an  earth¬ 
quake  by  the  tail,  or  of  petitioning  congress  for  a  new  moon. 
Loveliness,  the  next  of  the  sisters,  is  the  great-grandchild  of  Vir¬ 
tue,  who,  years  ago,  came  down  from  her  happy  home  in  the  skies 
to  be  ravished  by  the  lecherous  sons  of  Vice;  but,  thanks  to  hea¬ 
ven  !  many  of  her  frail  offspring  yet  remain  as  pure  and  unconta¬ 
minated  as  a  bottle  of  alcohol — and  I  only  pray  that  they  may 
abide  so  to  the  end.  Learning,  the  daughter  of  Experience,  is  the 
youngest  of  the  three.  She  does  a  great  deal  towards  lighting  up 
the  lamps  of  knowledge  and  morality,  but  is  apt  to  be  too  proud 
of  her  attainments,  and  too  often  troubled  with  the  wind-cholic  to 
be  an  agreeable  partner  for  common  sense.  Nevertheless,  light  is 
loveliness;  and. loveliness  without  learning  is  but  a  star  lost  in  the 
lurid  folds  of  a  thunder  cloud. 

My  friends:  the  only  light  that  rests  upon  this  mundane  sphere 
of  ours  leaks  down  from  heaven.  Look  at  the  innumerable  stars 
that  glitter  in  the  deluge  of  darkness  with  which  night  overwhelms 
us,  and  say,  what  are  they  but  perforations  in  the  dome  of  the 
sky,  through  which  the  essence  of  immortal  glory  streams  ?  The 
resplendent  sun,  which,  from  the  beginning  of  time,  has  kept  it- 

Iself  bright,  like  a  used  key,  is  remote  from  the  earth,  and  without 
the  pale  of  its  rusting  influence.  Its  splendors  are  associated  with 
those  of  the  Son  of  Righteousness ;  and  the  dim  tapers  of  our  ne¬ 
ther  world  are  no  more  to  be  compared  with  it  than  the  greasy- 
faced  moon  which  casts  a  sickly  glare  upon  the  drowsy  landscape. 
Look  upward,  my  dear  friends,  if  you  wish  to  receive  the  genuine 
imported  article  of  light,  and  not  seek  for  it  in  such  a  gloomy, 
conglomerous,  locofoco  match-making  world  as  this.  Yes,  look 
up,  I  say  .  cast  the  film  from  your  eyes — open  the  window-shut 
ters  of  your  benighted  souls,  and  let  the  light  of  heaven,  of  mo 
rality,  of  virtue  and  of  knowledge  shine  in  and  dissipate  the  dark 
ness  of  earth-born  iniquity.  » 

My  worthy  hearers:  remember,  1  beseech  you,  that  the  dull 
lamp  of  life  will  ere  long  be  extinguished  in  the  thick  darkness  of 
the  tomb  :  therefore,  make  a  provident  use  of  the  oil,  and  do  not 
let  the  wick  be  kept  so  high,  through  extravagant  dissipation,  as  to 
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cause  it  to  burn  out  before  nine  o’clock  in  the  cloudy  evening  of 
age.  The  flame  of  existence  must  cease  to  burn  in  the  fixed  air 
of  the  sepulchre,  towards  which  you  are  all  approaching  with  the 
rapidity  of  a  race-horse  ;  and  I  now  advise  you  in  season,  that,  if 
you  have  any  Lucifer  matches  in  your  pockets,  to  cast  them  from 
you,  and  be  reconciled  to  the  night  of  the  grave,  which,  after  a 
few  hours  of  slumber,  shall  be  dispersed  by  the  morning  light  of 
a  never-ending  immortality.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  CONTENTMENT. 

Text. — Thus  do  I  live,  thus  will  I  die, 

Would  all  did  so,  as  well  as  I. 

My  Hearers:  You  needn’t  accuse  me  of  plagiarism,  for  I  confess 
that  my  present  discourse  is  partially  a  paraphrase  of  some  very 
old  stanzas — written  somewhere  between  Noah  and  Oliver  Crom¬ 
well — with  just  enough  of  my  own  ideas  thrown  in  to  make  a 
gravy. 

Then,  in  the  first  place,  you  may  consider  me  a  happy  man 
(though,  to  say  truth,  I  am  annoyed  by  about  as  many  insects  as 
other  folk) — yes,  perfectly  happy;  made  so  by  a  contented  mind. 
My  mind  is  a  little  kingdom  in  itself,  possessing  more  valuable 
gems  of  thought  than  there  are  seeds  in  a  poppy-pod.  Because 
why? — 1  live  contented.  Contentment  is  the  oil  that  smooths 
the  troubled  waters  of  time — casts  a  silvery  sunshine  upon  life’s 
little  lake — lights  up  the  lone  cottage,  and  reconciles  Happiness  to 
the  homely  hovel.  I  seek  no  more  than  may  suffice.  Enough’s 
enough,  all  the  world  over — superfluous  possessions  are  maintain¬ 
ed  at  the  expense  of  enjoyment,  and  guarded  with  trouble,  fear 
and  care.  It  is  pernicious  Plenty  that  produces  a  surfeit,  and 
brings  sickness  both  to  the  heart  and  stomach,  as  I’ve  seen  proved 
by  letting  cattle  at  a  heap  of  apple  pumice. 

My  hearers :  I  don’t  care  about  scrambling  up  the  tree  of  ambi¬ 
tion  so  rapidly  as  to  tear  my  breeches,  and  perhaps  fall  headlong 
into  a  goose-pond.  I  have  seen,  it  is  your  hasty  climbers  that 
come  down  the  soonest ;  and  I  know  that  those  who  sit  in  high 
places,  surrounded  with  luxury,  wealth  and  grandeur,  are  threat- 
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ened  with  many  more  and  greater  mishaps  than  he  who  sits  upon 
a  stump,  eating  the  bread  and  cheese  of  independence,  and  having 
little  of  more  value  to  lose  than  a  jack-knife  and  a  plug  of  tobac¬ 
co.  I  want  no  flatterers  about  me,  nor  any  other  kind  of  vermin ; 
no  mock-sympathisers— such  as  are  always  anxious  to  salve  fresh 
sores,  and  ever  ready,  with  a  scandalous  scratch,  to  tear  the  scabs 
from  old  ones.  Away  with  such  carnal  trumpery  ! — my  mind  de- 
spiseth  them  all.  Now,  my  friends,  in  regard  to  wealth,  I  have 
little,  but  that  little  is  enough ;  and,  consequently,  I  am  satisfied 
— easy,  quiet,  happy — as  happy  as  a  snake  in  the  sun.  Some 
folks  have  more  than  they  know  what  to  do  with,  and  still  they  * 
crave  like  an  empty  maw  ;  my  store  is  small,  but  I  don’t  sweat 
and  fret  to  enlarge  it.  With  all  their  wealth  they  are  as  poor  as 
Paxton,  while  I  with  the  mere  siftings  of  nothing  in  comparison 
—am  as  rich  as  a  gold  mine.  They  poor  as  rats,  I  rich  as  mud— 
they  beg  like  paupers,  I  give  freely— they  lack,  I  lend— they  pine 
like  a  consumptive  kitten,  and  I  live  like  a  man. 

My  friends:  I  never  joy  nor  laugh  at  another’s  loss:  that’s 
wantonness— downright  cruelty;  neither  do  I  grudge  another's 
gain ,  because,  in  the  first  place,  there  is  no  use  in  it — in  the  se- 
:ond  place,  it  is  sinful— and,  in  the  third  place,  I  don’t  want  it. 

No  such  sordid  cares  can  ever  ruffle  the  calm  surface  of  my  mind, 
any  more  than  the  wing  of  a  butterfly  could  arouse  billows  upon 
a  sleeping  lake.  As  for  care,  I  don’t  care  what  it  is ;  I  am  pro¬ 
tected  by  an  armor  of  patience,  fortitude  and  faith ;  and  all  its 
shafts  fall  harmless  at  my  feet.  If  I  happen  to  get  pricked  a  lit¬ 
tle,  I  bear  it  like  a  philosopher,  while  others  dance  and  caper  about 
like  a  cockioach  in  a  hot  skillet.  The  world  to  me  is  one  vast 
feather-bed,  upon  which  I  lie  off  and  take  it  easy,  and  have  plen¬ 
ty  of  room  to  roll.  W  ith  peace  for  my  pillow7,  and  contentment 
for  a  foot-board,  I  enjoy  my  ease,  unmolested  by  mosquito,  bug, 

01  nightmaie.  In  short,  wherever  I  am,  I  fear  no  foe,  nor  fawn 
upon  a  friend;  I  don’t  loathe  life  nor  love  it  to  madness,  and  nei¬ 
ther  do  I  let  my  latter  end  trouble  me  for  a  moment. 

My  deai  friends  :  I  don't  ramble  about  seeking  for  more,  like  a 
flock  of  turkeys,  and  catch  nothing  but  grasshoppers  after  all.  No, 

I  sta}  at  home  and  look  after  wrhat  I  have,  and  ready  to  receive 
with  a  thankful  spirit  what  additional  favors  a  kind  Providence 
may  see  fit  to  bestow.  It  is  true,  I  like  the  plain,  and  yet  I  some- 
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times  climb  the  hill-but  to  come  safely  down  again.  In  qmet 
weather,  I  venture  a  little  way  at  sea;  but,  in  greatest  storms,  I 
am  sure  to  sit  on  shore— there  to  reflect,  meditate, 

And  laugh  at  them  that  toil  in  vain 

To  get  what  must  he  lost  again. 

I  never  kiss  where  I  wish  to  kill,  nor  feign  to  love  where  I  cannot 
help  but  hate.  In  fact,  I  love  all  human  'kind  more  or  ess-the 
men  a  little,  the  women  more,  and  particular  females  the  most; 
hut  whether  I  love  or  loathe,  I  intend  that  no  hypocritical  spiders 
shall  ever  draw  their  dusky  webs  across  my  sentiments  and  opi¬ 
nions  of  you  all— you  may  read  them,  as  from  a  book.  I  scorn 
no  poor,  but  greet  them ;  I  fear  no  rich,  but  pity  their  troubles  and 
infirmities ;  I  feel  no  want-and,  thank  God,  I  am  not  cursed  with 
too  much  !  I  see  as  much  honor  attached  to  the  cait  and  ploug  l 
as  to  the  court  and  camp  ;  and  the  farmer  and  I  consider  ourselves 
far  more  wealthy  and  happy  than  the  king  on  Ins  throne-for  you 
may  talk  as  much  as  you  please  about  gold,  silver,  pearl,  dia¬ 
monds,  and  all  earthly  riches,  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  tha 
there  is  no  wealth  under  the  canopy  of  heaven  like  that  of  a  quiet 
and  contented  mind.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  AFFECTATION. 

Text. — Smile  when  you  smile;  and,  when  you  rage,  just  rage. 

My  Dear  Friends  :  There  is  a  vast  deal  of  false  show,  deceit  and 
hypocrisy  afloat  upon  the  waters  of  the  world,  which  ought  to  be 
sunk  to  rise  no  more  for  ever :  and  if  I  thought  I  could  accomplish 
their  destruction  by  throwing  stones,  I  would  keep  firing  till  I  had 
expended  the  last  particle  of  mental  and  physical  ammunition.  I 
scarcely  know  whether  the  men  or  the  women  are  made  up  of  the 
most  falsities.  Young  ladies  certainly  wear  false  smiles,  false  hail, 
false  color  upon  their  cheeks,  false  hips,  and,  nowadays,  false 
what  shall  I  term  them  1— false  projections,  such  as  I  never  saw 
before.  Strip  them  of  all  their  artificial  ornaments,  and  nine  out 
of  ten  of  them  are  no  worthier  objects  of  attraction  Ilian  a  parcel, 
of  picked  peacocks :  because,  in  such  cases,  the  mind  is  generally 
left  wholly  unadorned.  Take  care,  girls,  to  garnish  your  hearts 
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with  the  flowers  of  wisdom  and  virtue,  that  never  fade ;  and  you 
will  always  look  lovely,  without  the  aid  of  external  embellish¬ 
ment;  when  you  smile,  don’t  let  the  face  perform  the  office,  unas¬ 
sisted  by  the  feelings  ;  but  let  every  smile  come  as  fresh  and  warm 
from  the  heart  as  milk  from  a  cow,  and  as  sparkling  and  bright  in 
the  pure  sunshine  of  joy,  mirth  or  gladness  as  a  milldam  by  moon¬ 
light.  When  you  are  angry,  let  folks  know  it — go  it  with  a  ven¬ 
geance  !  Rip,  stave,  fly  about,  smash  your  bonnets,  tear  your 
frocks,  do  something  desperate;  and,  in  live  minutes,  you  will  sa¬ 
tisfy  everybody  that  you  are  in  earnest,  and  not  to  be  trifled  with. 
But  this  playing  mad — making  believe  angry  at  times,  for  the  sake 
of  getting  a  stronger  hold  on  a  young  fellow’s  affections,  is  the 
very  summit  of  nonsense.  The  fabric  is  too  flimsy  and  transpa¬ 
rent  a  texture  not  to  be  seen  through  with  half  an  eye.  And  an¬ 
other  thing,  my  dear  young  females — while  flirting  (if  you  must 
flirt)  with  the  opposite  sex,  don’t  ever  pretend  to  be  struck  with 
admiration  at  the  sight  of  this  and  that  thing,  and  exclaim  ‘  0.  how 
beautiful !’  unless  you  really  think  so.  The  affectation  ‘  sticks  out 
about  a  feet,’  as  we  say  in  Dutch,  and  is  as  disgusting  as  it  is  un¬ 
disguised. 

Now,  my  young  brothers,  what  shall  I  say  of  you  ?  I  shall  say 
that  you  are  no  better  than,  if  as  good  as,  the  frail  fair  sex.  In 
all  your  movements  you  exhibit  foolishness  and  folly.  You  smile 
to  betray — and,  as  my  friend  Beattie  says,  you  lead  to  bewilder, 
and  dazzle  to  blind.  You  profess  a  purity  of  purpose,  and  yet 
your  daily  practices  are  wholly  at  variance  with  your  precepts. 
You  pluck  the  beautiful  posiesN  that  bloom  in  the  garden  of  wo¬ 
mankind,  professedly  to  place  them  in  your  bosoms,  and  cherish 
phem;  but,  alas !  how  often  do  you  leave  them,  after  having  taken 
a  snuff  or  two  of  their  fragrance,  to  wither  in  the  cold  blighting 
storms  of  neglect !  In  short,  you  are  perfect  specimens  of  insin- 
'  cerity — bladders  of  gas,  bags  of  wind — full  of  words  without  mean¬ 
ing,  and  manifestations  of  love  devoid  of  a  faithful  foundation. 

My  friends  :  there  is  too  much  affectation  among  you  altogether. 
I  agree  with  my  transatlantic  friend,  Mrs.  Ellis,  that  it  arises  prin¬ 
cipally  out  of  a  desire  to  obtain  the  good  opinion  of  others,  or  the 
fe3r  of  losing  it;  and  an  affected  manner  of  acting  or  speaking 
often  becomes  so  habitual  as  to  be  quite  beyond  a  cure.  Thus  it 
is  important  that  you,  my  young  friends,  should  be  warned  against 


/ 


]Q4  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

Requiring  such  habits  before  they  have  become  too  deeply  rooted 
to  be  eradicated  by  the  implements  of  reason  and  judgment.  Never 
pretend  to  know  a  great  deal  more  than  is  contained  in  your  know¬ 
ledge-boxes  ;  for  it  will  certainly  be  detected  by  those  who  know 
more.  Don’t  affect  to  be  witty,  refined,  delicate,  or  sentimental ; 
for,  by  so  doing,  you  subject  yourselves  to  ridicule— and  when 
the  arrows  of  ridicule  once  pierce  the  heart,  they  impart  a  poison  ! 
that  no  medicine  can  expel. 

My  hearers  :  I  hate  an  artificial  smile,  a  forced  tear,  manufac¬ 
tured  mirth,  concocted  sympathy,  counterfeited  sorrow,  and  pre 
tended  pity.'  They  mark  the  sycophant,  the  hypocrite,  and  the 
rogue  j  and  I  want  nothing  to  do  with  those  whose  faces  are  any 
thing  else  but  indices  of  their  hearts.  I  have  lived  long  enough 
in  the  world  to  find  out  that  all  is  not  pure  gold  that  glistens;  and 
that  thousands  who  appear  fair  upon  the  outside  are  as  couuptas 
rotten  eggs  within.  We  inhabit,  perhaps,  as  foul  and  deceitful  a 
globe  as  can  be  found  in  the  vast  system  of  worlds ;  and  so  long 
as  the  soul  of  man  is  confined  to  it,  it  must  be  more  or  less  conta¬ 
minated.  If  I  had  wings  that  wouldn’t  fail  in  the  flight,  I’d  give 
a  squat  and  a  kick,  and  make  a  rise  for  some  heavenly  sphere, 
where  the  spirit  is  clothed  in  garments  of  purity,  and  where  dis¬ 
sembling,  deceiving  and  cheating  are  never  known  to  be  practised. 

My  worthy  hearers  :  it  matters  not  to  me,  individually,  what 
tricks  and  pranks  you  may  attempt  to  play — you  can’t  gammon 
me.  I  can  see  through  you  all.  You  are  just  as  transparent  to 
my  optics  as  window-glass.  You  may  frame  faces  for  certain  oc¬ 
casions  as  much  as  you  please ;  but  I  can  well  understand  the 
movements  of  the  machinery  within.  But,  dear  brethren,  for  the 
sake  of  yourselves,  and  the  good  of  mankind  in  general,  always 
keep  your  hearts  open  to  public  inspection ;  and  then,  if  treache¬ 
ry,  deceit  and  hypocrisy  should  happen  to  accumulate,  like  bed¬ 
bugs  in  the  corners,  they  will  be  driven  out  in  a  hurry.  Be  frank, 
open,  honest  and  undeceiving,  and  the  world  will  reward  you.  So 
saith  Wisdom — so  say  I — and — So  mote  it  be  ! 
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ON  HOME. 

ext.—  Mid  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may  roam, 

Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there's  no  place  like  home. 

A  charm  from  the  skies  seems  to  hallow  us  there, 

I  Which,  seek  through  the  world,  is  not  met  with  else¬ 

where. — Payne. 

[y  Dear  Hearers  :  There  was  a  good  deal  of  philosophy  in  the 
stonishment  of  the  old  lady  who  wondered  how  some  folks  could 
j^ar  to  live  so  far  off — and  also  in  the  surprise  of  other  people 
dw  she  could  live  at  so  great  a  distance  from  anywhere.  Still 
le  was  happy  in  her  wooded  vale  of  solitude 3  for  there  the  cra- 
^e  of  her  infancy  was  rocked — -there  she  picked  the  berries  of 
^ntentment,  and  drank  her  catmint  tea,  year  after  year,  holding 
a  occasional  chit-chat  with  her  God,  and  upbraiding  the  fashion- 
ble  follies  and  extravagances  of  the  world— there,  in  her  age,  she 
ad  planted  her  old  arm-chair  3  and  she  clung  to  it  with  all  the 
macity  of  a  setting  hen  to  her  nest.  There  she  was  born,  and 
lere  she  was  determined  to  die  3  because  there  she  had  discover- 
d  the  path  that  led  her  from  her  domicil  straight  up  to  heaven, 
nu  wished  never  to  stray  from  it.  When  she  looked  up  to  the 
oonday  sun,  she  fancied  she  stood  exactly  in  the  centre  of  the 
-orld,  and  that  the  blue  curtains  of  the  sky  were  fastened  to  the 
)ps  of  the  mountain  pines,  which  surrounded  the  blessed  region 
f  home.  She  had  heard  that  people  lived  ‘  round  the  edges,’  and 
lat  gorgeous  palaces,  castles  of  gold,  wealth,  splendor  and  refine- 
lent  graced  the  outer  circle  3  yet  she  sighed  for  none  of  these, 
he  had  rather  live  more  in  the  middle  of  creation— -nearer  home 
nd  heaven  3  and  would  not  exchange  her  own  little  paradise  for 

II  the  rest  of  this  world,  and  a  small  corner  of  the  next,  in  the 
argain :  because  why  1— it  was  home  to  her,  and  there  was  no 
ther  place  like  it.  0,  my  friends,  there  is  no  place  like  home ! 
xcepting  Hoboken  in  the  summer.  Nay,  Hoboken  is  a  grease- 
pot  to  it.  I  don’t  mean  an  acquired  or  an  adopted  home,  but  the 
tome  of  our  birth — that  delightful  sunny  patch  where  the  tender 
slants  of  youth  were  reared,  and  watered  by  parental  love  and 
.nxiety.  Talk  about  the  beauties  of  other  lands— how  the  gar¬ 
dens  of  the  opulent  are  filled  with  gay  exotic  flowers — -they  are 
lothing  to  be  compared  to  the  plain  but  comely  sauce  gardens  of 
lome.  There  is  a  charm  from  the  skies  that  seems  to  hallow  us 
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there  ;  and,  go  where  you  will,  a  delicate  voice  seems  whispering 
in  the  ear :  ‘  Stray  babe  from  Eden — your  mamma  calls,  come 
home  !’  If  a  person,  who  has  crept  over  the  domestic  floor  in  in¬ 
fancy,  sported  on  his  father’s  lawns  in  youth,  and  associated  with 
the  household  in  manhood,  were  to  travel  from  Bangor  to  New 
Jerusalem,  he  would  find  every  prospect  as  barren  to  his  fancy  as 
Gibbet  Island  in  winter;  and  the  elastic  cord  of  memory  would 
still  connect  his  soul  with  his  home,  as  the  gossamer  thread  unites 
the  wandering  spider  to  its  web. 

Home,  my  dear  friends,  is  always  home.  The  ever-rolling 
waves  of  years  may  dash  upon  the  shores  of  the  animal  world, 
carrying  some  beautiful  specimens  of  life  back  into  the  dark  deep 
of  eternity,  and  washing  others  upon  the  sands  of  existence,  to. 
remain  there  for  a  season ;  but  they  cannot  change  the  smiling 
phiz  of  home  :  its  features  are  unalterable,  immutable,  and  as 
steadfast  as  the  main  pillar  of  the  universe.  After  an  absence  of 
some  years,  let  a  man  return  to  that  hallowed  spot  where  he  sprang 
mysteriously  up,  like  a  toad-stool  in  the  night,  and  he  will  find 
that  everything  relating  to  being  has  undergone  a  change ;  that  Old 
Time  has  scattered  his  former  companions  hither  and  thither,  as 
the  forest  leaves  are  scattered  by  the  rough  winds  of  autumn — - 
that  some  have  been  packed  away  to  moulder  in  the  cold,  dreary 
sepulchre— that  others  have  leaped  rashly  among  the  blossom-co¬ 
vered  thorns  of  matrimony,  and  now  wish  themselves  out  again— 
while  others  have  moved  away— and  others  still  are  among  the 
missing  :  that  more  white  hairs  have  been  added  to  the  Jocks  of 
of  the  father— another  furrow  has  been  ploughed  across  the  brow 
of  the  mother— and  a  paleness  has  overspread  the  crimsoned  cheek 
of  the  sister.  Yes,  he  may  find  all  these,  and  yet  home  will  wear 
its  wonted  aspect.  The  birds  will  sing  as  gaily  as  ever ;  the  flow¬ 
ers  will  bloom  as  lovely ;  and  he  will  recognise  old  acquaintances 
in  every  bush,  rock  and  tree  around  him.  Although  the  foot¬ 
prints  which  he  made  in  the  mud  while  catching  frogs  have  been 
obliterated  by  time,  still  the  self-same  pond  is  there,  reflecting  from 
its  bosom  the  cheering  smile  of  heaven,  as  true  as  ever.  He  will 
see  that  Peace  has  folded  her  dew-spangled  wings,  and  lies  sleep¬ 
ing  in  the  vale  on  a  bed  of  violets,  with  her  feet  wrapped  up  in 
the  green  leaves  of  a  skunk’s  cabbage — that  Contentment  sits  up¬ 
on  the  sunny  side  of  a  hill,  indulging  in  felicitous  dreams  whil< 
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Recollection  stands  patiently  fishing  in  the  semi- pellucid  pool  of 
the  past  for  the  endearing  relics  of  by-gone  days.  0,  my  friends, 
it  is  a  sort  of  a  sour-sweet  sensation  to  meditate  over  the  familiar 
face  of  home,  and  at  the  same  time  to  mark  the  havoc  that  the 
spirit  of  change  is  making  in  the  domestic  circle !  I  have  sat  on 
father’s  old  barn-yard  wall,  and  agonized  on  the  subject,  till  I  be¬ 
came  pregnant  with  thoughts  too  big  for  a  safe  delivery !  But  it’s 
all  over  for  the  present. 

My  friends :  I  must  particularly  remark,  that  no  person  can 
have  an  attachment  for  home,  who  has  not  been  born  anywhere 
in  particular ;  that  is  to  say — at  Cape  Cod,  Nantucket,  and  along 
shore ;  because  he  has  no  home  to  care  for :  therefore,  he  must 
be  a  restless,  wandering,  dissatisfied  mortal,  as  long  as  he  lives — 
iif  not  longer.  It  is  also  so  in  large  cities,  my  friends — such  as 
New  York,  for  instance — where  poor  folks  are  obliged  to  take  up 
their  beds  and  budge  every  twelvemonth,  and  then  squat  wherev¬ 
er  kind  fortune  has  brushed  away  the  rubbish  to  receive  them. 
These  objects  of  a  world’s  compassion  can  find  too  many  places 
like  home;  but  the  worst  of  it  is,  not  one  of  them  is  in  anywise 
worthy  of  that  heart-softening  appellation.  But,  my  friends,  it 
matters  not  particularly  whether  you  have  a  permanent  home  or 
not.  You  cam  be  contented  almost  anywhere  (except  Blackwell’s 
Island)  if  you  deal  fairly  at  all  times  with  your  fellow  men — are 
always  as  upright  as  a  lamp-post— well  stuffed  with  integrity  and 
seasoned  with  morality.  Make  no  outward  pretensions-— don’t 
wear  a  religious  newspaper  next  to  your  breasts  in  the  place  of  an 
undershirt,  and  think  its  virtues  will  strike  clear  into  the  heart- — 
but  act  honestly,  walk  soberly,  and  live  prudently — and  you  will 
at  last  be  provided  with  a  home,  sweet  home,  beyond  the  skies, 
from  which  you  shall  never  wander,  while  eternity  continues  to 
be.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  LATE  HOURS. 

Text. — Late  sitting  up  has  turned  her  roses  white. 

Why  went  she  not  to  bed  ?  Because  ’twas  night* 

.  .  *..•  w  .J  f  ..a  [  s  t,  r.-% •• . • 

My  Hearers  :  In  a  former  discourse  I  treated  upon  the  beauties 
of  morning,  and  hinted  at  the  necessity  of  early  rising.  I’ll  now 
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now  touch  upon  the  loveliness,  the  loneliness,  and  the  solemnnesa 
of  night ;  and  show  up  the  balefulness  of  the  too-prevalerit  prac- 
tice  of  sitting  up  late.  Night,  my  friends,  was  invented  solely  for 
the  quiet  repose  of  us,  poor  day- worn  mortals ;  and,  instead  of 
trespassing  upon  the  sacredness  of  its  peace,  we  all  ought  to  lie 
down,  at  a  reasonable  hour,  beneath  its  dusky  quilt,  and  be  pre¬ 
pared  to  rise  when  the  first  flames  of  morn  are  kindled  upon  the 
oriental  hearth.  Yet  how  many  young  biped  owlets  do  I  see 
around  me  who  will  not  go  to  bed,  merely  because  it  is  night ! — 
who  regard  not  their  healths,  their  reputations,  nor  their  pockets; 
and  willingly  permit  the  worm  of  corruption  to  gnaw  at  their  al¬ 
ready  moth-eaten  morals!  Ah!  their  name  is  Legion;  and  the 
way  they  are  all  streaking  it  down  the  dark  road  to  ruin  is  sorrow¬ 
ful  to  steam  locomotives.  The  purple  poppies  of  evening  shed  no 


If! 


opiate  upon  their  eyelids ;  and  the  cypress  gloom  which  surrounds 
them  only  serves  to  render  more  conspicuous  the  blue  blazes  of 
deviltry  which  burn  upon  the  brazen  altars  of  their  hearts.  The 
iron  tongue  of  midnight  resounds  in  their  ears,  but  they  heed  it 


not:  ay,  it  even  knocks  at  their  tenantless  bosoms,  and  finds  their 
thoughts  absent  from  home  or  drowned  in  the  oblivion  of  drunk¬ 
enness.  I  find  belonging  to  the  Anti-go-to-bed-early  Society,  not 
only  careless  and  reckless  young  candidates  for  destruction,  but 
men  of  maturer  years — men  whose  minds  were  first  moulded  in 
the  matrix  of  virtue,  but  have  become  warped  before  the  scorch¬ 


ing  fires  of  habitual  dissipation— between  whom  and  the  grave 
the  dusky  curtain  of  night  can  fall  but  a  few  times  more  men 
who  are  old  enough  to  know  better  than  to  shake  off  the  balmy 
dews  of  sleep  from  their  eyelashes,  in  mockery  to  the  supplica¬ 
tions  of  declining  age.  I  see  before  me,  now,  one  upon  whose 
head  the  hoar  frosts  of  time  are  fast  descending,  who  never  thinks 


of  retiring  to  his  solitary  couch  till  the  midnight  bell  has  ceased  to 
toll.  Then  he  spiritualizes  in  an  extacy  of  bliss  then  his  soul 
swells  within  him  until  he  is  obliged  to  unbutton  his  waistcoat, 
when  a  superabundance  of  ideas  flow  in  every  direction,  like  wa¬ 
ter  from  a  gardener’s  pot:  and  then,  when  he  finds  that  exhausted 
nature  can  no  longer  wrestle  with  the  spirit,  he  gropes  his  way  to 
bed,  singing — 

4  Fal  de  ral,  fal  de  ral,  fal  de  ral  rido. 

We  all  love  a  drop  now  and  then  * 
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!  Ah !  that  will  never  do.  He  takes  too  long  hitches  at  a.  time 
•wards  his  own  sepulchre;  and  I  must  try  to  preach  reformation 
ito  his  system,  and  thereby  spare  him  the  pain  of  offering  so  many 

1  lorning  apologies  to  his  injured  conscience ;  and  eventually  save 
;  im  from  going  down  to  the  grave  with  the  blue  mould  of  disgrace 

pon  his  venerable  brow. 

2  My  dear  friends :  many  of  the  fair  sex  of  Gotham  are  also  ruin- 
;  g  themselves  by  keeping  late  hours.  I  don’t  mean  those  white* 
'  rashed,  moving  monuments  of  female  beauty  who  wander  at  the 
1  Jad  hour  of  night  up  Broadway  to  Anthony  street,  and  down  An¬ 
tony  street  to  destruction— -for  they  are  ruined  already.  I  have 
ierence  to  those  who  still  endeavor  to  ornament  the  gay  circle 

society  with  their  radiant  charms.  Whenever  I  enter  the  daz¬ 
ing  arena  of  fashion,  I  behold  on  every  side  such  faded  speci- 
'  ens  of  female  loveliness  as  to  convince  me  that  the  deadly  upas 
1  :  etiquette  is  preying  upon  their  delicate  vitals.  Decked  with 
;  e  costly  trappings  of  affectation  and  pride,  they  look  tempting 
:  deed  to  the  infatuated  worshippers  of  women ;  but  to  an  expe- 
enced  judge,  like  myself,  of  female  flesh  and  virtue,  they  appear 
i  cold  and  inanimate  as  so  many  awning-posts  hung  round  with 
y  goods.  The  roses  upon  their  cheeks  have  been  blanched  by 
■  e  midnight  breeze,  and  the  lustre  of  their  eyes  has  been  dimmed 
/  the  lurid  gas-lights  in  Folly’s  saloon.  They  go  to  their  par- 
3s,  their  balls,  and  their  assemblies,  and  barter  away  their  beau- 
•  for  a  few  hours  of  nocturnal  enjoyment,  and  sacrifice  health  at 
1  e  shrine  of  foolishness  !  They  sneak  home  to  their  pillows  of 
st  before  Aurora  pokes  her  head  out  of  her  chamber  window 

!id  blushes  upon  them  for  shame ;  and  yet  they  will  not  go  to 
id  in  season,  for  fear  of  being  thought  vulgar !  O,  my  friends, 
e  enlightenment  of  this  world  is  a  compound  of  darkness  and 

imnation ! 

1 V  • 

My  friends :  night  is  said  to  possess  charms  for  many,  which 
<  mounts  for  their  watchfulness.  I  know  it  is  overflowing  with 
I  ith  beauty ;  but  it  is  of  such  an  order  as  should  be  appreciated 
jf  the  serious  and  the  sober.  Its  loveliness  is  associated  with  so- 
1  mnity ;  and  all.  its  splendors  are  calculated  to  drag  the  thoughts 
|ut  of  the  mud,  and  hang  them  up  to  dry  against  the  blue  vault  of 
eaven.  In  the  solemn  stillness  of  night,  Contemplation  should 
ijpread  her  airy  pinions,  and  visit  the  golden  palaces  of  Hope 
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which  adorn  the  ten  thousand  emerald  isles  in  the  vast  ocean  oi^ 
eernity.  Then,  too,  we  should  be  reminded  that  soon  the  dark*  ei 
ness  of  the  tomb  will  overshadow  us  all,  when  no  sounds  shall  $ 
disturb  our  slumbers  in  the  dust,  till  the  archangel’s  trumpet  re-kc 
echoes  through  the  silent  valley  of  death.  So  mote  it  be  1 


■  t.'  -•  U 

.<•  ON  SUNRISE 

Text. — The  early  lark,  the  messenger  of  Day, 

Saluted  in  her  song  the  morning  gray ; 

And  soon  the  sun  arose  with  beams  so  bright, 

That  all  th’  horizon  laughed  to  see  the  joyous  sight. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  Did  you  ever  see  the  sun  rise  ?  If  you  never  i 
did,  your  sluggishness,  drowsiness,  or  laziness,  has  deprived  you  • 
of  one  of  the  most  glorious  sights  ever  exhibited  in  the  grand  di- ! 
orama  of  the  world — a  sight  that  is  worth  more  to  behold  than  all 
your  cattle-shows,  your  bear  dances,  your  monkey  tricks,  and  your 
giraffe  exhibitions,  which  only  steal  away  your  sixpences,  and  do 
not  add  a  hooter  to  either  your  morals  or  your  healths.  When  I 
consider  the  sleepiness  of  the  times  and  the  drowsiness  of  the 
world,  I  cannot  but  take  it  for  granted  that  you  never  did  see  the 
sun  rise.  Well,  I  can  readily  excuse  you — for  I  can  say  but  lit* 
tie,  on  that  score,  in  my  own  behalf.  I  can.,  nevertheless,  preach 
from  experience  upon  the  glories  of  the  morning.  Having  retired 
to  my  virtuous  couch,  one  dog-day  night  last  summer — and  being 
somewhat  troubled  in  mind,  and  more  so  in  body,  from  a  whole 
army  of  mosquitoes  that  invaded  my  nasal  promontory — I  arose 
and  seated  myself,  in  my  night-gown,  at  my  chamber  window, 
which  looks  upon  the  east,  and  waited  apxiously  for  the  coming 
of  the  dawn  The  half  used-up  moon  stole  gently  down  and 
shook  her  silvery  wings  over  my  already-silvered  hairs,  and  the 
aspect  of  things  in  general  was  most  beautiful  and  lovely  to  be¬ 
hold.  Nature  was  fast  asleep  in  the  ebony  arms  of  Somnus,  and 
not  a  sound  interrupted  the  solemn  stillness,  save  the  pitiful  plaint 
of  a  love-lorn  catydid,  or  an  occasional  yawl  from  some  neigh 
boring  sacrilegious  cat.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  1  sat  impatiently 
waiting  for  the  opening  of  day  ;  and  Q,  my  friends,  it  did,  at  last, 


1 

k 
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5'»pen  rich,  like  a  mill-pond  oyster!  Yes,  the  blushing  Morn  at 
v  ength  came  travelling  up  from  the  oriental  clime,  and  sowed  the 
arth  with  pearls  and  diamonds,  that  glittered  upon  the  dark  bo- 
om  of  Night  like  jewels  upon  the  brow  of  an  Ethiopian  wench. 
The  stars  grew  fainter  on  the  ethereal  plains,  as  Aurora,  the  fair 
aughter  of  the  dawn,  with  rosy  hands  unbarred  the  golden  gates 
>f  light,  and  let  a  fresh  flood  of  glory  overflow  the  fair  empire  ot 
he  east.  As  she  shook  the  tears  from  her  mantle  and  added  an 
:xtra  coat  of  rouge  to  her  cheeks,  the  new-born  babe  of  day  crept 
rom  Fithon's  darksome  bed,  and  came  scratching  over  the  blush- 
ng  hill-tops,  like  a  distracted  bedbug  over  the  pillow  of  silent  re- 
>ose. 

O,  my  friends,  it  was  a  glorious  sight  to  witness  the  gradual  de- 
-elopments  of  that  glorious  Morn  ! — so  jcytul !  so  brilliant !  so 
plendid !  It  seemed  as  though  purple-winged  angels  had  come 
own  with  their  red  bandannas  to  wipe  the  last  tear  of  sorrow 
rom  a  dejected  world,  and  to  light  up  an  everlasting  smile  of  joy 
tpon  the  jaundiced  fgtce  of  the  universe  :  and  then,  when  Sol  first 
rected  his  flaming  bristles  above  the  confines  of  the  horizon,  was 
here  not  splendor,  beauty,  and  music  of  the  tallest  order  ?  The 
rees  blossomed  with  silver,  and  pellets  of  crystal  bedecked  the 
i  neadows.  The  violets  opened  their  buds  and  laughed  for  joy — 
le  cowslips  unlocked  their  cells — and  roses  expanded  with  de- 
ight  as  the  sun  licked  the  dews  from  the  damask  corolla.  My¬ 
riads  of  feathered  songsters  warbled  forth  their  merry  notes,  just 
s  easy  and  as  natural  as  a  pocket  organ — and  Love,  Harmony, 
oy  and  Peace  seemed  to  be  dancing  a  quadrille  over  beds  of  flow- 
rs,  and  amid  the  perfume  of  paradise ! 

My  beloved  friends  :  such  are  a  few  of  the  beauties  of  morning 
—but  to  describe  the  whole  is  totally  without  the  pale  of  my  po- 
;  'erty-stricken  powers.  t  Instead  of  laying  on  the  colors  with  the 
and  of  a  skilful  artist,  I  am  sure  that  I  have  been  guilty  of  a  most 
wretched  daub )  but  if  you  wish  to  witness  the  refulgence  of  the 
eality,  I  advise  you  to  drink  less  in  the  evening — go  to  bed  ear- 
‘er  and  when  the  first  oriental  ray  unsolders  your  eyelids,  to 
ump  up  and  dress,  ere  your  leaden  senses  are  bound  in  the  second 
dition  of  slumber.  Yes,  rise  with  the  lark,  if  you  would  behold 
he  brightness  of  the  morning,  and  be  blest  with  its  beneficial 
ews )  for  remember  that  the  success  of  the  day  and  the  tranquil- 
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lity  of  the  evening  depend  upon  the  maimer  in  which  it  is  spent  j 
and  0,  remember,  my  friends,  that  the  morning  of  existence  is 
equally  as  bright  and  of  as  short  duration  as  the  natural  morn — 
and  that  our  welfare  through  life  depends  upon  the  way  in  which 
we  dispose  of  its  few  fleeting  hours.  How  many  there  are  who 
slumber  away  their  youthful  mornings  in  a  sluggish  torpor,  while 
the  dews  of  instruction  are  wasting  around  them,  and  while  the 
rising  sun  of  ambition  in  vain  invites  them  onward  to  the  fair  tem¬ 
ple  of  Fame,  which  adorns  the  high  mountain  of  manhood!  Ay, 
how  many  do  I  see  around  me  of  the  juvenile  race,  who  had  ra¬ 
ther  die  in  their  lethargy  than  be  seasonably  aroused  to  the  toils 
of  a  necessary  subsistence!  Too  many,  by  multitudes.  Why, 
my  friends,  I  believe  that  people  go  to  perdition  more  willingly 
than  formerly,  because  they  can  go  with  less  inconvenience,  and, 
at  a  cheaper  rate.  Since  the  introduction  of  hard  coal,  the  infer¬ 
nal  regions  have  been  greatly  enlarged,  so  that  they  can  now  un¬ 
comfortably  accommodate  the  whole  human  race,  whither  they 
all  appear  to  be  bound,  for  a  certainty,  My^friend,  Amos  Leeds, 
is  the  principal  agent  of  Old  Nick  for  the  supply  of  fuel ;  and  as 
he  deals  most  extensively  in  the  article,  and  sells  it  cheaper,  and 
has  a  better  quality  than  anybody  else,  there  is  no  danger  of  the 
fires  ever  being  extinguished  for  the  want  of  fuel. 

My  dear  friends,  one  and  all :  behold  how  soon  the  splendors  of 
morning  vanish  !  how  soon  its  balmy  odors  lose  their  fragrance  j 
beneath  the  tepid  rays  of  the  rising  sun  !  how  soon  it  is  swallow- ; 
ed  up  in  the  black  jaws  of  night!  You  may  know  the  moral  of 
all  this  without  any  further  aid  of  my  gaseous  antiloquence.  You  , 
know  that  life’s  morn  is  equally  as  evanescent — that  the  flowers  i 
of  youth  waste  their  perfume  long  ere  the  meridian  of  manhood — 
that  the  evening  twilight  of  age  quickly  succeeds — and  then  the 
last  rays  of  man’s  setting  sun  are  soon  extinguished  in  the  tene- 
brious  night  of  death.  And  now,  if  you  will  only  spend  the  re¬ 
mainder  of  the  day  of  existence  temperately,  wisely,  honestly  and  > 
morally — and  take  care  that  you  do  not,  at  last,  go  to  your  sepul-  • 
chral  beds  with  a  solid  supper  of  sin  upon  your  stomachs — you  ; 
will  wake  up  refreshed  on  that  glorious  morn  of  the  Future,  which 
is  yet  to  dawn  upon  a  brighter  world,  where  the  rose  blossoms  > 
upon  the  laurel — where  the  balmy  dews  are  never  dried — and  : 
where  the  bowere  of  bliss  for  ever  bloom.  So  mote  it  be!  fi 
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ANOTHER  DISCOURSE  ON  TOBACCO. 

o  Text. — Yes,  social  friend,  I  love  thee  well, 

e  In  learned  doctors’  spite ; 

Thy  clouds  all  other  clouds  dispel, 

And  lap  me  in  delight. 

What  though  they  tell,  with  phizzes  long, 

My  years  are  sooner  past  % 

I  would  reply,  with  reason  strong, 

They’re  sweeter  while  they  last. 

And  what  is  he  who  smokes  thee  now  ? 

A  little  moving  heap, 

That  soon,  like  thee,  to  fate  must  bow — 

With  thee  in  dust  must  sleep. 

I'y  Hearers:  Tobacco,  according  to  the  ideas  of  most  saints,  and 
few  sinners,  is  an  unmitigated  scoundrel,  and  deserves  a  ‘  smo- 
llng,’  if  ever  villain  did ;  but  they  don’t  like  to  do  the  deed  them- 
dves,  and  would  rather  others  should  do  it  in  some  private  cor- 
er,  and  spare  them  the  pain  of  being  witnesses  to  so  revolting  a 
)ectacle.  The  idea,  however,  some  way  or  other,  contrives  to 
edge  itself  into  my  mind,  that  the  weed  is  as  much  sinned  against 
>  sinning — perhaps  more  so.  Among  the  professed  tobacco-ha- 
rs,  I  find  more  proportionate  hypocrites  than  I  could  ever  count 
lack  sheep  in  my  numerous  flock,  upon  any  one  occasion. 

I  know  many  of  my  own  rough  sex,  my  friends,  who  affect  the 
tost  supreme  disgust  for  tobacco  smoke  when  it  sails  suspicious- 
t  towards  their  olfactories  in  public,  and  yet  are  seemingly  un- 
ionscious  of  its  presence  in  their  own  domicils,  or  at  their  indivi- 
jual  places  of  business ;  and  many  of  the  feminine  gender  there 
re  who,  like  so  many  hams,  get  perfectly  cured  by  being  smoked 
t  home,  and  yet  are  ready  to  fall  into  five-cornered  fits,  or  rather 
species  of  hexagonal  hysterics,  if  they  encounter  a  rebuff  during 
neir  fashionable  promenades,  or  discover  obnoxious  fumes  arising 
rom  the  platform  of  a  railroad  car.  Pshaw  !  I’m  down  upon  all 
iuch  hypocritical  exhibitions  with  the  weight  and  force  of  a 
having  pestle. 

My  worthy  hearers:  in  this  free,  great,  and  glorious  republic, 
•very  man  has,  or  should  have,  the  privilege  of  using  tobacco  in 
my  way,  manner  or  shape  he  likes.  In  this  ‘  let  every  one  be 
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s  own  mind,’  as  good  St.  Paul  says  concerning  som 
It  won’t  do  for  a  man,  or  any  set  of  men,  to  tell  \ 
all  eat,  what  we  shall  drink,  what  we  shall  wear,  wh 
..moke,  or  what  we  shall  chew.  No ! — not  in  this  emai 
country  of  light,  smoke  and  liberty.  In  such  matters,  tl 
iissant  1  shall  ’  loses  its  vaunted  omnipotency,  and  can  ei 
<nse,  at  the  most,  but  a  mere  potential  sway.  But,  my  hearer 
you  all  have  a  right  to  entertain  and  express  your  opinions  of  c 
gars,  pipes,  quids  and  pinches,  and  of  all  who  meddle  with  ther 
to  your  displeasure.  My  little,  half-starved  opinion — howeve 
much  of  parental  fondness  I  may  cherish  for  it — isn’t  worth  much 
and  I  am  too  poor  to  maintain  it;  therefore,  I  shall  cast  the  bant 
ling  among  you  for  succor  and  sustenance.  So,  then, 

1st.  Tobacco-chewing  and  snuffing  are  decidedly  filthy  habits 
and  as  cleanliness  is  a  virtue,  the  want  of  it  must,  consequently 
be  a  vice;  and,  therefore,  I  advise  the  chewer  to  drop  for  ever  tha 
‘last’  cud,  and  the  snuffer  to  plug  up  his  nasal  port-holes  with 
assafoetida  rather  than  perpetuate  so  nasty  a  habit,  for  their  owr 
dear  Bakes  and  the  precious  comfort  of  others.  Why,  my  friends, 
I  have  seen  pocket-handkerchiefs  in  the  hands  of  snuff-takers,  at 
the  dinner-table,  which  would  require  more  courage  than  I  have  to 
spare  to  turn  over  with  the  tip-end  of  a  twenty-five  feet  fish-pole; 
and,  at  any  time  o’  day,  you  might  shake  enough  of  the  ‘powder’ 
from  their  persons  to  put  out  the  eyes  of  a  pair  of  cast-iron  fire- 
dogs.  And,  by  the  appearance  of  the  shirt-bosoms  of  some  inve¬ 
terate  old  chewers,  I  should  judge  they  had  been  squirting  their 
juice  in  the  face  of  a  northeaster  for  spite ;  or  had  just  been  en¬ 
gaged  in  a  duel  with  some  rival  ruminators:  weapons,  tobacco- 
spit— distance,  two  paces.  But,  brethren,  why  do  people  chew? 
It  must  be  for  a  similar  reason  that  the  ploughboy  whistles  :  for 
the  lack  of  thought.  And  why  do  folks  snuff?  It  is  to  stir  up 
some  wit  and  sense,  if  possible,  within  their  cocoanut  snelhs,  of 
which  it  is  evident  they  are  most  lamentably  in  want,  or  they 
would  never  do  it. 

2d.  As  to  cigar-smoking,  my  hearers,  as  practised  at  the  present 
day  by  the  young,  foppish,  silly  and  vain,  without  rule,  rhyme  or 
rythm,  I  look  upon  it  as  ridiculous  nonsense.  To  be  sure,  there 
is  no  great  harm  in  it,  either  to  the  physique  or  to  the  morale. 
But  to  see  little  saplings — some  of  them  scarce  knee-high  to  a 
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stool — bigger  1  b'hoys,’  green  as  unsunned  pumpkins- 
ies,  as  stiff  and  as  hollow  as  eaves-spouts — running  abrk 
ring  upon  corners,  darting  out  and  in  at  porter-houses,  with 
same  old  soger’  protruding,  is  ludicrous  in  the  extreme, 
remind  me  of  a  pig  with  a  straw  in  his  mouth  :  always  at 
wherever  he  carries  it,  except  in  his  own  pen.  It  can’t  be 
them  as  with  the  smoker,  that  they  puff  for  the  want  of 
Lilt ;  for  how  can  they  realize  the  want  of  what  they  never 
Lssed  I  But  there  they  are,  enwreathed  with  smoke,  the  gar- 
Aof  their  glory.  When  they  open  their  mouths  to  afford  egress 
ind  and  words,  nothing  comes  out, # after  all,  but  smoke — 
e — smoke.  Smoking  a  mild  Havana,  however,  quietly  by 
self,  is  not  to  be  scolded  at — there  is  some  sense  in  it.  The 

Iiitioner  then  derives  some  actual  comfort )  ‘  its  clouds,  as  says 
pxt,  ‘all  other  clouds  dispel,’  and  the  soul's  troubled  waters 
e  calm  and  serene.  It  assists,  too,  the  digestion  of  thought 
lies  as  cold  and  heavy  upon  the  heart  as  underdone  dump- 
on  the  stomach  of  a  dyspeptic. 

Pipe-smoking  is,  by  no  means,  to  be  condemned.  It  is  the 
mblem  of  domesticity,  contentment  and  repose.  Next  to  the 
.  and  a  cheerful  wife,  it  affords  the  greatest  consolation  allot- 
man.  It  quiets  anxiety,  soothes  the  passions,  and  makes 
:ant  and  sunny  the  declivitous  pathway  of  age.  However 
hble  be  his  temperament,  it  is  next  to  impossible  to  excite  an 
nan  to  anger  while  composedly  pulling  at  his  pipe  in  the 
ney-corner.  0,  my  friends,  there  is  a  vast  deal  of  philosophy 
sucked  through  a  pipe-stem ! 

garding  its  effects  upon  the  constitution  (not  of  these  United 
s,  for  that  needs  no  puffing),  I  have  only  to  remark  that  I 
known  persons  to  cross  the  boundary-line  of  an  hundred 
who,  for  the  last  twenty  winters  of  their  lives,  did  cornpa- 
ely  nothing  else  than  sit  by  the  fire  and  smoke — smoke  that 
:ical  old  mulatto,  patriarchal  pipe — short  and  stumpy,  and 
py  with  paste  and  strings.  And,  finally,  when  they  bade  the 
d  farewell,  no  dire  Disease  had  the  honor  of  hastening  their 
rture  :  but  their  mortal  pipes  went  calmly  out  for  the  want  ot 
and  ‘life’s  last  embers’  faded  by  such  slow  degrees,  that  it 
hard  to  tell  the  exact  moment  when  the  last  vital  spark  had 
ed  to  glow.  Now,  all  I  have  to  ask  is  this — If  their  pipes  did 
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,  /itennarians  a  physical  injury.,  how  much  further,  in 
of  all  that’s  reasonable,  would  they  probably  have  stret( 

.  i>.  r  mortal  existence,  had  they  not  fumigated  at  all?  1  hat’s 
question — as  I  think  Hamlet  once  said. 

My  friends :  1  Life’s  but  a  leaf  adroitly  rolled.’  So  says 
author  of  my  text — so  would  say  any  boarding-school  miss  c 
mencing  to  write  poetry — and  so  say  I ; — what  say  you,  bretl 
and  sisters  lummuxes  ?  ’Tis  a  solemn  fact,  though  ;  and  the 
is  not  far  distant  when  it  shall  be  unrolled  as  a  scroll.  Then 
it  be  seen  what  kind  of  moral  stuff  you  are  made  of.  If  you 
genuine  ’bacca,  free  from  must,  mould  and  rankness,  you  wil 
for  exportation  to  another  and,  I  hope,  a  better  country ,  if  nc 
‘no  go.’  You  are  nothing  more  than  a  bundle  of  cigars,  my 
thren,  at  the  most.  Ignited  with  mental  fire  at  one  end,  you  t 
and  smoke  away  in  the  mouth  of  Time.  He  smokes  you  1 
stump,  and  then  drpps  the  ‘  old  soger  ’  to  earth.  ‘  Ashes  to  asl 
as  the  dustman  says  when  he  dumps  another  basket  of  refuse 
on  the  heap.  But  whither  hath  flown  the  vapory,  smoky  Spi 
Upward — upward  ;  buried  in  the  bosom  of  the  ‘  upper  deep,  wjj 
soundings  can  never  be  known  till  mortal  shall  put  on  immort 
ty.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ADVICE  AND  EXAMPLE. 

Text  —  So  no  man  does  himself  convince 
By  his  own  doctrine  of  his  sins; 

And  ’tis  not  what  we  no,  but  say, 

In  love  and  preaching  that  must  sway. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  We  are  always  more  ready  and  willing 
convince  others  than  ourselves.  Their  sins  appear  to  us  as  ] 
minent  as  a  city  set  upon  a  hill,  while  our  own  are  as  invisibl 
a  candle  under  a  bushel.  We  are  all  right— everybody  els 
wrong.  Our  neighbor  hasn’t  half  the  holiness  that  we  poss( 
and,  if  he  have,  it  is  of  a  hypocritical  quality— counterfeit  i 
that  may  answer  for  all  worldly  purposes,  but  won’t  pass  at 
gate  of  heaven.  0,  no,  my  friend!  we  never  can  behold  in 
fellow  mortals  a  single  virtue  superior  to  what  ourselves  pos 
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n  the  contrary,  we  are  too  inclined  to  think  that  all  others  need 
oral  tinkering,  while  our  own  souls  are  without  crack  or  flaw, 
refore,  excuse  human  nature  if  I  talk  to  you  thuswise 
Don’t  do  as  I  do,  but  do  as  1  say. 

I  mud  my  hoots  and  soil  my  coat  by  going  in  dirty  places,  or 
mb  my  character  with  indecent  company,  it  is  no  reason  why 
should  do  likewise.  Never  follow  precisely  in  the  footsteps 
my  preacher — if  you  do,  you  may  sometimes  get  into  holes 
oped  for.  He  is  but  human,  and  as  liable  to  err  as  the  mass 
nortal  flesh  :  but  be  guided  by  his  precepts,  and  you  are  safe 
gh.  Go  to  church  on  Sunday— it  is  a  salutary  practice,  even 
igh  you  sleep  under  the  somniferous  influence  of  a  dull,  drow- 
ermon  , 

isten,  then,  while  I  give  you  a  bit  of  advice.  Pursue  the  path 
rirtue — it  is  one  adorned  with  flowers,  rich  and  sweet  in  fra¬ 
me,  and  without  thorns.  It  is  the  straight  and  smooth  road  to 
ren  :  and  if  you  take  any  other  track,  you  will  find  yourselves 
ler  ofi  in  the  end  than  you  were  in  the  beginning, 
fhen  you  pay  attention  to  a  girl,  let  her  know  your  intentions 
nee — her  time  is  precious,  and  ought  not  to  be  trifled  with, 
lake  it  a  point  always  to  keep  within  your  means,  and  you  will 
through  life  without  many  jogs  and  jars.  Always  have  your 
ds  employed,  and  your  mind  busy.  Look  on  the  bright  side 
•eep  up  your  spirits,  and  you  will  work  your  way  to  wealth 
honor,  as  sure  as  there  is  a  sun  to  rise  to-morrow, 
et  love-making  be  a  matter  of  business.  Go  about  it  system- 
illy,  and  with  a  determined  spirit. 

Hess  plainly,  but  neatly — foppery  is  foolishness  dovetailed 
vulgarity. 

ive  every  man  his  due — even  the  devil  himself, 
on’t  run  faster  than  a  dog-trot  after  the  she  sex,  nor  allow 
n  to  trouble  you  when  matters  of  more  importance  should  com- 
id  your  attention. 

nvy  no  man  his  wealth  nor  greatness ;  but  go  to  work  and 
to  get  up  a  peg  or  two. 

et  rum  alone,  and  chew  as  little  tobacco  as  habit  will  allow, 
ake  a  bath  at  least  twice  a  week.  Every  day  were  none  too 
n  for  some  of  you.  ' 

isten  to  good  advice,  even  though  it  come  from  a  thief. 
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You  husbands  must  try  to  please  your  wives,  or  you  will  n 
be  pleased  with  them.  Women  live  to  be  loved. 

Now,  my  friends,  you  can  do  which  you  please  go  accori 
to  my  precepts,  or  follow  me  in  my  practice.  If  you  choose 
former  course,  I  will  insure  you  a  safe  and  pleasant  pilgiimajj 
another  world  ;  but,  if  the  latter,  far  be  it  from  me  to  say  that 
may  not  ‘put  your  foot  in  it,’  occasionally— for  even  I,  your  f 
and  steady  preacher,  find  it  morally  impossible  to  keep  wh 
clear  of  the  multifold  petty  vices  that  lay  in  wait  for  all  mani 

So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  WORLDLY  POSSESSIONS. 

Text. _ My  own,  my  own — oh !  who  shall  dare 

To  set  this  seal  of  claim  on  earth  ? 

When  ‘  chance  and  change  ’  are  everywhere 
On  all  and  each  of  human  birth. 

My  Hearers  :  It  is  the  sublimity  of  nonsense  to  talk  about  < 
ing  anything  here  in  this  worid  of  ‘  chance  and  change.  \ 
you  have,  you  call  yoar  own  so  long  as  you  possess  it ; 
alas !  how  soon  it  slips  through  your  fingers,  and  it  is  no  lc 
yours  for  ever !  What  Alexander  fought  for,  obtained,  and 
over,  is  not  his.  What  Columbus  discovered  belongs  not  to 
Shakspere’s  fame  is  the  property  of  posterity.  Byron  wroti 
glory  _.g0t  it — but  never  enjoyed  it,  except  in  a  glass  of  gin- 
what  now  avails  that  burning  enthusiasm,  that  transplantei 
triotism,  for  Greece  and  glory  I  He  is  gone,  but  his  works  di 
follow  him— they  are  ours. 

My  friends  :  nothing  is  our  own  ;  whatever  we  have  is  lo 
us,  for  a  little  while,  by  Providence,  and  then  is  passed  into 
ther’s  hands,  or  into  the  hands  of  posterity.  ‘This  is  my  do 
say  you  exultingly,  as  you  pocket  the  shining  treasure.  Y 
is  your  dollar  for  a  day ;  but  how  many  others  have  givei 
same  silvery  pet  a  toss,  and  exclaimed  ‘  Mine  !’  1  This  is  n 

said  the  maid,  with  the  pail  of  milk  upon  her  head.  ‘Mine 
plied  the  earth,  as  it  swallowed  the  lactary  draught.  ‘  Tf 
mine,  my  darling  own  !’  said  the  fond  mother,  as  she  presse 
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(.be  to  her  bosom.  ‘Not  thine,  but  mine,’  whispered  the  Angel 
Death,  as  he  bore  the  little  carneous  cherub  to  that  realm  of 
filch  the  fool  knows  as  much  as  the  wise  man. 

My  dear  friends:  talking  about  owning,  you  can’t  ‘own  the 
ith,’  when  a  good,  nicely-polished  falsehood  will  do  better  for 
3  time.  You  say  you  own  a  wife,  when  she  is  lord,  master  and 
stress,  and  you  are  something  less  than  nobody  !  She  owns  you 
you  are  her  property,  till  divorced  by  death,  or  through  the  in- 
umentality  of  the  devil.  You  are  rich  Van  Rensselaers  ! — you 
nk  you  own  a  great  extent  of  this  free  soil,  for  which  our  fa¬ 
irs  fought  and  bled,  and  were  buried  beneath  it — but  you  don’t; 
belongs  to  the  Hilbebuggers — those  ten- aunts  who  hold  it  by 
iht  of  possession.  The  law,  as  you  no  doubt  all  know,  has  ten 
nts ;  and  possession  being  nine  of  them,  leaves  only  one  to  be 
fght  for,  which  is  very  easily  obtained  in  a  world  like  this  of 
kance  and  change,’  where  might  makes  right,  and  where  every 
'n  can  get  himself  a  farm  by  voting  for  it.  Nobody  owns  any- 
ng  nowadays,  ‘and  always  did,’  as  my  friend  Johnny  Beedle 
juld  say.  No,  brethren-ee !  what’s  mine  is  not  my  own,  and 
fiat’s  yours  belongs  to  somebody  else. 

jn  conclusion,  my  friends,  allow  me  to  remark  that  you  can’t 
n  say  that  your  souls  are  your  own :  they  belong  to  God  who 
j'e  them,  and  you  don’t  know  how  soon  they  may  be  required 
pou.  So,  live  that  you  may  return  them  as  spotless  as  you  re- 
j^ed  them.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


the  secrets  of  the  heart. 

Text. — If  every  one’s  internal  care, 

Were  written  on  his  brow, 

How  many  would  our  pity  share, 

Who  raise  our  envy  now  ! 

Hearers  :  It  is  not  always  easy  to  tell  by  the  exterior  appear- 
3  qf  an  apple  where  there  be  a  worm  working  at  the  core  or 
;  and  neither  can  we  judge  rightly  by  the  countenance  what 
fs  and  sorrows  may  be  concealed  in  the  deep  recesses  of  the 
lan  breast.  The  eye  may  be  bright,  and  smiles  may  play  up- 
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on  the  cheek ;  and  yet  there  is  no  knowing  but  the  bosom  may  1 
dark  and  desolate,  and  the  mice  of  misery  secretly  nibbling  at  tl 
heart.  The  darkest  cloud  may  be  tinged  with  a  blush  as  the  la 
rays  of  the  sun  are  about  to  depart — the  magic  lamp  of  mirth  m; 
be  made  to  glow,  when  not  a  drop  of  the  oil  of  joy  is  contaim 
therein — blossoms  are  found  to  adorn  the  tree  that  is  fast  haste 
ing  to  decay.  So  the  features  of  sorrowing  and  desponding  me 
tals  are  often  decorated  with  smiles,  even  as  roses  are  taught 
wreathe  themselves  around  some  lone  and  mouldering  tower,  i 
squash  vines  to  crawl  over  a  manure  heap. 

My  hearers :  when,  at  the  festive  board  or  in  the  lively  soci 
circle,  the  ‘sighing  son  of  sorrow’  is  compelled  to  assume  an  a 
of  gaiety,  I  know  he  must  feel  as  though  he  were  a  rotten  pot 
to,  with  the  skin  only  remaining  in  a  sound  condition.  Oh !  sa 
dest  of  the  sad  is  he,  who  must  join  in  the  laughter  when  laug 
ter  goes  round !  Oh !  such  a  smile  as  his  is  like  moonlight  silve 
ing  the  dark  waves  of  the  ocean,  or  like  spring  blossoms  strew 
upon  winter’s  cold  grave ! — and  his  laugh  sounds  like  a  hollo 
echo  returning  from  some  lone,  empty  hall !  When  he  speaks,  b 
voice  seems  as  though  it  came  from  the  sepulchre  j  and  evei 
word  he  lets  fall  drops  as  coldly  as  a  kiss  upon  the  Bible  of 
court  room. 

My  friends:  it  is  impossible  to  judge  by  the  outside  of  a  hick 
ry  nut  whether  or  not  it  be  withered  within  :  and  neither  can  \ 
tell  to  a  certainty  by  the  outward  show  of  a  fellow  mortal  wh 
pangs  are  endured  within.  If  we  could  only  take  a  peep  into  t 
temple  of  the  human  heart  and  behold  how  care,  perplexity,  gri 
anxiety,  and  sorrow,  are  continually  scattering  their  thorns  abc 
where  we  expected  to  find  joy,  hope  and  happiness  weayi 
wreaths  of  flowers,  we  should  then  see  how  many  are  entitled 
pity,  and  how  few  are  capable  of  raising  our  envy.  0,  my  friem 
if  every  one’s  internal  cares  were  written  upon  his  brow,  the  li 
parchment  of  his  brain-shell  would  present  a  worse  appearar 
than  a  bit  of  scribbling  paper  in  a  school-boy’s  copy-book.  \ 
should  then  see  no  happy  beings  around  us— all  would  appi 
miserable — every  one  would  bear  the  record  of  his  ills  upon  1 
front ;  and  the  pen  of  Time  would  every  moment  be  writing  m 
troubles  upon  old  ones  half  faded  in  forgetfulness. 

My  dear  friends  :  appearances  are  truly  deceiving.  Yonder  t 
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a  handsome  young  lady — as  well  as  I  can  see  with  these  dim  eyes 
land  poor  specs  of  mine.  She  has  a  smile  upon  her  lips,  and  a 
jbloom  upon  her  cheek.  Now,  I  can’t  say  whether  the  rose  that 
iblossoms  upon  her  cheek  finds  there  its  native  soil,  or  whether 
ishe  may  not  have  purchased  it  at  some  shop  in  Broadway  j  and, 
as  for  the  smile,  it  may  have  sprung  spontaneously  and  ready- 
imade  from  the  heart,  or  it  may  have  been  manufactured  with  the 
lips  for  some  particular  purpose — and  I  shouldn  t  wonder  if  the 
latter  were  true,  as  I  happen  to  see  some  pretty  fine-looking  young 
fellows  throwing  sheeps’  eyes  in  a  dangerous  direction. 

I  think,  my  friends,  it  is  all  for  the  best  that  there  should  be  de¬ 
ception  in  the  world.  If  we  were  to  speak  our  minds  frankly  on 
all  occasions— tell  the  truth  at  all  times— and  always  reveal  the 
secret  workings  of  our  hearts,  in  the  midst  of  company,  either  by 
words,  looks  or  actions,  we  should  despise  one  another  worse 
than  we  do  now  ; — and,  though  I  regret  to  say  it,  I  must  say  it 
each  neighbor  loves  his  neighbor  with  that  sort  of  affection  which 
two  dogs,  gnawing  at  one  bone,  entertain  foi  each  other.  Strive, 
my  friends,  to  live  in  peace  and  friendship  with  your  fellow  kin¬ 
dred _ endeavor  to  bear  up  with  cheerfulness  beneath  the  heaviest 

burdens  of  affliction,  that  you  may  not  sadden  those  around  you 
— and  make  up  your  minds  at  last  to  go  as  willingly  to  the  tomb 
as  a  bride  to  the  altar,  or  a  hog  to  its  swill.  So  mote  it  be ! 


MISSPENT  TIME. 

Text. — 0  man  !  while  in  thy  early  years, 

How  prodigal  of  time  ! 

Misspending  all  thy  precious  hours, 

Thy  glorious  youthful  prime! 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  How  naturally  inclined  you  all  are  to  ‘  go  it 
while  you’re  young !’ — to  pick  every  plum  from  the  pie  of  plea¬ 
sure,  and  then  complain  of  a  dry  crust  in  after  years.  In  your 
juvenile  days  you  dive  headlong  into  what  you  consider  an  unfa¬ 
thomable  ocean  of  joy  )  but  how  often  does  the  bottom  take  you 
by  surprise  !  Yes,  like  polly-wogs  in  a  goose-pond,  that  used  to 
amuse  me  in  my  boyish  days,  you  wiggle  your  tails  and  scull 
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ahead  with  a  spasmodic  throe  of  delight ;  hut  in  another  moment 
you  jam  your  noses  into  the  mud,  and  there  you  are,  to  meditate 
upon  the  miseries  that  dog  mankind  through  the  world!  And 
then,  too,  how  prodigal  of  time  !  Why,  you  throw  it  away  in 
your  younger  days  just  as  if  you  would  find  plenty  more  of  ‘the 
same  sort  ’  to  take  advantage  of  when  you  are  pushed  to  the  fur¬ 
ther  side  of  forty;  but,  let  me  tell  you,  that  if  you  don’t  economise 
and  improve  your  time  in  the  budding  season  of  youth,  the  har¬ 
vest  of  after  years  will  he  smutty  and  scant.  Ploughing  in  au¬ 
tumn  and  planting  in  wunter  is  labor  ill-bestowed — you  might  as 
soon  expect  to  get  a  crop  by  sowing  salt  upon  a  sand-hill.  If  you 
wish  to  accomplish  much  for  the  day,  go  at  it  in  the  morning : 
business  commenced  in  the  evening  is  apt  to  die  in  its  incipiency 
— the  pall  of  night  is  quickly  spread  over  its  cold  corpse,  and  it 
sleeps  a  sleep  that  knows  no  resurrection.  Lay  out  your  plans, 
and  begin  to  act  in  the  bright  May  morning  of  life,  and  when  the 
landscape  of  existence  shall  wear  a  duller  and  a  gloomier  aspect, 
you  wfill  have  the  joyous  satisfaction  of  looking  back  upon  a  long 
procession  of  sunshiny  days,  and  forward  upon  a  future  as  bright 
as  the  gold  that  glitters  about  the  temples  of  New  Jerusalem. 

My  worthy  hearers :  the  way  we  have  all  misspent  the  pre¬ 
cious  hours  of  youth  is  saddening  to  recollection,  and  almost  mad¬ 
dening  to  memory.  WeMiave  trifled  with  valuable  moments — 
squandered  the  advantages  of  hours  that  can  be  ours  no  more — 
rudely  jostled  days  aside  that  should  have  been  treated  with,  at 
least,  common  respect — and  have  rushed  on,  regardless  of  the  roll¬ 
ing  years  that  bring  care,  sorrow,  and  trouble  in  their  train.  We 
have  fooled  away  time  in  a  most  inexcusable  manner;  but  it  is 
never  too  late  to  repent — if  we  can’t  bring  about  a  perfect  redemp¬ 
tion,  let  us  try  and  do  something  towards  simple  salvation.  We 
must  be  considerate  in  eating,  more  moderate  in  smoking,  and 
more  delicate  in  drinking.  We  must  endeavor  to  make  modera¬ 
tion  in  manhood  repay  for  the  excesses  of  youth,  and  let  Wisdom 
be  the  mistress  of  the  mansion  where  Folly  once  held  her  carou¬ 
sals,  unmolested  by  consideration,  thought  or  reason.  So  mote  it 
be ! 


SHOUT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


123 


ON  WIVES. 

Text. —  Then  cherish  her  dearly, 

And  love  her  sincerely; 

Be  faithful,  indulgent  and  kind ; 

Make  not  a  slight  failing 
A  pretext  for  railing, 

If  such  you  should  happen  to  find. 

0,  do  not  misuse  her, 

And  never  refuse  her, 

When  proper  her  wishes  may  be ; 

And  thy  cost,  care  and  trouble 
She'll  recompense  double, 

By  the  kindness  she’ll  lavish  on  thee. 

My  Dear  Friends:  I  am  not  speaking  of  horses,  but  I  do  intend 
to  say  that  a  wife  is  as  nice  a  creature  to  work  in  double  harness, 
if  you  use  her  properly,  as  a  person  need  wish  to  drive ; — I  must 
hold  up — I  didn’t  mean  drive,  but  to  possess.  Yes,  she  works 
well,  if  rightly  served,  and  badly,  if  abused  :  she  won't  put  her 
foot  over  the  traces,  nor  hold  hard  on  the  bit,  with  proper  treat¬ 
ment;  but  with  severe  and  unjust  management,  she  shows  the 
spunk  characteristic  of  her  sex,  and  which  I,  for  one,  take  the  re¬ 
sponsibility  to  admire.  She  expects  to  be  treated  like  a  human,  at 
least ;  and  when  a  brute  of  a  husband  endeavors  to  make  her  his 
^  slave,  and  kick  her  about  like  a  dog,  it  must  be  supposed  that  she 
will  throw  herself  upon  her  reserved  rights— a  broomstick,  a  pair 
of  tong,  or  a  particular  lover. 

My  friends  :  a  wife  should  be  cherished  dearly.  Consider  the 
amount  of  love  laid  out  to  get  her,  in  the  first  place — the  costs  at¬ 
tending  the  preliminaries — and  the  after  expenses  so  cheerfully  de¬ 
frayed.  Consider  these  things,  I  say,  and  then  think,  if  you  can, 
that  she  is  not  worth  preserving  and  protecting  as  a  pearl  of  great 
price.  You  take  her  for  better  or  for  worse,  just  as  you  buy  a 
colt.  If  she  prove  better,  you  have  reason  to  rejoice ;  but  if  she 
turn  out  to  be  worse,  you  must  consider  it  your  misfortune,  and 
bear  the  burden  as  well  as  you  can.  The  predicament  was  no 
fault  of  hers ;  she  didn’t  ask  you  to  take  her;  but  you  popped  the 
question,  and  she  replied  :  ‘Here,  sir,  I  give  myself  away — now 
take  me  as  I  am !’  So,  you  see,  you  are  bound  to  cherish  her,  un¬ 
der  any  circumstance,  let  her  be  good  or  bad — a  direct  descendant 
of  the  devil,  or  a  legitimate  offspring  of  heaven. 
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My  worthy  hearers :  after  you  have  got  a  wife,  see  that  you 
continue  to  love  her  sincerely  ;  as  sincerely,  if  not  as  warmly,  as 
when  you  first  breathed  into  her  ear  the  tender  sentiments  of  your 
heart.  Cling  to  her  with  all  the  affectionate  tenacity  of  a  hop- 
vine;  and,  when  the  tempest  winds  of  trouble  blow,  cling  tighter 
still,  like  a  coon  to  a  limb  in  a  hurricane.  You  must  love  her, 
and  love  each  other,  if  you  would  keep  fresh  and  bright  the  fair¬ 
est  blossoms  in  the  bouquet  of  connubial  bliss,  and  see  little  jump- 
up-johnnies  ever  and  anon  springing  in  your  flower-beds  of  domes¬ 
tic  joys.  But  I  know  how  it  is  with  you,  young  husbands ;  your 
love  is  too  apt  to  boil  over  in  the  beginning,  and  put  out  the  fire 
— then  the  liquor  grows  cool  by  degrees ;  and  sometimes  it  gets 
so  low  in  temperature,  that  if  a  thermometer  were  introduced,  I 
think  it  wouldn’t  stand  a  great  ways  from  freezing  heat.  You 
walk  into  the  matrimonial  Eden,  and  imagine  that  double-breasted 
joys  and  india-rubber  pleasures  are  for  ever  to  attend  you ;  but, 
directly  you  fall  afoul  of  the  fruit— fill  yourselves  almost  to  a  sur¬ 
feit — anq  then  say  in  your  inwards  ‘  This  place  isn’t  near  so  nice 
as  I  thought  it  was ;  I  don’t  know  but  that  I  would  as  soon  be  out 
as  in,  and  perhaps  a  little  sooner !’  0,  you  easily-duped  victims 

of  disappointment !  you  must  not  raise  your  anticipations  of  con¬ 
jugal  felicity  to  quite  so  high  a  pitch.  Bring  them  to  a  little  low¬ 
er  standard,  and  you  will  be  as  much  surprised  at  the  true  plea-^ 
sures  and  comforts  attending  thereby,  as  I  was  at  the  enjoyments 
at  a  turtle  soup  party  the  other  day  at  my  friends’,  the  Messieurs 
Burnham — on  the  Bloomingdale  road,  about  three  miles  beyond 
Corporal  Thompson’s,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  beyond  Mr,  Griffin’s, 
half  a  mile  this  side  of  Col.  Struckman’s  (Striker’s  Bay),  and  with¬ 
in  a  mile  of  Capt.  Truesdell’s  (Abbey  Hotel).  [It  is  a  good  thing 
to  be  particular  in  pointing  out  locations  from  a  pulpit.] 

My  hearers  :  be  faithful  to  the  wife;  pay  her  all  the  attentions 
you  possibly  can.  Don’t  fiddle  about  among  other  wives,  because, 
if  you  do,  you  will  stand  a  chance,  like  my  friend  General  Scott, 
of  being  exposed  to  two  fires — one  in  front,  and  the  other  in  the 
rear.  Be  at  home  evenings,  and  at  all  times  when  she  has  a  pro¬ 
per  right  to  expect  you ;  be  kind  and  indulgent  to  her,  as  you  va¬ 
lue  hers  and  your  happiness ;  for,  if  you  foolishly  oppose  a  wo¬ 
man  in  your  ways,  you  face  an  enterprising  and  energetic  torna¬ 
do.  You  mustn’t  take  advantage  of  any  slight  failing  of  her  na- 
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ture ;  but  if  you  find  a  flaw,  instead  of  making  the  crack  wider  by 
pricking  and  punching,  you  must  cover  it  all  over  with  the  soft, 
soothing  and  all-healing  plaster  of  patience — and  you  will  find 
that  it  is  her  disposition  to  mend,  rather  than  to  make,  breaches. 
0,  do  not,  I  beseech  you,  my  dear  friends,  ever  misuse  your  better 
halves  !  They  were  never  fashioned  nor  built  with  sufficiently- 
strong  timber  to  stand  abuse ;  but,  rather,  to  be  cherished  and  pro¬ 
tected,  like  hot-house  plants,  as  they  are — screened  from  the  frosts 
and  sheltered  from  the  beating  storms  of  the  world.  Never  refuse 
them  any  wish  within  the  limits  of  your  circumstances — give  them 
a  kiss  when  you  feel  a  disposition  to  kick — do  all  in  your  power 
to  please  them — and,  no  matter  what  the  cost,  care  and  trouble 
may  amount  to,  they  will  repay  you  with  compound  kindness, 
and  gladly  look  after  the  ‘little  responsibilities’  attendant  upon 
the  matrimonial  state.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  OLD  MAIDS  AND  MATRIMONY. 

Text.—  There  lives  no  goose  so  gray,  but  soon  or  late 
Will  meet  some  honest  gander  for  its  mate. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  It  is  my  intention,  in  this  present  discourse, 
to  pour  the  balm  of  consolation  into  those  festering  wounds  of 
doubt  and  despondency  with  which  that  unfortunate  class  of  be¬ 
ings  called  Old  Maids  are  so  severely  afflicted.  If  I,  Dow,  Jr., 
the  high-pressure  preacher,  fail  in  affording  them  that  consolation 
which  they  so  earnestly  desire,  and  so  much  stand  in  need  of, 
their  cases  must  be  desperate  indeed,  and  past  medical,  moral  or 
ministerial  skill.  We  know  very  well,  my  friends,  that  women 
are  not  all  geese,  neither  are  men  all  ganders,  however  striking 
the  analogy  may  be  in  particular  instances;  nevertheless,  I  can 
make  an  application  of  my  text.  It  ought  to  be  a  source  of  great 
gratification  for  that  portion  of  the  female  sex  whose  hopes  of  ma¬ 
trimony  are  time-tattered  and  teasing,  to  know  that  every  goose — 
no  matter  how  old  it  may  be — will,  sooner  or  later,  find  some  ho¬ 
nest  gander  for  its  mate;  and  yet  when  I  tell  them  that  the  reason 
why  every  goose  finds  its  gander  is  solely  because  ganders  are 
allowed  a  plurality  of  wives,  I  don’t  know  but  they  will  sink  cor- 
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set-deep  into  despair,  and  give  up  for  lost,  ^et  it  is  so,  my  dear 
friends.  Geese  always  outnumber  the  ganders  ;  and,  were  it  not 
that  the  latter  possess  themselves  of  more  than  one  wife  each, 
thousands  of  the  former  would  be  destined  to  pick  their  grass  in 
solitary  pastures,  and  die  mateless.  Now,  when  we  come  to  allow 
the  necessary  deduction  for  the  havoc  that  war,  intemperance  and 
other  contingencies  make  in  the  ranks  of  the  male  part  of  man¬ 
kind,  we  shall  always  find  that  the  petticoat  tribe  claims  a  vast 
majority  throughout  the  world.  How,  then,  are  they  to  get  mar¬ 
ried  unless  a  plurality  of  wives  is  allowed  !  Now,  I  don’t  like  to 
preach  up  any  doctrine  that  is  calculated  to  go  against  the  popu¬ 
lar  grain  ;  but  my  private  opinion,  publicly  expressed,  is,  that  the 
present  artificial  state  of  society  is  an  outrageous  encioachment 
upon  the  rights  and  privileges  of  the  female  sex,  and  that  polyga¬ 
my  is  in  as  perfect  accordance  with  the  laws  of  Go-d  and  Nature 
as  is  the  union  between  five  gray  geese  and  a  white  gander.  It 
was  practised  in  the  good  old  primeval  times,  when  natuie  luled 
rather  than  fashion ;  and  the  women  were  all  happy  then,  if  they 
were  not  so  wfise  and  wicked  as  now. 

My  friends :  I  know  full  well  that  there  are  thousands  of  old 
maids,  covered  with  the  mildew  of  age  and  despondency,  who 
would  rather  have  a  half,  a  quarter,  a  fifth,  or  even  a  decimal  of 
a  husband,  than  no  husband  at  all ;  and  it  is  a  sin  and  a  shame 
that  such  vast  quantities  of  heaven’s  most  precious  material  should 
be  allowed  to  perish  in  celibacy,  because  the  matrimonial  market 
is  monopolized  by  the  miserable  minions  of  a  corrupt  and  venal 
custom.  As  the  world  is  constituted,  one  man  can  better  main¬ 
tain  three  women  than  one  woman  can  provide  for  herself ;  and 
posterity,  instead  of  suffering  in  consequence,  would  increase  like 
grasshoppers  in  the  middle  of  August.  It  was  intended  by  the 
all-wise  Maker  of  the  universe  that  every  woman  should  have  her 
mate,  as  well  as  every  goose  its  gander;  and  that  she  should  ac¬ 
complish,  before  death,  the  great  end  for  which  she  was  created. 
Therefore,  if  there  be  a  superfluity  of  the  feminine  gender  in  the 
world,  they  ought  to  be  divided  off  into  parcels,  great  and  small, 
and  every  man  choose  for  himself,  according  to  the  power  of  his 
physical  strength — the  length  and  breadth  of  his  affections — and 
the  depth  of  his  desires.  Every  unmarried  female  has  an  indispu¬ 
table  claim  upon  the  love  of  some  man ;  and  what,  allow  me  to 
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ask,  my  friends,  is  the  use  of  that  love  unless  it  be  boiled  down 
and' sugared  off  in  the  golden  kettle  of  Hymen1?  None  at  all. 
$Tou  might  as  well  undertake  to  suck  honey  from  the  contents  of 
i  barn-yard  because  bees  do  the  same,  as  to  suppose  you  can  taste 
he  true  spice  of  love  till  it  is  partaken  of  in  the  cake  of  matri¬ 
mony. 

My  dear  females  :  the  chances  for  all  of  you  being  made  happy 
n  the  holy  bonds  of  wedlock  look  rather  scrumptious,  I  must  con¬ 
fess.  My  heart  is  full  of  the  soothing  syrup  of  sympathy  for  you 
—but  that  can  never  alter  the  decrees  of  fate.  If  it  is  ordained  by 
Providence  that  you  are  to  die  old  maids,  my  preaching  can  no 
nore  avert  the  doom  than  it  can  abolish  the  everlasting  establish- 
id  system  of  future  punishment.  When  the  summer  of  your  lives 
s  drawing  to  a  close — when  your  rosy  charms  are  beginning  to 
ade  like  the  sprigs  upon  your  calicoes — and  when,  like  leafless, 
rineless  squashes,  you  have  grown  withered  and  yellow  in  the 
lole  October  of  existence — you  will  find  that  Cupid  will  disdain  to 
requent  your  autumnal  bowers :  and  the  shrubs  of  hope  that  line 
-our  pathways  to  the  tomb,  may  put  forth  buds  in  abundance ; 
•ut,  depend  upon  it,  they  never  can  blossom  in  the  frosty  atmo- 
phere  of  age.  Nevertheless,  my  dear  feminines,  if  you  do  but 
.ttend  well  to  the.  garden  of  the  mind,  in  life’s  early  spring — plant 
n  it  the  seeds  of  virtue,  modesty  and  wisdom,  and  ornament  it 
kith  the  flowers  of  learning,  it  will  present  greater  attractions  for 
;entlemen  of  worth,  than  all  the  silks,  kids,  ivory,  paint,  curls, 
;um,  whalebone  and  hog’s  bristles,  that  ever  a  nymph  of  the  pave 
ugged  down  the  lane  of  sin  to  perdition.  If  you  only  behave 
•ourselves,  and  keep  letting  out  a  hem  at  the  bottom  of  your  frocks 
.s  you  grow  tall  amid  the  vices  of  the  world,  and  don’t  flirt  too 
puck  while  the  feathers  upon  the  wings  of  vanity  are  beginning 
o  start — )'ou  will,  in  all  probability,  be  lucky  enough  to  amalga¬ 
mate  according  to  your  individual  desires,  and  put  forth  sprouts 
hat  shall,  bear  sprouts  to  sprout  again  from  posterity  to  posterity. 
>o  mote  it  be ! 
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ON  BOYHOOD. 

Text. — Sweet  age  of  blest  delusion !  blooming  boys, 

Ah !  revel  long  in  childhood’s  thoughtless  joys ! 

Alas !  the  day  will  come,  when  sports  like  these 
Must  lose  their  magic,  and  their  power  to  please. 

My  Hearers  :  All  that  is  bright,  bewitching  and  lovely  in  this 
world  is  a  mere  delusion  j  and  all  that  is  saddening,  sonowful  and 
gloomy  contains  more  or  less  of  the  substance  of  leality.  The 
first  belongs  to  childhood  and  youth  the  lattei,  to  manhood  and 
age.  If  man  could  only  travel  to  his  grave,  and  always  be  blest 
with  the  ideal  visions  of  childhood,  the  dread  demons  of  doubt 
and  despair  might  lash  their  tails,  and  howl  in  anger,  but  he  would 
heed  them  not.  If  the  green  plants  of  youth  did  not  wither  and 
fade  in  the  autumnal  frosts  of  age,  the  sepulchre  of  the  centenna- 
rian  would  be  surrounded  with  the  budding  flowerets  of  joy,  and 
no  dubious  fogs  would  ever  enshroud  the  bright  Elysium  of  the 
future.  He  would  scamper,  as  merry  as  a  cricket,  toward  the  pie- 
cipice  of  death,  and  leap  into  the  lap  of  heaven,  like  an  affection¬ 
ate  monkey  into  the  arms  of  his  master. 

My  dear  friends :  the  age  of  blest  delusion  is  certainly  that  of 
childhood.  During  that  delightful  season,  the  thorn-tree  is  cover¬ 
ed  with  silvery  blossoms— the  brier-bush  bends  with  its  burden  of 
berries— daisies  and  dandelions  overtop  the  young,  venomous  net¬ 
tles— and  the  bramble  blooms  with  beauty.  Every  departing 
shower  wears  a  rainbow  upon  its  bosom ;  and  the  streaks  of  sun¬ 
shine  that  intervene  in  youth’s  cloudiest  day  are  wider  than  those 
of  age  by  about  seventeen  feet  and  a  half,  at  the  least  calculation. 

•  To  the  child  all  things  are  wrapped  in  the  gauzy  veil  of  delusion. 
The  morning  mists  that  sleep  upon  the  mountain  seem  as  though 
the  spider-spirits  of  heaven  had  woven  there  their  webs  to  entan¬ 
gle  the  sylphs  on  their  journey  to  the  flowery  vale  below.  The 
rusty  hours  that  roll  heavily  by  the  aged  flit  past  the  careless 
young,  scoured  as  bright  as  a  brass  kettle.  Sorrow  never  hoveis 
long  over  their  happy  bowers.  She  only  drops,  in  her  flight,  an 
occasional  feather  from  her  raven  pinions— and  that  is  soon  waft¬ 
ed  by  the  zephyrs  into  the  dead  lake  ol  forgetfulness.  Ills  has¬ 
ten  by  them  in  an  instant  and  disappear  for  ever,  like  the  shadows 
of  wind-driven  clouds  that  scud  over  the  landscape,  and  leturn  no 
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more.  0,  my  friends !  I  know  when  I  was  a  child  I  was  as  hap¬ 
py  as  a  ’coon  in  a  corn-field ,  because  life  was  new — the  world 
was  new— and  I  was  new  myself.  1  ran,  frisked  and  frolicked 
over  the  sunny  lawns  like  a  lamb  let  loose  from  its  fold,  and  ne¬ 
ver  thought  of  the  trials  and  vexations  that  were  to  come  down 
upon  me,  like  a  sack  of  salt,  in  after  years.  Then  the  smiling 
face  of  creation  was  without  a  wrinkle,  and  not  a  grease-spot  nor 
a  tobacco-spit  blemished  the  gray  carpet  of  earth.  I  gathered  po¬ 
sies  in  abundance,  and  wove  lovely  wreaths,  where  now  the  this¬ 
tle  rears  its  mocking  head,  and  the  burdock  frowns  upon  the  toad- 
plantain  below.  The  fingers  of  Fancy  were  ever  busy  in  fabri¬ 
cating  fairy  castles  of  delight.  Even  the  scattered  pieces  of 
Hope’s  broken  pitcher  flew  together  at  the  magic  touch  of  her 
wand,  and  a  new  vessel,  brighter  than  the  golden  goblet  of  Mam¬ 
mon,  appeared  before  me.  Imagination,  thou,  was  a  meie  fledge¬ 
ling.  She  seldom  tried  her  unpractised  wings  beyond  the  hilltops 
of  her  home;  nor  did  she  venture  to  explore  the  dark  mazes  of  the 
future,  where  the  embryos  of  man’s  miseries  lie  hatching  in  the 
moonlight  of  sin.  No,  she  staid  more  at  home — cultivated  my 
little  garden  of  comfort— and  fed  me  with  apples  gathered  from 
ideal  orchards  nearer  at  hand.  These,  my  friends,  were  some  of 
the  joys  which  childhood  furnished  ;  but  they  were  all  a  delusion 
— a  humbug — a  hoax — a  decided  take-in. 

My  beloved  friends  :  it  cannot  be  expected  that  I  should  address 
boys,  who  have  barely  shed  their  petticoats,  so  as  to  be  well  un¬ 
derstood  by  them:  therefore,  I  shall  apostrophize :— Blooming 
boys !  It  almost  causes  black  hairs  to  shoot  again  from  my  win¬ 
ter-killed  caput  to  see  you  thus  revel  in  the  sweets  of  enjoyment 
— to  behold  with  what  emotions  of  delight  you  spin  your  tops,  fly 
your  kites,  and  roll  your  hoops;  and  I  grieve  to  think  how  soon 
all  your  precious  toys  will  be  wrested  from  your  grasps  by  the 
iron  clutches  of  Time;  how  soon  the  day  will  come  when  your 
large  slices  of  boyish  bliss,  which  are  now  buttered  on  both  sides, 
will  not  be  buttered  at  all.  Every  dog  has  his  day,  says  the  pro¬ 
verb,  and  I  can  assure  you,  my  dear  juveniles,  that  every  puppy 
also  has  his  day.  As  soon  as  you  put  on  the  boots,  trowsers  and 
surtout  of  manhood,  you  will  feel  as  though  you  had  been  driven 
out  of  Paradise  into  a  world  of  wo ;  for  then  you  can  no  longer 
brood  under  the  sheltering  wings  of  ignorance,  and  the  thorns  of 
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knowledge  will  goad  you  on  every  side.  Then  the  veil  of  delu¬ 
sion  will  be  drawn  aside,  and  the  mournful  realms  of  reality  ap¬ 
pear.  Then  shall  the  fires  of  love,  ambition,  env}’,  jealousy  and 
revenge  be  kindled  upon  the  altars  of  your  hearts;  and  Peace,  af¬ 
frighted,  shall  wing  her  way  to  her  native  heaven,  with  her  tail- 
feathers  scorched,  while  Memory  sits  and  sighs  over  the  moulder¬ 
ing  relics  of  youth. 

My  dear  friends:  the  dark  days  of  evil  are  upon  us,  and  we 
must  now  light  up  the  lamps  of  morality  and  brotherly  love.  We 
have  been  borne  upon  the  chariot  of  years  far  away  from  our  ear¬ 
ly  joys,  and  landed  in  this  gloomy  wild,  where  the  toad-stools  of 
trouble  spring  up  in  a  night,  and  cares  grow  spontaneously :  but 
socialism  and  friendship  can  also  flourish  there,  if  properly  culti¬ 
vated.  They  put  forth  blossoms  of  gold  to  him  whose  childish 
sports  are  past — whose  youthful  anticipations  are  over;  and  the 
blighting  blasts  of  the  tomb  cannot  rob  them  of  their  fragrance. 
So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  WHALES  AND  LITTLE  FISHES. 

Text. — There’s  now  and  then  a  whale,  you  know, 

But  lots  of  little  fishes. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  I’m  a  whale,  and  no  mistake.  It  is  not  be¬ 
cause  I  contain  a  superabundance  of  blubber  that  I  am  a  whale, 
but  rather  for  the  reason  that  I  am  so  given  to  spouting.  There 
are  thousands  that  consider  me  to  be  a  whale  of  the  largest  spe¬ 
cies,  while  I,  in  return  for  their  foolishness,  look  upon  them  as 
very  small  fry  indeed,  and  scarcely  worthy  of  a  mud-gudgeon’s 
notice.  The  fact  is,  my  friends,  this  billowy  world,  in  which  we 
are  spawned,  may  be  properly  considered  one  vast  ocean,  and  its 
inhabitants,  fishes  of  all  sorts,  sizes,  grades,  and  classes.  Some 
are  scaly,  some  are  slimy,  some  are  soft,  some  are  smooth,  and 
some  are  solid  and  consistent,  clean  through,  from  the  dorsal  to 
the  ventral  fin.  Of  the  scaly  tribe  I  may  mention  those  suckers 
belonging  to  the  body  loaferish,  that  never  rise  to  the  surface  of 
respectability,  but  are  always  grovelling  in  the  mud  of  corruption, 
whose  sole  study  appears  to  be  to  see  how  much. they  can  get 
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without  the  least  physical  exertion  ;  and  who  would  rather  rile  to 
hell  in  a  hand-cart  than  walk  to  heaven  supported  by  the  staff  of 
industry.  The  slimy  sort  are  those  who  make  pretensions  to  up¬ 
rightness  and  purity  of  character,  and  yet  are  the  lowest  and  filthi¬ 
est  of  the  whole  homo-fisho  tribe.  They  look  -well  enough  out¬ 
wardly,  but  they  won’t  do  to  handle.  The  gloss  that  glows  upon 
|:hem  is  but  the  glutinous  exuberance  of  iniquitous  deception-;  and 
ao  one  who  has  the  moral  courage  to  meddle  with  them  can  ever 
vome  off  with  clean  hands.  They  swim  up  the  brackish  creeks 
}f  pollution — riot  in  all  kinds  of  debaucheries — then  come  back 
md  rub  their  slime  upon  the  silks  and  satins  of  virtuous  society; 
md  sport  about  in  the  sunny  wave  of  independence,  as  though 
hey  were  the  gold-fish  of  admiration,  and  everybody  else  nothing 
>ut  lamprey-eels  and  bull-heads.  These  are  the  silly  fish,  my 
'riends,  that  bite  at  every  bait  of  pleasure  which  the  devil  throws 
>ut,  and  are  so  often  caught  but  let  go  again  to  feed  and  fatten  on 
he  fruits  of  their  own  follies  till  they  become  lit  for  that  table 
vhich  is  kept  constantly  spread  in  the  great  cellar-kitchen  of  Beel- 
:ebub.  The  soft  species,  my  friends,  are  the  dandies,  with  more 
fills  than  brains — whose  vanity  makes  a  very  good  pickle  in  cold 
veather  when  mixed  with  a  plenty  of  sauce  and  impudence.  The 
imooth  kind  are  those  whom  it  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  style 
gentlemen.  The  scales  of  vulgarity  upon  their  backs  are  so  fine 
md  delicate  that  they  are  scarcely  susceptible  to  the  touch  of  sen¬ 
sibility  ;  and  yet,  when  seen  through  the  magnifying  glass  of  jea- 
ousy  or  envy,  they  protrude  in  every  direction  like  the  hairs  of  a 
:at  when  molested  by  some  mischief-making  dog.  The  solid  and 
insistent  are  those  who  are  blessed  with  more  common  sense  than 
earning — who  are  so  loaded  down  with  reason  that  they  never 
loat  on  the  surface  of  the  world’s  wide  sea  for  the  purpose  of 
atching  those  female  gilded  flies  of  fashion  which  are  ever  sport- 
ng  in  the  sunshine  of  etiquette.  No — they  swum  deeper  in  the 
vaters  of  sound  judgment  and  pick  up  the  pearls  that  the  foolish 
.nd  extravagant  cast  from  them.  They  are  fishes  of  more  intel- 
ect  than  bladder,  and  of  more  honesty  than  conceit. 

My  worthy  hearers  :  take  the  world  as  a  whole,  it  is  a  unison 
d  small  potatoes  and  little  fishes ;  but  there  is  now  and  then  a 
vhale  that  comes  swimming  up  the  harbor  of  society,  causing  the 
vaves  of  excitement  to  roll  with  unwonted  fury,  wuiile  myriads  oi 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


132 

little  fishes  gape  with  wonder  and  astonishment.  There  is  a  Ger¬ 
man  lady,  for  instance,  called  Fanny  Elssler,  who  has  learned  the 
art  of  putting  one  leg  before  the  other,  and  the  other  considerably 
higher  than  one,  in  a  very  scientific  manner.  She  is  thought  to 
he  a  whale  of  the  very  largest  species ;  but  she  is  nothing  more 
than  a  note  of  admiration,  after  all— a  mere  point  in  the  book  ol 
decency — nothing  more  than  a  woman  wreathed  with  the  artificial 
flowers  of  homage — more  admired  than  respected,  and  more  talk¬ 
ed  of  by  th'e  supercilious  and  extravagant  than  courted  by  the  wise 
and  good.  Still,  wherever  she  goes,  ten  thousand  little  fishes  fol¬ 
low  in  her  wake,  with  mouths  wide  open  with  wonder,  ready  to 
sacrifice  both  money  and  character  for  the  sake  of  gratifying  some 
unhallowed  desire,  which  they  can  no  more  account  for  than  a 
young  duck  can  for  its  natural  antipathy  to  overshoes  and  um¬ 
brellas. 

My  dear  friends :  you  are  all  little  fishes  in  the  sight  of  Omni¬ 
potence;  but  you  shouldn’t  make  yourselves  smaller  than  you  re¬ 
ally  are.  Because  you  happen  to  come  across  an  occasional  whale, 
it  is  the  very  syrup  of  nonsense  to  draw  yourselves  up  into  an  al¬ 
most  imperceptible  speck  of  animation,  through  a  fearful  respect 
for  nominal  greatness ;  for,  though  comparatively  small  in  your 
own  estimation,  you  may  one  day  become  whales  yourselves,  by 
the  aid  of  fortune  or  circumstances,  to  be  worshipped  by  mermaids, 
sea-horses,  scullions  and  catfish.  But,  my  dear  friends,  if  you 
would  pay  a  little  less  regard  to  whales,  and  stand  more  in  awe  of 
the  multitude  of  land-sharks  that  depredate  so  much  in  this  world  of 
credulity,  folly  and  ignorance,’ you  would  be  safe  ip  the  beginning, 
safer  in  the  middle,  and  better  off  in  the  end.  The  whole  commu¬ 
nity  is  composed  of  a  scaly  shoal  of  fishes  that  prey  upon  one  an¬ 
other,  instead  of  praying  for  one  another,  as  they  ought  to  do. 
The  weaker  fall  victims  to  the  stronger,  and  the  stronger  are  ren¬ 
dered  stronger  still  by  the  servile  stupidity  of  the  weaker.  The 
only  way  for  a  man  to  get  through  this  world  without  chafing  the 

skin  from  his  elbows  is,  to  assume  the  form  and  appearance  of  a 

/ 

whale,  and  make  all  the  slashing  he  can,  when  the  tide  of  public 
favor  once  sets  upon  him.  If  he  only  does  this,  he  will  cross  the 
channel  of  existence  as  smoothly  as  a  sail-boat  in  a  gentle  breeze, 
and  finally  land  upon  the  shore  of  eternity  as  safely  and  soundly 
as  a  clam  upon  a  sand-bank.  So  mote  it  be! 
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ON  PETTICOAT  INFLUENCE. 

Text. — Petticoat  influence  is  a  great  reproach, 

V\  hich  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be  thought 
To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach; 

But  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are  brought 
By  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney  coach, 

I  for  one  venerate  a  petticoat — 

A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity, 

No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. — Byron. 

My  Hearers  :  1  ou  may  look  upon  it  as  peddling  small  potatoes 
for  me  to  preach  about  such  comparatively  insignificant  things  as 
petticoats;  but  I  don  t  think  so.  There  is  something  sublime, 
mysterious,  potent  and  soul-enthralling  in  a  petticoat.  The  influ¬ 
ence  that  it  exerts  over  the  hearts  of  men  is  no  less  powerful  than 
:t  is  mysterious.  Its  magnetic  properties  I  never  could  rationally 
explain  and  still  1  think  I  have  looked  about  as  deep  into  the 
[subject  as  any  man  of  my  number  of  years.  Yes,  my  friends,  a 
letticoat  puzzles  me  and  my  philosophy  most  extensively.  It 
nakes  no  difference  as  to  what  kind  of  stuff  it  be  made  of,  whe- 
.her  silk,  dimity,  russet,  or  red  flannel,  its  attractive  and  capturing 
power  is  nearly  all  the  same.  It  has  that  same  property  of  at- 
xacting  the  needle  of  man’s  affections  to  one  particular  spot,  even 
is  the  magnet  is  attracted  towards  the  pole,  or  as  the  lips  of  lovers 
are  approximated  by  some  magical  and  mystical  influence. 

M}  dear  hearers  :  a  petticoat  is  no  great  shakes  after  all  when 
t  hang>  fluttering  upon  a  clothes-line.  Hundreds,  ay  thousands, 
jnay  pass  by  it  without  feeling  disturbed  in  the  least  about  that 
(sensitive  region  of  the  heart  where  Love  builds  her  downy  nest, 
|t Ieaves  and  then  a  thorn  of  care  protruding  from  its  sides: 
>ut  just  hitch  this  mysterious  garment  upon  the  back  of  a  femi- 
line  beauty  let  it  gently  swing  to  and  fro,  according  to  the  dic- 
ates  of  affectation  and  pride,  and  a  saucy  young  "hurricane  will 
5 weep  thiough  the  bosom  of  each  male  beholder,  and  cause  him 
o  apply  the  grappling-irons  of  resolution  to  his  l*eart,  lest  its  brit- 
le  threads  be  snapped,  and  the  whole  precious  concern  be  carried 
iwaj  for  e\  er.  Petticoat  influence,  from  some  cause  or  other,  is 
:onsidered  to  be  a  great  reproach,  inasmuch  as  those  who  obey  it 
he  most  are  the  very  ones  who  crawl  out  from  under  its  hems 
ind  declare  that  it  has  no  more  effect  upon  them  than  a  glass  of 


134  SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 

ginv  or  any  other  diuretic  has  upon  the  clouds  in  time  of  drought. 
But,  my  friends,  I  don’t  see  why  it  should  be  thought  a  reproach. 
There  is  no  harm,  I  am  sure,  of  being  under  the  influence  of  a 
petticoat  that  enfolds  a  pure,  beautiful  and  virtuous  lump  of  fe-  } 
male  corporeity;  but  it  is  truly  contaminating  to  be  confined  in  the 
atmosphere  of  one  that  shakes  vice  from  its  folds,  and  drags  its 
nether  extremity  through  the  mud  and  filth  of  iniquity.  It  is  your 
own  fault,  my  young  friends,  if  you  are  governed  by  one  of  this  | 
description.  If  you  follow  one  of  these  into  the  dark  alleys  of 
lewdness,  you  are  just  as  foolish  as  a  fish  is  that  bites  at  a  led 
woollen  rag,  or  an  eel  that  hangs  on  to  the  bob  bejond  the  sur* 
face  of  the  water. 

f  0,  my  dear  friends :  if  you  are  to  be  swayed  by  any  of  the  pet¬ 
ticoat  tribe,  I  pray  you  to  let  those  rule  who  wear  the  white  dimi¬ 
ties  of  virtue,  morality  and  heart-born  love.  They  are  sub-angels 
whom  the  angels  of  heaven  have  deputed  to  sojourn  for  a  season 
upon  earth,  not  only  to  scatter  fresh  roses  along  the  path  of  man, 
but  to  eradicate  every  noxious  weed  that  grows  in  the  flower-bed 
of  his  affections.  You  needn’t  be  ashamed  of  such  petticoat  influ¬ 
ence  as  this— for  it  is  as  wholesome  as  bean  porridge  to  a  peasant 
—but  take  a  petticoat,  my  friends,  that  has  been  washed  in  the 
soapsuds  of  matrimony,  and  you  will  often  find  that  the  mysteri- 
ousness  of  its  power  is  all  gone — washed  out  vanished.  It|| 
puissance  is  then  a  matter  of  comprehensive  reality:  you  can  un¬ 
derstand  it  without  the  aid  of  an  interpreter.  Marriage  sometimes 
gives  man  a  good  boost  towards  the  summit  of  eaithl^  happiness ^ 
and  it  not  unfrequently  places  him  in  a  soul-galling  bondage, 
whence  there  is  no  backing  out— no  retreating— no  climbing  over 

_ and  no  breaking  through.  This  connubial  petticoat  influence 

is  decidedly  a  reproach  j  and  well  may  its  sheepish  subjects  hang 
their  heads  with  shame  while  they  acknowledge  their  servility.  I 
always  turn  the  cock  to  the  fountain  of  my  sympathy  on  all  such 
pusillanimous  fools,  and  let  them  work  out  their  own  salvation 
with  fear,  trembling,  washing  dishes,  and  peeling  potatoes.  The 
idea  of  men  calling  themselves  lords  of  the  soil,  when  not  one 
half  of  them  are  masters  of  their  own  homes,  is  so  ridiculous  that 
I  shall  waste  none  of  my  valuable  wind  in  blowing  words  at  it. 
We’ll  let  that  pass— as  the  pigs  said  of  the  steam  locomotive. 

My  friends  :  I  venerate  a  petticoat ;  and  so  might  any  one  who 
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.  has  moral  courage  sufficient  to  protect  himself  from  its  despotic  ar- 
hiti  tment.  Take  it  on  the  whole,  it  is  a  chastener,  purifier,  refi- 
ln-i  comforter  and  corrector  of  man.  Man  without  woman  is  a 
Ru  stei  slovenly  in  dress,  uncouth  in  appearance,  abrupt  in  man¬ 
ner;-,  and  vulgar  in  conversation.  He  is  indebted  to  the  petticoat 
ioi  all  his  polish,  his  manly  qualities,  and  his  heavenly  virtues  3 
ami  I  hope  always  to  see  this  article  respected  for  the  sake  of  the 
good  it  has  wrought  and  is  daily  working  in  this  world  of  sin  and 
iniquity. 

But,  my  dear  friends,  petticoats  are  getting  to  be  worn  rather 
>oo  short,  at  the  present  day,,  to  effect  much  good.  Some  don’t 
even  wear  any  at  all.  You  know,  as  well  as  I,  that  most  of  our 
modern  female  dancers,  in  order  to  make  as  great  a  display  as  pos¬ 
sible,  and  to  exhibit  all  their  attractive  qualities,  wear  not  even  an 
apology  for  a  virtue-protectory  and  the  consequence  is,  they  take 
a  vhole  community  by  storm,  and  sacrifice  their  own  reputations 
n  obtaining  the  conquest.  Therefore,’  my  dear  brethren,  be  cau¬ 
tious,  be  careful  of  petticoat  influence.  Be  not  brought  under  it 
.  too  hastily,  and  neither  keep  altogether  without  the  pale  of  its 
powers— but  pursue  a  medium  course,  and  all  the  honor,  the  glory 
and  the  praise  shall  be  yours,  world  without  end.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  OLDEN  AND  PRESENT  TIMES. 

1 1  xt.  Old  Time  !  Old  Time  !  you’ve  passed  away, 

And  men  have  sadly  altered 3 
The  robber  walks  amid  the  day, 

Unchided  and  unhaltered. 

The  statesman  talks  away  his  time, 

And  leaves  the  people  starving  3 
The  scales  of  justice  lean  to  crime, 

And  doctors  cure  by  carving.— J.  E.  Dow 

L’ll_  Dear  Hearers:  Refinement  and  corruption  are  always  found 
t0 1  be  wedded  together.  They  are  so  closely  allied  that  it  is  diffi- 
cu  to  distinguish  which  from  which,  or  t’other  from  t’other.  In 
fac  ’  retinement,  such  as  we  boast  of  at  the  present  day,  is  nothing 
b  V  a  mass  of  corruption,  coated  with  a  beautiful  exterior  of  hy- 
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political  pretension.  Old  Time  has  not  wholly  passed  away,  a? 
my  text  might  seem  to  imply ;  for  he  is  destined  to  drive  his  cha¬ 
riot  (the  wheels  to  which  are  rolling  years)  into  the  edge  of  eter¬ 
nity,  before  he  can  he  reckoned  among  the  has  beens  ;  but  old 
times  have  passed  away,  and  present  times  have  fallen  into  such 
a  state  of  degeneracy,  that  I  doubt  much  whether  we  shall  have 
any  times  at  all,  by-and-by.  We  talk  of  improvement!  Whal 
kind  of  improvement  do  we  make  %  Man,  after  having  soared 
upon  the  wings  of  science  to  the  celestial  cities  of  the  stars,  and 
explored  the  aerial  desert  of  space— having  gone  up  in  balloons 
among  the  dark  billowy  clouds,  and  ascertained,  by  analyzation. 
the  component  parts  of  thunder  and  lightning— is,  after  all,  farthei 
off  from  heaven  now  than  he  was  five  hundred  or  five  thousanc 
years  ago.  By  the  aid  of  telescopes  and  a  kind  of  delusive  fan¬ 
cy,  he  brings  objects  from  above  apparently  near,  and  then  fool¬ 
ishly  imagines  that  he  at  last  has  arrived  at  the  very  door-step  oi 

of  heaven  !  What  folly  !  what  vainness  ! 

Why,  my  friends,  to  tell  you  the  plain  truth,  as  we  advance  sci¬ 
entifically,  intellectually  and  socially,  we  digress  morally.  There 
is  no  more  mistake  about  it  than  there  is  in  twice  two.  Good  mo¬ 
rals  can’t  exist  where  fashion  and  refinement  are  associated  with 
vice.  You  might  as  soon  think  of  catching  trout  from  a  putrid 
pool,  or  of  breeding  mosquitoes  from  a  living  spring.  The  mo¬ 
rals  of  this  and  every  community  have,  for  a  long  time,  been  grow¬ 
ing  downward,  like  a  cow’s  tail,  while  vice  keeps  turning  up  and 
curling  under,  like  the  posterioral  embellishment  of  a  cur.  As 
the  accomplished  arts  flourish,  morality  is  left  in  the  shade :  ana 
it  cannot  grow  while  such  weeds  are  sapping  it  of  its  vitality. 
While  this  state  of  things  remains,  man  may  grow. wiser  and  wiser 
with  each  returning  day  ;  but,  depend  upon  it,  he  can  become  no 
better.  We  have  among  us  a  swarm  of  tinkers  of  public  morals; 
but  while  they  endeavor  to  stop  one  hole,  they  are  sure  to  make 
ten  more— if  they  don’t  even  expose  their  own  rottenness.  In 
fact  my  friends,  morals  are  like  an  old  shirt  :  they  may  look 
cleaner  for  washing,  but,  at  the  same  time,  they  are  worse  than 
ever,  and  more  liable  to  rip  in  the  back.  The  only  way  to  for¬ 
ward  the  growth  of  morality  is  to  cut  away  and  make  a  bonfire  ol 
all  such  noxious  brushwood  as  avarice,  cupidity,  venality,  fash¬ 
ion,  and  selfishness ;  and  then  it  will  flourish  spontaneously  upon 
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ie  uncultivated  soil  of  the  heart,  and  make  man  appear  as  he 
nee  was — pure,  spotless  and  undefiled. 

.  My  dear  hearers:  it  is  a  melancholy  truth  that  man  has  sadly 
ltered.  I  don’t  believe  he  looks  any  more  like  the  model  which 
le  Creator  made  as  a  pattern  for  us  all,  than  a  ribbed-nosed  bab¬ 
oon  like  Prince  Albert  or  the  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands.  His 
noral  attributes  are  not  the  same,  and  his  exterior  has  lost  all  its 
riginal  marks.  0,  how  degenerate  is  man!  and  0,  how  corrup- 
on  oozes  from  the  sores  of  society  !  Not  only  the  professional 
obber  walks  unchided  and  unhaltered  in  the  broad  light  of  day, 
ut  you  also — yes,  you,  ye  unceremonious  robbers — all  of  you, 
re  permitted  to  rob  one  another,  ‘  by  way  of  trade,’  as  the  saying 
>,  or,  in  other  words,  ‘just  for  a  lark,’  with  perfect  impunity. 
res,  you  lie,  cheat,  and  steal  all  the  week,  for  the  sake  of  Mam- 
lon,  then  go  to  church  and  pile  up  your  sins  at  the  foot  of  the 
ltar,  and  then  hurrah  for  more  money,  either  by  fair  or  by  foul 
leans.  You  dare  not  deny  it,  you  sin-scathed  sons  of  avarice, 
lat  many  of  you  have  been  known  to  drive  over  dead  mendicants’ 
ones,  on  your  unhallowed  errands  of  venality;  and  I  have  no 
oubt  that  many  of  you  are  only  free  from  the  charge  of  picking 
ennies  from  a  blind  beggar’s  hat  on  the  ground  that  no  opportu- 
,ity  has  yet  been  afforded.  Now,  my  friends,  you  must  know 
hat  you  are  paying  a  very  heavy  tax  for  the  privilege  of  being 
miserable ;  and  I  really  wonder  that  you  don’t  bring  about  a  re- 
orm  of  self-government,  and  let  peace,  .contentment,  and  happi- 
less  once  more  hang  their  evergreen  wreaths  in  the  blighted  bow¬ 
l's  of  the  heart. 

Our  congressmen,  my  friends,  what  are  they  %  Nothing  but 
blood-suckers  upon  the  cheek  of  Uncle  Sam.  They  talk  and  drink 
or  eight  dollars  a  day,  and  you  have  to  stand  the  treat.  Don’t 
>e  deceived.  While  they  pretend  to  strengthen  the  pillars  which 
support  our  temple  of  liberty,  they  are  often,  by  their  very  acts, 
undermining,  its  base;  and  you  mustn’t  be  surprised  if  the  whole 
’abric  comes  down,  one  of  these  days,  with  an  awful  crash,  and 
ipon  its  ruins  spring  up  the  deadly  upas  of  despotism.  The  fact 
leed  not  be  concealed  that  our  senators  and  representatives  who 
are  now  feeding  upon  government  fodder,  at  the  District  of  Co¬ 
lumbia,  will  gamble  at  the  faro  banks — play  cards — throw  dice — 
make  use  of  profane  language — quarrel — fight  duels — and  drink 
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gin-cocktails.  It  is  true  they  go  to  church,  but  it  is  for  form’s  M 
sake.  They  seldom  read  their  Bibles,  and  their  bosoms  are  well- 
stuffed  with  selfish  pride  and  vanity.  Instead  of  walking  and  [P 
watching  upon  the  watch-towers  of  the  nation,  they  are  loafing, 
idling  and  blackguarding  their  time  away ;  therefore,  don  t  be  de-  5 
ceived,  I  repeat,  in  your  estimation  of  them  over  such  hewers  of  u 
wood  and  drawers  of  water  as  we  common  folks  are.  They  may  > 
preach  as  much  as  they  please  about  the  rights  and  privileges  of  t 
the  poor ;  all  they  care  for  is  the  glory  and  honor  of  their  stations,  o 
They  are  always  ready  to  sacrifice  paltry  words  for  the  sake  of  n 
freeedom,  but  you  don’t  catch  them  sacrificing  anything  of  greater  $ 
value.  They  ask  you  to  give  them  a  boost  into  the  tree  of  office; 
and  what  do  they  do  I— they  eat  the  apples,  and  then  throw  the 
cores  at  your  heads.  Such  are  our  statesmen,  and  such  is  man  at 
the  present  day.  Our  doctors  are  working  hard  for  death  and  the 
devil  on  shares.  There  was  a  time  when  they  could  live  and  let 
live;  but  now  they  cut  and  slash  at  poor  humanity,  as  though  it 
were  an  inanimate  piece  of  clay.  They  feed  the  jaws  of  the  se-  j 
pulchre  with  all  the  coldness  and  sangfroid  that  ever  a  menagerie  is 
keeper  threw  a  pluck  to  a  tiger.  But  I  will  not  dilate  upon  this  ;; 

uncongenial  topic. 

My  hearers :  as  the  good  old  days  are  gone  for  ever,  and  ne\er 
more  to  return,  we  must  try  to  prevent  the  rust,  which  has  now 
gathered  upon  the  times,  from  spreading  farther,  rather  than,  in 
useless  endeavors,  to  rub  it  wholly  off.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  j 
try,  there  will  be  no  trouble  in  getting  smoothly  on,  until  you  ar-  3 
rive  at  that  blessed  country  where  the  times  are  first-rate,  and  \ 
strict  morality  prevails  for  ever  and  ever.  So  mote  it  be 


THE  GLOOM  AND  SUNSHINE  OF  THE  HEART. 

Text.— The  deep  blue  sky  hath  turned  to  gray, 

And  chilling  is  the  wintry  air; 

The  earth  seems  sad  and  drear  to-day, 

‘  But  look  within— ’tis  summer  there  ! 

My  Hearers  :  Winter  once  more  is  upon  us.  The  earth,  stnpt 
of  its  gay  garlands  and  lovely  wreaths,  now  appears  in  robes  of 
sadness  and  sorrow.  The  sky  wears  a  cheerless  aspect  the  mu- 
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[the  wild  birds  has  ceased — and  the  velvet- lined  cradles  of 
-born  flowers  have  become  their  sepulchres.  The  variegai- 
pet  of  the  landscape  is  soiled  by  the  footsteps  of  the  frost- 
and  looks  as  if  it  had  been  spit  upon  with  tobacco-juice  by 
spiteful  spirit  of  air.  Nature,  too,  looks  as  saturnine  as  a 
n  a  cloister,  and  as  down  in  the  mouth  as  a  dying  dog-fish. 
B  comes  howling  from  his  cold  northern  home,  or  whistles  a 
"holy  dirge  over  the  grave  of  the  year,  while  matronly  Earth 
of  her  green  gown — lies  lifeless  and  inanimate,  with  her 
bared  to  the  freezing  blast.  The  Sun  looks  out  from  the 
south  with  a  sickly  face,  and  a  gray  ness  overspreads  the 
3ut  notwithstanding,  ray  friends,  the  aspect  without  is  cold 
intry,  those  of  you  who  are  blest  with  comfortable  homes 
hzing  fires,  can  take  a  peep  into  your  own  bosoms,  and  find 
mmer  is  there  !  The  heart  hath  all  seasons  for  its  own,  but 
Dn't  always  come  in  rotation  like  those  of  the  year,  any 
ran  geese  always  march  single-file  when  they  go  to  drink, 
friends  :  could  I  now  look  into  the  hearts  of  the  multitude 
me,  I  should  find  all  sorts  of  seasons.  With  some  it  is 
—where  the  young  buds  of  hope  are  just  beginning  to  swell 
:e  the  plants  of  pleasure  are  fresh  and  green,  and  flourish 
l  the  warm  stm  of  anticipation.  With  others  it  is  summer 
re  each  blossom  of  joy  is  full-blown — where  the  climbing 
[ambition  finds  a  fostering  for  each  tendril — and  where  the 
f  love  are  blooming  unblighted  by  the  frosts  of  disappoint- 
nd  untorn  by  the  raging  storm  of  jealousy.  With  others  it 
nn — where  melancholy  gives  a  yellow  tinge  to  every  earth- 
yment — where  flowers  of  joy  are  fading — and  where  a  so- 
fiange  is  silently  destroying  the  soul’s  summer  beauties, 
•thers,  too,  it  is  winter ;  where  the  bosom  is  as  destitute  of 
=ss  as  a  meadow  of  daisies  in  December — where  the  snow- 
f  discontentment  obstruct  the  paths  of  peace — where  the 
rinds  of  want  and  wretchedness  continually  howl  round  a 
;serled  heart — and  where  sorrows  come  borne  upon  storms, 
iw-birds  to  the  cottager’s  door. 

iear  friends :  I  want  you  now,  at  this  inclement  season  of 
r,  to  exercise  philanthropy  and  pity  :  and  show  your  gene- 
Dwards  those  who  have  a  winter  within  as  well  as  with- 
|pon  the  hearthstones  of  whose  hearts  not  a  coal  of  com- 
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fort  can  be  found  as  big  as  tbe  smallest  of 'two  pieces  of  chm 
know  very  well  that  you  all  say  you  feel  for  those  unhappy 
ings  whom  Fortune  sees  fit  to  frown  upon ;  but  you  don’t  ie 
your  pockets  for  them,  as  you  ought  to  do.  Sympathy,  act 
panied  with  a  sixpence,  is  of  some  value ;  but  pity,  bestowed  \  I 
out  a  penny,  is  of  no  more  use  than  prayers  without  penitence, : 
many  of  you  were  to  cast  only  a  single  cent  into  the  lap  of 
verty  to  every  sixpence  you  drop  into  the  ocean  of  useless  e. 
vagance,  multitudes  of  the  poor  might  be  made  comfortable 
happy,  where  now  they  stand  just  about  as  much  chance  o. 
caping  pelting  after  pelting  as  a  grasshopper  in  a  hail-storrr 
know,  my  well-off  friends,  that  you  are  inclined  to  look  with  < 
passion  upon  a  fellow  being  in  distress;  but  the  rough  threa 
avarice  and  parsimony  are  so  inwoven  in  your  natures,  that  1 
will  exhibit  a  roughness,  in  spite  of  all  artificial  brushing.  \  | 
you  see  a  silver-haired  old  man  tottering  along  the  street, 
nought  but  a  few  filthy  rags  to  protect  his  time-bent  back 
the  pitiless  storm— and  when  you  know  that  he  would  be  th 
ful  for  the  privilege  of  sharing  even  a  bone  with  your  dog- 
naturally  pity  his  condition,  and  wonder  how  the  public  Cc 
so  hard-hearted  as  not  to  contribute  to  his  relief.  Then  le 
needy  old  mendicant  approach  you  and  extend  his  palsied  han 
charity,  and  you  instinctively  turn  upon  your  heel,  as  mm 
to  say,  A  shattered,  miserable  wreck  of  humanity  like  him  i 
worth’the  trouble  of  repairing  :  he  had  better  be  out  of  the\ 

than  in  it ! 

0,  my  friends !  this  wealthy  and  wicked  city  has  some  a 
sins  of  omission  yet  to  answer  for.  A  short  time  since,  on  a 
freezing  night,  when  hundreds  and  hundreds  were  enjoying  1 
selves  even  beyond  enjoyment — in  the  ball  room,  the  theatre 
the  pot-house— and  while  the  sounds  of  revelry  echoed  fror 
halls  of  dissipation — a  poor,  fatherless,  motherless,  homelesi 
friendless  beggar-boy,  after  having  begged  in  vain  during  the 
long  day  for  a  shilling  to  procure  him  a  comfortable  lodging 
himself  down  in  a  lumbet-yard,  tired,  despairing,  and  exhai 
He  slept— and  while  he  slept,  God,  his  Maker  and  Protecto 
scended  in  mercy,  and  took  the  poor  boy  to  the  asylum  a 
where  pain,  sickness  and  hunger  are  unknown  !  0,  shame,  \ 
is  thy  blush  ?  0,  charity,  where  is  thy  benevolence  ?  To 
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;  the  innocent  and  helpless  young  must  perish  for  want  of  suc- 
I in  the  very  centre  of  earth’s  golden  circle,  and  surrounded  by 
r*e  who  wear  the  garbs  of  Christianity  and  philanthropy,  is 
jgh  to  make  the  blood  of  a  beet  boil  with  the  thermometer  be- 
j  zero. 

jly  dear  friends :  when  a  needy  suppliant  begs  a  paltry  pittance, 
|k  of  the  poor  sacrificed  beggar-boy  and  withhold  it  not.  Re- 
\  every  virtue  upon  the  decalogues  of  piety  and  morality — the 
I  of  which  is  charity;  for  that,  as  has  been  said  of  old,  cover- 
a  multitude  of  sins.  Be  forgiving  to  your  enemies;  for  for¬ 
tress,  as  the  blind  man  beautifully  remarked,  is  the  fragrance 
'h  flowers  emit  when  trampled  upon,  and  is  grateful  to  the 
fils  of  heaven.  If  you  avoid  extravagance,  prodigality,  and 
l  avarice,  your  hearts  will  naturally  incline  to  benevolence 
I  prompt  you  to  contribute  an  occasional  crumb  of  comfort  to 
^  in  whose  barren  bosoms  one  perpetual  winter  reigns.  You 
|  not  crop  a  solitary  branch  nor  pluck  a  single  flower  from 
I  own  gardens  of  happiness  to  build  up  and  adorn  a  bower  for 
rty;  but  grant  the  destitute  a  few  seeds  of  solace,  in  a  chari- 
|  way — and  they  too,  as  well  as  yourselves,  may  soon  be  en- 
^  to  enjoy  a  summer  within  ;  while  the  merciless  storms  of 
ier  are  raging  without.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


' 

THE  GROWING  WICKEDNESS  OF  THE  WORLD.’ 

Text. — The  world  has  wicked  grown  of  late, 

And  still  it  grows  the  worse  for  wear. 

Pear  Hearers  :  That  the  world  grows  wickeder  every  day  is 
nt  from  a  slight  survey  of  the  present  condition  of  the  human 
Man  is  now  as  much  minus  in  modesty  and  morality  as  he 
ms  in  pretended  piety  and  practical  roguery.  His  means  for 
ifacturing  mischief  and  misery  are  increased  in  proportion  to 
facilities  afforded  for  making  money;  and  he  is  sure  to  pos- 
ihimself  of  every  possible  pecuniary  advantage — for  it’s  plain 
i:  seen  that  he  had  far  rather  go  down  to  the  pit  of  perdition 
;  a  shilling  in  his  pocket,  than  to  enter  the  gates  of  heaven 
liless  and  poverty-stricken.  In  proportion  as  he  improves  in- 
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tellectually  by  knowledge  gained  by  experience  and  lean 
gleaned  from  books,  he  retrogrades  morally:  and  I  am  re 
afraid  that  in  most  instances,  at  the  present  day,  when  the  li 
motive  of  the  soul  is  detached  by  death  from  its  corporeal  ca 
runs  directly  off  the  track  that  leads  to  the  kingdom  of  everlas 
happiness,  and  is  upset  for  ever  in  the  dark  valley  of  endless 

ment.  J|, 

My  beloved  friends  :  I  should  suppose  that  we  had  been  ] 

enough  at  work  in  the  moral  flower  garden  of  the  world  to  1 
it  entirely  free  from  any  noxious  weeds  whatever.  Upward 
four  thousand  years  have  passed  since  a  solitary  human  b 
commenced  operations  on  a  small  scale,  with  a  very  small  oaf 
and  on  quite  a  small  spot — about  as  big  as  a  cabbage-yard  c« 
Eden,  situated  at  the  eastward,  on  or  near  the  rivers  Euphr 
Pison,  Gihon,  and  Hiddekel.  He  had  a  good,  though  indisc 
wife,  and  first-rate  water  privileges,  whereon  to  erect  a  mill, 
to  do  his  own  grinding :  the  earth  produced  him  food,  and  ran 
hung  upon  the  branches  of  the  trees.  All  he  had  to  do  w? 
push  forward  and  improve  upon  so  auspicious  a  beginning ; 
instead  of  which,  he  neglected  his  little  paradise— allowed  bi 
brambles  and  thistles  to  overspread  its  fair  surface,  and  the 
fertile  spots  in  his  own  heart’s  domain  were  permitted  to  be  ( 
grown  with  the  wide-spreading  vines  of  vice.  Since  which 
world  has  been  growing  the  worse  for  wear,  physically  and 
rally ;  so  much  so  that  if  it  were  to  be  sold  at  auction  to-mo' 
by  my  distinguished  friend  and  co-laborer  in  a  good  cause,  br< 
Bell,  with  all  its  live  stock,  including  goats  and  gentlemen, 
lizzards  and  ladies,  I  doubt  whether  it  would  bring  enough  tc 
t  the  commission  fee— if  it  did,  the  purchaser  would  be  tak. 
worse  than  Jonah  was,  on  a  certain  particular  occasion., 

My  worthy  hearers  :  all  this  prophecy  by  a  certain  indrv 
about  the  millennium  being  nigh  at  hand  is  only  a  clap-trap  w 
by  to  gain  notoriety  and  pocket  pennies.  As  wicked  as  the 
is,  it  is  not  yet  quite  wicked  enough  for  such  a  desirable  ciis 
believe,  for  myself,  that  the  devil  is  to  be  let  loose  and  re 
thousand  years  previous ;  and  that  he  has  just  been  released 
bondage  to  play  his  pranks  among  the  weak  and  erring  ch 
of  earth,  for  the  above  given  space  of  time.  He  comment 
good  earnest.  One-third  of  the  whole  human  race  is  alread; 
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bard  !hfeldhef°lher  '7  haVe  "°  °‘her  Pr°tecti0n  ,han  a  paste- 

i  o  r°  in  high  P'aCeS  haVe  falien  ‘he  ^st 

Z° ; ;;;  e,thr  d°  nothi"s ^  ***  gi„  III 

a)  at  taro,  or  else  contrive  ways  and  means  to  carry  out  the  de 
fens  of  the  inordinate  ambition  of  party,  while  the  distressful 

^ o7rntry  r lost  in  the  din  °f 

ZTJsl  t?  7,p  for  preaching-  but  are  not  exp«‘- 

to  practise.  They  shell  out  salvation  upon  their  friends  and 
lowers  in  proportion  to  the  shillings  they  receive,  and  dell  o« 
nna non  gratuitously  upon  each  who  may  presume  to  differ  with 
m  upon  a  few  unimportant  doctrinal  points  :  they  seduce  the 
f  5pectInS  daughters  of  men  behind  the  curtain  of  Christianity 
•  m  swapping  horses,  or  in  striking  a  bargain  of  any  kind,  they 

rough  for  a  close  inspect, on.  My  friends,  you  will  pardon  ’ 
or  tins  sweeping  assertion.  I  speak  of  our  preachers  general- 
nd  not  of  particular  individuals.  I  know  there  are  some  who 

u  e  Z  7  rd  *  WS  impS-wh0-  hosoms  are  filled  wUh 
s  ext,  act  ot  piety,  and  who  speak  from  the  fulness  of  their 

men  7  7  ^7  “d  ?1°'™g  S‘arS  in  the  dark!  - 

paA  thL  7d~t  b  5  WaDdererS  Wh°  straT  from  nar- 
path  that  leads  to  heaven-and  beacon-lights  to  such  as  are 

•d  to  and  fro  upon  the  threatening  billows  of  affliction.  I  re- 

them  for  their  worth  and  value  them  for  their  scarcity  Our 

ers  are  as  formerly-beasts  of  prey-but  more  artful  n,  their 

"  fa,me  than  eVerJ  our  d°e‘ors  bleed  people  more  freely 
te,  and  keep  those  sick  the  longest  who  have  plenty  in  their 

e  sakeof  d  ■  en?’  1  ^  n°  d°Ubt’  Would  ride  t0  Halifax 
,  „ke  of  administering  an  emetic  to  an  ostrich  did  they  sus- 

t  oi  swallowing  a  sixpence. 

ethat  ifendS:  ‘he  W°rld  haS  beC°me  S°  C°rrUPt  and  wi'kad 

k‘nudol  T  traV  ^  3  Straight  line  from  Kamschat- 

than  a  h  re’  n°‘  be,i6Ve  ‘Mt  he  Woald  c™e  across 
than  a  baker  s  dozen  of  strictly  honest  men  on  the  whole 

It  con  upturn  continues  to  be  heaped  upon  corruption  after 
tanner,  the  whole  surface  of  the  globe  will,  in  a  few  years, 
eied  with  nothing  but  mounds  of  misery,  containing  the  re¬ 
ft0*  depraV6d  mortaIi‘y-  There  is  no  possible  way  of  putting 
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rry  l  sr 

of  reform  upon  eve  y  piecerf  ^  ^  same  ^ 

Ids  ovvn'is^not' undergoing  the  same  process  of  decomposition,  it 
mote  it  be ! 


the  charms  of  spring. 


Text.— Sweet  Spring,  I  love  to  sit  and  hear 
Thy  music  echoed  far  and  near , 

And,  0,  I  love  to  scent  the  gale  ? 

That  bears  the  perfume  from  the  vale . 


MY  Dear  Friends  :  I  hail  with  joy  and  gladness  ^ ^ 

each  season,  as  it  performs  its  little  annual  circle m  the 

coherence  of  time;  and  I  let  : not  a  sing^  one  sh  ^ 

r*rpachin°r  a  sermon  upon  both  its  natural  anu 

entrance  of  the  archangel  Spring  into  that  graveyard  of 

year,  Winter,  is  hailed  by  all  as  betokening  the  happy r«®» 

Ln  of  Nature’s  dead,  that  rise  as  mysteriously  from  then  i 

:IZ  as  must  mortals  from  their  bed  of  dust  when  h  sp 

of  immortality  shall  ‘  visit  the  mouldering  urn,  and  disp  | 

winter  of  death.  The  doors  of  Winter’s  icy  mansion  that* 

upon  the  sunny  south  are  already  ajar,  and  the  warm  lig 

proaching  spring  begins  to  steal  gently  in,  giving  c  eer ^u  »e. 

animation  to  scenes  of  darkness  and  gloom,  and  g 
animation  homo  shows  that  men,  as  we 

Makes!  are  beginning  to  be  thawed  out  of  their  dens  of  dorma 
and  that  Nature  is  about  to  put  on  a  clean  shimmy,  a  new 
a  trim  hpr  bonnet  with  fresh  wreaths  of  roses. 

8  My  dea  heareL:  every  one  and  all  of  the  human  sense 
gladdened  when  spring  comes  to  dress  earth’s  drawer 
scour  up  those  ornaments  of  mountain,  hi  ,  a  > 

breath  of  Boreas  has  so  sadly  tarnished.  Our  sense  of  sig 
lighted  when  we  behold  the  little  babes  of  Flora  laughing  1 
mossy  cradles,  as  if  anxious  to  be  kissed  by  the  sylphs  th, 
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own  from  the  mountains  to  pilfer  perfume  from  the  meads.  Our 
fes  are  feasted  when  we  see  carpets  of  varied  green  spread  over 
le  naked  fields — when  the  young  buds  begin  to  put  forth  promi- 
:s  of  beauty  yet  to  be  unfolded — when  each  shrub  and  tree  is 
eaving  for  itself  a  garland— and  when  the  hills  and  valleys  are 
inning  their  emerald  robes,  as  if  conscious  that  green  is  the  color 
\e  most  easy  and  refreshing  to  optics,  and  consequently  the  most 
i  be  admired.  Our  sense  of  hearing  is  gratified  when  those  tiny 
fathered  minstrels— blown,  as  it  were,  by  the  zephyrs  out  of  Pa- 
idise — commence  their  carrolings  in  the  vernal  morn  ere  the  dis¬ 
tant  din  of  day  begins  to  mar  their  harmony  and  the  sweetness 
[  their  notes.  Music  made  by  art— no  matter  how  pleasing,  how 
lcjianting  it  may  be  at  first — if  persevered  in  too  long,  is  enough 
>  bore  a  hole  through  a  brickbat.  The  soft,  mellow  tones  of  the 
qte,  that  seem  edulcorated  with  an  angel’s  breath,  soon  become 
,onotonous  and  wearisome,  so  much  so  that  ‘Old  Hundred’  play- 
1  upon  a  tin  horn,  and  accompanied  with  a  cow-bell,  would  be  a 
icided  relief  :  but  we  are  never  tired  of  the  music  made  by  birds. 
re  can  hear  one  of  these  little  animated  pocket-organs  repeat  the 
tme  tune  over  again  a  thousand  times  without  feeling  that  sick¬ 
ling  sense  of  satiety  so  often  produced  by  the  grinding  of  hurdy- 
lrdies  and  the  scraping  of  pussy  entrails.  0,  my  dear  friends ! 
ie  songs  of  the  feathered  creation  are  as  soothing  to  the  soul  es 
ley  are  delighting  to  the  ear.  They  often  make  the  sad  heart 
erry— the  care-worn  cheerful— and  they  tells  that  all  our  spirits 
lust  naturally  be  gay  and  tuneful  when  released  from  the  obliga- 
ons,  the  responsibilities,  and  the  thraldom  of  a  jangling  and  un- 
usical  world  like  this.  Spring  brings  pleasure  to  our  olfactories, 
s  breath  is  as  sweet  as  that  of  a  lamb  which  feedeth  on  clover, 
ach  plant  and  vegetable,  as  it  starts  into  life,  gives  a  sample  of 
s  flower  to  the  breeze— and  there  is  a  freshness  imparted  by  swell- 
ig  buds  and  shooting  blades  which  comes  as  grateful  to  the  nose 
p  pardon  to  the  soul  of  a  penitent  sinner.  Then  when  Miss  May 
repares  her  morning  toilet,  surrounded  by  the  sweetest  of  flavors 
4ien  charming  odors  are  wafted  from  her  perfumed  chamber — 
nd  when  the  richest  of  fragrance  is  shaken  from  zephyrs’  dew- 
dangled  wings,  how  delightful  and  refreshing  to  snulf  the  morn- 
ig  air  !  1  es,  my  friends,  that’s  the  sort  of  snuff  you  ought  to 

ike,  if  you  would  have  your  spirits  refreshed — your  ideas  fur- 
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bished 


and  your  hopes  of  heaven  strengthened  )  but  you,  who  :t£ 
smellers  have  become  callous  and  dead,  by  being  constantly  hlh 


with  pulverized  tobacco,  can  no  more  appreciate  the  sweetness 
an  odor-scented  breeze,  than  you  can  coax  a  pig  up  stairs  with 
plate  of  putty. 

My  dear  friends :  we  welcome  the  return  of  spring  as  we  do  tl 
bright  morning  after  a  long  night  of  repose.  Though  never  so  o 
in  our  lives,  we  feel  younger  than  when  confined  in  the  ice-barn 
prison  of  winter,  by  a  year  or  two,  at  least.  We  seem  to  be  bo 
anew — the  earth  itself  appears  to  have  just  left  its  infant  couch- 
and  the  stin,  moon  and  stars  give  no  evidence  that  they  have  '' 
yet  passed  the  bournq  of  childhood.  How  I  long  for  the  floi 
family  to  gather  round  me,  that  I  may  steal  kisses  from  daughte 
of  fragrant  spirits  as  well  as  blooming  cheeks !  How  I  desire 
see  each  tiny  bud,  now  sleeping  in  embryo,  burst  into  bloom,  ai 
garnish  earth’s  garden,  that  looks  as  though  it  might  be  someth i: 
by-and-by,  as  the  boy  said  when  he  broke  the  egg  to  see  how  1 
chicken  came  on.  Sweet  Spring!  I  love  to  sit  upon  some  sum 
bank,  away  from  the  wicked  haunts  of  men,  and  listen  to  thy  m 
sic  echoed  from  meadow,  field  and  grove  \  it  so  tranquilizes  eve 
mental  emotion,  and  calls  up  such  bewitching  recollections  of  t 
past.  When  I  hear  those  mysterious  pipers  of  the  marshes  tb 
tune  their  instruments  among  the  reeds  and  rushes  each  vern 
eve,  I  always  think  of  the  days  of  my  childhood,  when  I  fanci 
they  were  a  nest  of  young  angels  crying  to  be  taken  again  to  tin 
native  heaven.  It’s  an  odd  idea,  my  friends,  but  no  odder,  I  c; 
assure  you,  than  thousands  of  others  which  give  such  a  fascim 
ing  interest  to  the  w7ild  romance  of  youth.  I  like  the  scent  of  t 
spring  blossoms,  for  it  corrects  my  natural! y-corrupt  taste — tak 
much  of  the  ginger  and  meat-axe  out  of  my  nature — and  I  fane 
at  the  time,  that  I  am  imbibing  the  true  essence  of  love.  In  fa 
my  dear  friends,  I  see  nothing  but  love  in  Nature.  The  birds 
how  lovingly  they  sing  together !  The  flowers — how  loving 
they  grow  together !  The  brooks  and  rivulets — how  loving 
they  run  to  meet  and  kiss  each  other!  but  mortals — envious,  je 
lous  mortals — how  lovingly  they  don’t  live  together  !  Th 
snatch  bread  from  each  others’  mouths — quarrel,  like  dogs,  for 
single  bone,  and  that  not  worth  picking — and  rob  widows  and  ( 
phans  of  their  last  mites  to  make  up  a  purse  for  the  devil !  He 
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Jlen  have  I  seen  scenes  of  squalid  wretchedness  made  doubly 
■etched  by  the  inhuman  barbarity  of  man,  when  the  means  of 
eviation  were  within  his  grasp,  but  withheld  to  be  squandered 
the  dens  of  dissipation  and  profligacy!  This,  my  friends,  is  all 
:  the  lack  of  true  love.  Your  loves  are  sexual,  and  consequent- 
they  are  sensual ;  but  if  you  live  together  in  harmony,  as  do 
3  unintellectual  children  of  nature,  you  must  inculcate  and  fos- 
a  spirit  of  general  love — and  when  this  happy  crisis  takes 
ice,  all  proud  and  haughty  distinctions  will  be  done  away  with, 
I  you  will  mix  and  mingle  together  as  nicely  as  a  pocketful  of 
;ad  and  milk. 

My  hearers:  as  Spring  is  the  glorious  morning  of  the  year,  so 
ath  is  the  blessed  morning  of  life.  If  we  sow  not  in  the  spring, 
shall  reap  no  harvest  in  autumn  ;  and  the  winter  may  find  us 
)r  and  destitute.  So,  if  you  plant  not  the  seeds  of  virtue  in  the 
ing-time  of  existence,  your  harvests  of  happiness  will  be  found 
nty  indeed,  and  that,  too,  in  the  autumn  of  life,  when  the  soil 
the  heart  has  become  barren  and  worthless.  The  summer  of 
nhood  maybe  crowned  with  the  loveliest  blossoms  of  hope, 
they  will  wither  upon  their  stems  when  visited  by  the  first 
5t  of  age,  and  leave  no  fruit  behind.  The  green  leaves  will 
e  from  the  wreath  of  ambition,  and  nought  but  the  dried  briers 
lisappointment  be  left  in  their  stead.  The  dread  winter  of  death 
r  come  suddenly  upon  you,  and  find  you  wholly  unprovided 
—literally  starving  for  faith — suffering  for  that  consolation 
ich  the  good  and  virtuous  possess— -and  groping  about  in  the 
iness  of  doubt  and  uncertainty,  not  knowing  whether  the  tomb 
ns  into  the  pit  of  perdition  or  upon  the  glories  of  salvation. 

I  then  in  the  spring,  that  you  may  behold  the  beauties  of  your 
>rs  in  summer,  gather  their  fruits  in  autumn,  and  partake  of 
n  in  winter.  So  mote  it  be ! 


THE  WORLD  COMPARED  TO  A  FISH-POND. 

ext.—  All  the  world  is  a  fish-pond — we  are  the  fishes — 

The  devibs  the  fisher.—- — • 

Hearers  :  When  I  come  to  twist  the  subject  round  about,  and 
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turn  it  over  and  under  in  my  mind,  I  think  the  world  may  not  1  | 
inaptly  termed  a  big  fish-pond,  or,  rather,  an  ocean  containing 
vast  variety  of  man  fishes,  for  which  the  devil,  sitting  with  h11' 
legs  hanging  off  the  dock  of  damnation,  is  continually  fishinj 
and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  with  the  fattest  kind  of  luck.  JNow,  rr  1 
friends,  you  are  the  piscatory  tribe  which  inhabit  the  world’s  wii'P 
pond,  and  for  which  Satan  sinks  his  hook  with  such  glorious  su|a 
cess.  Some  of  you  are  white  fish,  some  black  fish,  some  cjuecf 
odd  fish,  some  scaly  fish,  some  slippery,  slimy  fish— some  are  col lil 
blooded,  and  some  are  warm— some  swim  near  the  surface  of  tl 111 
water,  and  others  dive  deep,  run  low,  and  keep  shy.  In  sho:|J 
you  constitute  a  great  variety,  and  various  are  the  baits  jvhich  tl 1 
old  fisherman  throws  out  for  you.  The  young  ladies  are  a  pe 
plexing  lot  of  shiners,  that  nibble  at  almost  every  bait,  but  seldo 
take  hold  fairly  enough  to  be  caught  except  when  the  point  of  tl 
hook  is  nicely  covered  with  the  fly  of  flattery — and  then  they 
jump  at  it  like  a  toad  at  a  rose-bug.  A  miser  is  a  kind  of  mu 
gudgeon  that  will  snap  at  a  tin  sixpence,  regardless  of  conseque 
ces.  When  Satan  wishes  to  catch  a  lawyer,  he  first  catches 
client,  and  then  uses  him  for  a  sucker:  he  drops  a  bottle  of  bra: 
dy,  and  is  sure  to  get  a  bite ; — for  a  professed  politician  he  nev 
purposely  fishes ;  and  when  perchance  he  catches  one,  he  imiitl 
diately  throws  him  back  into  his  native  element,  as  being  an  ug! 
toad-fish,  neither  fit  for  heaven  nor  worthy  of  hell.  He  om 
caught  a  hypocrite  with  a  half-penny;  but,  eel-like,  he  so  twistd 
and  squirmed,  and  was  so  slippery  withal,  that  he  slid  through  h 
fingers,  and  made  his  escape;  and  what  do  you  think,  my  des 
friends,  the  devil  then  said  %  Why,  Go  to  glory,  you  slimy  son  |j 
a  serpent! — your  flesh  is  rotten,  and  your  skin  is  only  worth  nr 
king  into  a  halter  to  hang  the  rest  of  your  race.  The  foolis 
young  rake  of  twenty  'will  even  bite  at  the  bare  hook  ,  and  tl 
first  thing  he  knows  he  finds  himself  kicking  and  floundering  uj 
on  a  burning  bank  of  misery,  with  none  by  his  side  to  protect! 
pity;  but  the  wise  man  and  philosopher  impose  too  heavy  a  ta 
upon  the  patience  of  the  Evil  One.  They  live  calmly  and  quie 
ly  at  the  bottom  of  the  deep  waters  of  wisdom,  and  meddle  n< 
with  the  alluring  bait;  for  the  school-mistress  Experience  fo 
taught  them  that  oftentimes  that  which  appears  fair  upon  the  on 
side  contains  destruction  within,  as  the  Indian  said  of  a  bombshel 
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My  friends,  and  fellow  fishes :  you  of  the  scaly,  the  slimy,  the 
elicate  and  the  beautiful  brood!  I  warn  you,  one  and  all,  against 
iting  at  those  baits  which  Satan  drops  into  the  sunny,  seducing 
-aves  of  sin.  Beware  of  them,  lest  you  suddenly  feel  sore  about 
le  gills,  and  afterward  have  the  painful  pleasure  of  being  served 
p  for  supper  in  the  kitchen  below.  The  angels  and  other  spirit- 
al  agents  of  the  Omnipotent  are  bobbing  for  you  from  the  upper 
eck  of  heaven ;  and  all  you  have  to  do  is  just  to  get  a  good  grab 
nd  hold  on,  and  you  are  hauled  up  safely  to  the  realms  of  hap- 
iness  without  even  a  prick  in  your  jaws.  How  often  do  you,  ye 
areless  crabs,  crawl  around  the  line  of  Satan,  out  of  sheer  curio- 
ty,  and  get  entangled  therein  to  your  sorrow  !  Be  wary  of  the 
arb  that  is  covered  by  the  bewitching  bait  of  pleasure ;  and  shun 
lose  nets  of  vice  winch  are  set  at  the  mouth  of  almost  every 
’eek  of  worldly  enjoyment — for,  when  you  are  once  caught  in 
le  meshes,  you  are  gone  suckers  to  a  certainty. 

My  dear  friends :  fishes  as  we  are,  in  an  applicable  sense,  we 
ave  reason  and  strength  of  mind  sufficient  to  protect  us  from  dan- 
2r  and  guide  us  from  temptation.  Let  us  not  be  too  chimerical 
l  our  hopes  nor  too  visionary  in  our  schemes.  Let  us  not  look 
>o  much  after  those  golden,  ideal  fishes  which  tenant  the  ocean 
f  imagination,  and  which  are  worth  nothing  for  food,  but  are  only 
sautiful  to  behold;  but  let  us  look  for  ourselves — let  us  dive 
eep,  down  among  the  coral  caves  of  Christianity,  where  all  is 
urity,  calmness  and  peace.  The  storms  and  tempests  of  worldly 
vehement  may  then  rage  with  all  their  furor  above  us,  but  we 
rail  neither  hear  nor  heed  them.  The  waves  of  sin  may  roll  over 
le  surface  of  the  social  sea,  but  they  can  never  disturb  the  un- 
oken  placidity  of  our  souls  ;  for  there  they  enjoy  the  sweetest  of 
:pose— there  no  billow’s  of  anger,  passion  and  revenge  break  up- 
n  their  slumbers — and  there  the  devil  might  fish  from  the  Fourth 
[  July  to  the  further  end  of  for  ever,  and  then  go  home  without 
ren  a  nibble. 

My  hearers:  the  bait  that  the  wicked  one  uses  to  catch  a  lover 
a  bit  of  Cupid’s  liver  fried  in  the  fat  of  early  affection.  It  is  a 
ure  ‘  take  ’ — but  don’t  you  be  so  soft,  my  beloved  sea-bass,  as  to 
e  caught  in  such  a  manner.  Never  jump  at  a  bait  merely  be- 
puse  it  looks  beautiful,  but  first  examine  it  well  with  a  prudent 
jnd  cautious  eye ;  and  then  consider  whether  there  may  not  be 
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something  inside  rather  too  crooked  for  comfort  and  too  point 
for  pleasure.  0.  you  wicked  and  perverse  generation  of  shai  “ 
How  inclined  you  are,  in  the  spring-time  of  your  lives,  to  run  ill: 
the  rivers  of  wickedness,  to  be  swept  on  shore  by  the  seines  A 
Satan,  never  more  to  return  !  Better  by  far  stay  back  and  spavTc 
in  the  salt  water  of  salvation,  than  enter  the  creeks  of  careles® 
ness  and  be  caught  by  hungry  monsters  of  vice.  And,  0,  yc 
foolish  and  improvident  porgies! — how  many  times  more  must!" 
warn  you  against  going  to  feed  upon  the  fishing  banks  of  Bee bo 
zebub  !  Remember,  there  is  no  security  for  your  souls  except  i  ^ 
the  deep  water  of  strict  morality.  There,  you  have  nothing  t 01 
fear  from  either  hook,  harpoon,  or  scoop-net;  but,  just  as  sure  a 
you  venture  near  the  shores  of  corruption,  and  pick  up  the  var  ‘ 
ous  crumbs  of  vice  that  float  hither  and  thither,  you  will  find  the 
the  devil  has  been  appointed  a  committee  of  one  to  devise  way  c 
and  means  for  your  inevitable  destruction. 

Bear  friends  :  I  know  that  the  leopard  cannot  change  his  spots 
easily,  nor  the  Ethiopian  his  skin.  Such  of  you  fish  as  are  natu 
rally  scaly  I  expect  will  always  remain  so — and  you  who  are  be 
slimed  with  sin  must  have  the  privilege  of  being  more  or  less  be 
slimed  for  ever;  but  if  you  will  only  use  the  precaution  not  t( 
meddle  with  the  baits  thrown  out  by  the  arch  enemy  of  mankind 
and  keep  as  much  as  possible  in  the  clear,  pure  waters  of  pioty^ 
you  will  become  partially  cleansed,  at  last ;  and,  perhaps,  have 
the  satisfaction  of  making  the  old  chap  wind  up  his  tackle  and 
quit  fishing  for  ever.  So  mote  it  be! 


THE  SIX  ERAS  OF  LIFE. 

Text. — At  ten  a  child,  at  twenty  wild, 

At  thirty  tame,  if  ever; 

At  forty  wise,  at  fifty  rich, 

At  sixty  good,  or  never. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  At  ten,  or  thereabouts,  -we  are  gay,  thought¬ 
less,  giddy,  ragged  and  saucy  children.  Having  dropped  our  dia¬ 
pers,  and  outgrown  the  imbecilities  of  babyhood,  we  frisk  and  skip 
about  with  all  the  life  and  enthusiasm  of  lambkins  upon  emerald 
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yanks  and  sunny  knolls.  Unlike  babes,  just  beginning  to  totter 
.long  upon  their  pegs,  with  a  galvanic  uncertainty,  towards  a 
„  hair-post  or  table-leg,  we  bound  forward  with  a  step  almost  as 
,  lastic  as  a  grasshopper's,  and  spirits  as  lively  as  pearlash  and  ci- 
r.er.  Then,  not  a  cloud  of  care,  even  as  big  as  a  bit  of  rag,  is 
,  een  to  sail  across  the  bright  blue  sky  of  hope — then,  the  earth  is 
m  ever-blooming  paradise— happy  spirits  are  heard  to  sing  in  the 
)almy  morning  breeze— fairies  and  elfins  inhabit  every  grove  and 
>ower — joy  and  gladness  are  everywhere  ;  and  we  can*  no  more 
:eep  still  for  a  moment  than  monkeys  in  a  menagerie.  We  go 
>ut  in  the  morning,  revel  among  the  flowers,  skip  across  the  fields, 
:hase  butterflies,  dig  in  the  dirt,  launch  our  mimic  ships  in  the 
pmse-pond,  spend  a  day  of  delight,  and  go  to  bed  at  hen-roosting, 
mticipating  a  still  happier  to-morrow.  Such  are  we  at  ten— no 
:are,  no  sorrow,  no  money;  and  as  independent  as  tree-toads  that 
>ing  in  showers. 

My  hearers :  at  twenty  we  are  wild,  wild  as  partridges.  There 
s  no  such  thing  as  taming  us :  we  ride  that  fierce,  fiery  and  head¬ 
strong  animal,  Passion,  over  fences,  ditches,  hedges,  and  on  to  the 
levil — leap  the  five-barred  gate  of  reason,  without  touching  the 
mrb  of  discretion,  or  pulling  harder  than  a  tit-mouse  upon  the 
strong  rein  of  judgment.  0,  at  twenty,  you  are  perfect  locomo- 
ives,  going  it  at  the  rate  of  sixty  miles  an  hour :  your  heart  is 
he  boiler — love  is  the  steam,  which  you  sometimes  blow  oil  in 
sighs — and  hope,  fear,  anxiety  and  jealousy  are  the  train  that  you 
Irag.  At  this  season  of  life,  you  are  filled  with  the  exhilirating 
lra3  of  romance  :  everything  to  you  looks  romantic,  by  spells— 
wen  a  jackass  philosophizing  over  a  barrel  of  vinegar.  You  (both 
2;irls  and  boys)  now  read  novels  till  your  gizzards  have  softened 
.nto  a  sentimental  jelly,  and  settled  into  the  pit  of  your  stomachs. 
3,  I  know  how  you  feel ! — you  feel  as  though  you  like  to  soar 
Piom  star  to  star  !  kick  little  planets  aside — take  crazy  comets  by 
their  blazing  hair,  and  pull  them  into  their  right  courses— sit  up- 
|on  the  highest  peak  of  a  thunder-cloud  and  dangle  the  red  light¬ 
ning  between  your  thumb  and  fingers,  as  a  watch-chain — then  dive 
into  the  golden  sunset  sea,  and  sport  with  celestial  syrens— speed 
on,  pull  the  nose  of  the  blackguard  in  the  moon — ransack  all  cre¬ 
ation — knock  a  few  panes  out  of  the  windows  of  heaven — -and 
then  flutter  down  as  gently  as  a  breeze,  and  find  the  darling  object 
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of  your  love  mending  stockings  by  moonlight !  That’s  how  y 
feel. 

dear  friends  :  at  thirty  you  are  more  tame  ;  the  pot  of  pj 
sion  still  boils,  but  it  doesn’t  boil  over  with  a  fuss  and  fury.  Y< 
now  love,  but  more  reasonably  and  rationally — you  look  upon  t; 
matter  as  being  partly  a  matter  of  business  as  well  as  of  pleasur. 
you  are  not  going  to  sleep  upon  a  bed  of  thorns  through  life  f, 
the  sal^e  of  a  few  frail  roses,  no  matter  how  fair  they  may  looi 
nor  how  sweet  they  may  smell— not  you.  Because  why  ?— y0 
begin  to  think  as  you  go :  you  see  the  world  more  in  its  re; 
guise,  divested  of  its  deceitful  ornaments  and  ideal  festoonery.  1 
any  rate,  you  are  tame  enough  at  thirty  to  be  caught  in  the  hyrm 
nial  halter  by  slow  and  considerate  means,  and  without  bein 
giabbed.  I  am  just  as  much  sure  that  the  women  are,  as  I  ar 
that  I  can  catch  my  old  mare  with  an  empty  salt-dish. 

My  dear  friends  :  at  forty  you  should  be  considered  wise.  Tk 
leaves  then  upon  the  tree  of  knowledge  are  as  full,  fresh  and  greei 
as  they  ever  will  be;  and  the  fruit  of  wisdom,  though  still  unripi 
and  growing,  will  never  be  more  abundant.  Now  you  have  ga¬ 
thered  pretty  near  all  from  the  fields  of  the  past  that  can  be  of  va- 
luable  service  in  your  pilgrimages  through  the  dreary  desert  of  age. 
Heie  Experience,  the  school-mistress,  gives  you  no  new  lessons, 
nor  sets  you  any  new  copy  to  write  after— what  you  have  had 
must  answer  for  the  future.  School’s  out. 

At  fifty,  generally  speaking,  you  have  completed  your  pile  of 
that  dross  which  delights  man’s  eyes  and  damns  his  soul ;  yet  there 
is  now  and  then  one  who  plods  along  the  path  of  poverty  up  to 
sixt)  01  seventy  years,  and  then  stubs  his  toe  against  a  lump  of 
good  luck,  and  tumbles  headlong  into  a  fortune.  But  these  are 
exceptions  to  the  general  rule,  as  the  father  said  of  all  the  chil¬ 
dren  he  had  over  twenty. 

At  sixty,  my  hearers,  if  you  are  not  good,  I  wouldn’t  give  a  rot¬ 
ten  potato  for  all  the  piety  you  might  scrape  up  afterwards.  You 
would  stand  no  more  chance  of  working  out  a  clean  and  thorough 
redemption,  and  maintaining  it,  than  you  would  of  lifting  your- 
selves  over  the  back  of  a  chair  in  pulling  on  a  pair  of  tight  boots. 
So  look  out  for  your  salvation  in  season,  by  doing  those  things 
which  ought  to  be  done,  and  leaving  undone  the  things  that  need 
no  more  doing  than  a  raw  cucumber.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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man’s  PROPER  STUDY. 


pa 


Text. — The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 


Yi 

tl 


My  Hearers  :  How  often  do  we  see  a  disposition  sprouting  forth 
in  people  to  travel  and  visit  foreign  parts  ere  they  have  scraped  up 
a  thimbleful  of  knowledge  in  relation  to  their  own  country.  So  it 
is  with  mankind  in  general,  in  another  point  of  view.  Instead  of 
looking  after  their  own  heart’s  home,  and  making  themselves  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  geography  of  their  own  natures,  they  encourage 
a  desire  to  trespass  upon  the  domains  of  their  Creator,  and  specu¬ 
late  upon  what  is  to  be,  rather  than  upon  that  which  now  actual¬ 
ly  exists.  The  future,  to  them,  is  a  dark  and  curious  cavern, 
which  they  endeavor  to  explore  by  the  dim  bug-light  of  imagina¬ 
tion  ;  but,  after  having-  groped  and  felt  about  for  a  long  time  in 
doubt  and  uncertainty,  they  relinquish  the  expedition  without 
having  made  any  new  discovery  whatever.  Know  thyself  is  the 
point  to  be  considered.  My  text  means,  my  friends,  that  man 
should  study  himself— learn  the  alphabet  of  his  own  unaccounta¬ 
ble  actions,  before  he  attempts  to  read  the  journal  of  Jehovah, 
that  book  of  mysteries  which  is  printed  so  finely  than  no  one  can 


peruse  it  except  through  the  spectacles  of  divine  inspiration- — and 
with  which  he  has  no  more  business  than  Satan  has  with  a  psalm 
book. 

My  friends:  with  all  your  boasted  knowledge,  wisdom,  learn¬ 
ing  and  enlightenment,  you  know  no  more  about  yourselves  than 
the  untutored  savages  who  inhabit  the  benighted  isles  of  the  ocean. 
Why  is  it  that  one  desire  is  no  sooner  gratified  than  another 
Isprings  up  in  its  place  %  Why  is  it  that  you  cannot  be  as  happy 
to-day  as  you  think  you  will  be  to-morrow  ?  Why  is  it  that  the 
ppest-loaking  apple  of  anticipation  so  often  contains  a  big,  fat 
worm  of  disappointment  in  its  core  1  Why  are  those  sweets  so 
sickening  which  are  gathered  in  the  honey-pot  of  pleasure  I-— and 
why  is  it  that  you,  my  brothers  and  sisters  in  sin,  make  so  many 
promises  to  reform  and  never  fulfil  them  I  Why  is  it  that  so 
nany  of  you  commence  by  resolving  to  resolve— then  resolve  to 
perform— and  then  go  on  resolving  till  death  puts  a  period  to  all 
farther  pretended  resolutions  I  The  naked  truth  of  the  matter  is, 
man  doesn’t  know  himself  any  better  than  he  can  comprehend  the 
meaning  of  the  hieroglyphics  on  the  pyramids  of  Egypt.  He  is 
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a  mystery — an  enigma-a  riddle-which  lie  nor  any  one  below  or 
above  can  solve.  He  knows  so  little  of  his  own  acquirements, 
capabilities,  wants,  or  weaknesses,  that  when  perchance  he  hap¬ 
pens  to  read  a  medical  work  giving  a  description  of  the  various 
diseases  incident  to  poor  human  nature,  he  fancies  that  he  is  a  - 
flicted  with  the  whole  of  them— inasmuch  as  each  one  answers  to 
his  case  exactly  ;  and  if  any  one  tells  him  that  he  is  a  person  of 
extraordinary  talents  and  abilities,  lie  takes  it  for  gospel :  or  if  le 
is  told  that  he  lacks  in  intellectuality,  he  immediately  begins  to 
doubt  whether  he  do  actually  know  as  much  as  the  generality  o 
his  fellow  creatures.  Thus  it  is  evident  that  most  persons  know 
very  little  in  regard  to  themselves ;  and  I  have  even  heard  of  some 
so  stupid  that,  when  their  corns  were  trodden  upon,  they  did  not 
know  whether  it  were  better  to  laugh  and  return  thanks,  or  curse 

and  cry  about  it.  t 

My  dear  friends:  know  yourselves.  Look  inwardly  and  see 

what  the  soil  of  your  bosoms  is  about  to  produce.  If  you  observe 
the  young  blade  of  laudable  ambition  springing  forth,  cultivate  it 
well— manure  it  with  industry,  and  keep  it  pruned  of  every  super¬ 
fluous  branch  that  is  calculated  to  rob  the  future  tree  of  its  life- 
sustaining  sap.  If  you  discover  that  the  roses  of  love  are  begin¬ 
ning  to  bud  in  your  breasts,  be  careful  and  eradicate  every  vicious 
weed  around  them,  in  order  that  they  may  blossom  in  purity,  and 
their  fragrance  be  not  mingled  with  and  contaminated  by  the 
stinking  savor  of  unhallowed  lechery.  Ah,  my  friends,  the  hu¬ 
man  body  is  a  complicated  and  ingenious  structure  which,  for  the 
want  of  being  well  understood,  is  too  often  suffered  to  go  to' rack 
and  ruin !  You  must  be  careful  with  that  brittle  shell,  the  head, 
and  strengthen  it  well  with  reason  and  cool  philosophy,  lest  the 
waves  of  feeling  and  excitement  dash  against  the  battlements  o: 
the  brain,  and  destroy  them  for  ever.  Let  not  the  cares  of  the 
world  corrode  the  heart.  Care  can  kill  kings,  and  eat  the  lies 
from  the  frame  of  an  alderman.  Dwell  not  upon  the  sorrows  o: 
the  past,  nor  let  little  difficulties  turn  you  aside  from  the  straigh 
path  to  heaven.  If  you  meet  with  an  occasional  creek  of  disap 
pointment,  wade  straight  through  it,  with  boots  and  breeches  a 
on  ;  and  then  sit  down  and  dry  in  the  sun  of  happiness,  upon  tin 
other  side.  Just  understand  yourselves  well,  and  you  have  no 
thing  to  fear-have  confidence  in  your  own  capabilities,  and  to 
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demons  of  doubt  will  never  molest  you;  and  whenever  you  un¬ 
dertake  anything,  you  will  go  right  through  it  like  a  dose  of  phy¬ 
sic’.  Your  motto  will  then  and  ever  be  ‘  Come  to  the  scratch,  and 
no  crawling,’  as  the  beggar-boy  said  when  he  applied  his  digits  to 
nis  cocoanut. 

My  dear  friends :  I  want  you  to  be  sufficiently  acquainted  with 
yourselves  to  know  that  you  are  capable  of  performing  a  great 
deal  more  than  you  do.  This  I  have  been  trying  to  beat  into  you 
with  a  sermonizing  sledge-hammer,  for  a  year  or  two  past  ;  and 
you  appear  to  be  as  stupid  as  a  lot  of  woodchucks  in  winter.  You 
sleep  as  soundly  beneath  the  thunderings  of  my  eloquence  as  an 
oyster  in  the  roaring  ocean.  While  you  are  thus  sleeping,  you 
ire  being  carried  back  and  forward  upon  the  ferry-boat  of  faith, 
md  the  chances  are,  that  when  you  awake,  you  will  find  your¬ 
selves  just  where  you  started.  Awake-— arouse  ye  ! — ascertain 
vho  you  are.  Know  that  you  are  made  after  the  likeness  of  your 
dod — a  notch  or  two  lower  than  the  angels,  and  a  good  ways 
ibove  the  beasts;  that  you  are  not  only  put  here  to  make  money, 
nss  the  women,  and  cut  a  swell,  but  to  fulfil  a  higher  and  a  more 
mportant  destiny.  You  were  placed  upon  this  little  planet  to  toil 
or  the  soul — to  procure  for  it  such  food  as  shall  sustain  it  through 
he  countless  ages  of  eternity — and  clothe  it  with  such  raiment  as 
hall  never  need  patching.  Let  each  one,  then,  introduce  himself 
o  his  own  image  in  the  mirror  of  wisdom,  and  ascertain  what 
nanner  of  man  he  is;  so  that  when  Death  shall  grab  him  he  may 
>e  able  to  calculate  pretty  closely  what  amount  of  reward  or  pun- 
shment  is  due  him.  So  mote  it  be ! 


THE  DOCTRINE  OF  SPIRITS. 

Text.—  I  look  for  frosts ;  but  none  will  force 
Their  way  to  me  :• — ’tis  falsely  said 
That  there  was  ever  intercourse 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead. 

lv  Hearers  :  As  to  whether  other  spirits  than  those  born  of  the 
im-boltle  have  communication  with,  and  exercise  potency  over, 
s  superstitious  and  sickly-minded  mundanes,  is  a  question  that 
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has  been  mooted  ever  since  the  first  babe  of  Adam  became  frigh 
ened  in  the  dark  of  imaginary  boo-boos.  Thousands  have  settle 
it  in  the  affirmative — most  satisfactorily  to  themselves,  if  to  nobc 
dy  else.  So  strongly  fortified  is  the  castle  of  their  belief  that  sp 
rits  do  actually  pay  terrestrial  visits,  and  hold  intercourse  with  tl 
living,  that  it  can  no  more  be  made  to  surrender  by  the  powerfi 
bombardment  of  Reason  or  the  fierce  stormings  of  Ridicule,  the 
can  you  entice  the  idea  into  my  head  that  the  millennium  is  to  ei 
ter  the  city  by  railroad,  and  commence  operations  at  the  corner  . 
Church  and  Leonard  streets.  The  minority  of  folks  ever  liav 
and  always  will  believe  in  Ghosts,  Witches,  Hobgoblins  and  Sp 
rits,  in  spite  of  reason,  common  sense,  ridicule,  and  my  pieachin 
In  them  they  put  their  faith,  and  in  their  company  they  are  boui 
to  train.  Like  one  Glendower  of  years  agone,  they  call  spi*i 
from  the  vasty  deep  (of  their  imaginations),  and  most  obedient 
they  do  come  at  the  summons  ;  but,  as  for  myself,  and  all  n 
sensible  auditors,  we  ‘  holler  ’  ‘  Spirits,  avaunt !’  and  they  are  su 
to  vanish  as  soon  as  they  have  made  their  apparitions— if  n 

some  time  before. 

My  dear  hearers  :  let’s  see  what  some  men,  more  weighty  in 
lent,  and  richer  in  gift  than  my  good-for-nothing  self,  have  sa 
concerning  supernatural  beings  or  spiritual  essences.  Theie  s  o 
Shakspere— who,  by  the  way,  is  dead  now,  and  whose  patie 
spirit,  1  trust,  will  not  be  offended  if  I  innocently  misquote  him- 
said  something  after  this  sort  relating  to  witches :  What  are  the 
t  tarnal  critters,’  so  withered  and  so  wild  in  their  attire,  that  lot 
not  like  the  inhabitants  of  the  earth,  and  yet  are  on  it  I  Live  yo 
or  are  you  anything  that  man  may  make  a  sixpence  out  of  1  Y. 
seem  to  fustang,  by  each  at  once  her  choppy  fingers  laying  up- 
her  skinny  lips.  Though  you  untie  the  winds  and  let  ’em  fig 
against  harmless  churches;  though  bladed  corn  be  lodged,  tre 
blown  down,  and  husbands  blown  up ;  though  castles  topple  up. 
their  warders’  heads;  though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  slope  th. 
heads  to  their  foundations:  even  till  Destruction  grow  sick  at  t 

stomach — answer  mel  ) 

Then  the  mumbling  old  beldam  thus  mutters  her  charms .  ( 
the  northeast  corner  of  the  moon  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profoun 
I’ll  catch  it  in  my  cap  ere  it  kisses  the  ground  :  which  distilled 
magic  slights,  shall  produce  spirits  artificial  and  wonderful.  Thi 
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.  times  the  old  tom-cat  hath  yawled :  twice  and  once  the  hedge-pig 

e  whined  :  Harpier  cries, 

tj  '  ’Tis  time  !  ’tis  time  ! 

Round  about  the  cauldron  go, 

In  the  poisoned  entrails  throw. 

Pour  in  sow’s  Mood  that  has  eat  her  nine  litters,  and  grease  of  lat- 
_  tlesnake,  throw  into  the  flame.  Toad,  that  under  the  barn-sill  has 
sat  thirty  and  one  days  and  nights  in  February,  boil  thou  first  in 
the  charmed  pot.  Then  add,  tail  of  rat,  and  wool  of  fiog ,  scale 
of  bat,  and  ‘hair  of  the  dog  I’  adder’s  fork,  and  blind-worm  s 
sting;  cork  leg  of  stork,  and  lizzard’s  wing;  fur  of  dragon,  tooth 
of  harrrow ;  tire  of  wagon,  and  shin-bone  marrow;  drunkard’s 
liver,  slanderer’s  gall ;  Cupid’s  quiver,  and  tumble-bug’s  ball ;  fin¬ 
ger  of  birth-strangled  child;  froth  of  mad  ox  fierce  and  wild. 
Make  the  gruel  thick  and  flab,  and  stir  it  with  a  white  oak  slab. 
Cool  it  then  with  babboon  s  blood,  and  our  charm  is  film  and 

good  : 

’Tis  a  charm  of  double  trouble, 

Like  a  hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble  ! 

So,  you  perceive,  my  friends,  that  witches  in  those  days  not  only 
silently  and  mysteriously  cut  up  all  manner  of  carlicues,  but  ac¬ 
tually  talked  with  mortals,  even  as  I  now  talk  unto  you,  in  the 
homeliest  of  English.  The  ghost  of  Hamlet  wagged  an  awfully- 
eloquent  tongue;  and  veracious  History,  that  never  was  known 
to  lie,  (!)  has  given  us  many  instances  wher#  apparitions  have  bel¬ 
lowed  like  bull-calves— so  horribly  loud,  that,  as  one  Horace  (not 
Greeley,  my  friends)  once  said, 

Behind  the  tombs,  to  shun  the  sound  and  sight,  _ 

The  moon  skulked  down,  or  out  of  shame  or  fright. 

And  my  particular  friend  Milton,  alluding  to  spirits,  says :  All 
heart  they  live,  all  head,  all  eye,  all  ear,  all  intellect,  all  sense  (and 
no  pudding-bag) ;  and  color,  shape,  or  size,  assume  as  likes  them 
best,  condense  or  rare— flat  as  a  pancake  or  plump  as  a  partridge, 
bright  as  a  brass  button,  or  dull  as  a  pewter  penny,  they  their  airy 
purposes  can  ex^ute,  and  works  of  love- or  enmity  fulfil.  Of 
which,  brethren,  your  incredulous  humble  servant  and  miserable 
preacher  doesn't  believe  a  single  syllable.  I’ve  worn  out  some 
considerable  sole  leather  in  this  flinty  world ;  but,  in  all  my  tia- 
vels,  never  have  I  had  the  luck  to  encounter  a  bona-fide  ghost. 
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I’ve  been  through  a  three-mile  woods  in  the  dead  of  night,  wl 
when  the  parsimonious  moon  shed  just  enough  sickly  melanch- 
light  as  to  make  every  rock,  bush  and  stump  look  pokerish. 
passed  by  the  identical  oak,  upon  whose  spreading  arm  a  poor 
natic,  one  stormy  night,  hung  himself  up  to  dry,  and  forgot  to  ts 
himself  down  again.  Imagination  did  her  worst  to  scare  me  :  a 
I  must  confess  that  my  hair,  at  times,  would  become  restless,  a 
my  old  white  hat  be  seized  with  a  sudden  fit  of  ambition.  Bu 
wafted  myself  along,  without  scarcely  disturbing  the  repose  ol 
leaf  in  my  path,  for  I  felt  as  light  as  a  feather— as  if  I  were  1 
a  ghost  myself;  and  ever  and  anon  looked  anxiously  to  see  if  i 
shadow  dare  follow  me.  Don’t  believe  I  could  have  weigh 
more  than  half  a  dozen  ounces — allowing  seven  pounds  tare  j 
homespun— till  I  reached  the  open  field.  And  there  I  did  see 
Spook,  sure  enough — milk-wljite,  and  moving >round.  Instead 
a  bold,  awe-inspiring  aspect,  it  wore  a  rather  sheepish  look,  whi 
gave  me  courage  to  approach  it;  when,  lo,  and  behold!  it  was 
sheep  just  shorn,  and  tied  with  a  tether  to  a  thorn-bush  !  Sin 
then  I  can’t  believe  in  Ghosts,  Goblins,  and  such  trash  :  they  kno 
it,  too,  and  are  prudent  enough  to  keep  their  distance  from  such 
disagreeable  infidel  as  mine  is  the  fortune  to  be.  And  the  on 
Witch  that  ever  bothered  my  bachelorhood  was  wont  to  thro 
sheep’s  eyes  at  me ;  by  which  I  was  always  reminded  of  tl 
Spook  tied  with  a  tether  to  the  thorn-tree. 

My  dear  friends*  in  the  Pneumatology  of  these  latter  days- 
these  ‘  Spiritual  Manifestations,’  if  possible,  I  don’t  believe  in, 
good  deal  harder.  I  tell  you  all,  and  let  each  be  satisfied,  tht 
1  Spirit  Rappers’  are  all  humbugs,  except  domino-players,  who  ra 
upon  the  table  for  the  liquor  to  be  fetched.  There  is  some  sens 
as  well  as  spirit  manifested  by  their  ‘  knockings.’  My  breat: 
only  serves  to  keep  alive  and  together  a  paltry  peck  or  so  of  dusl 
still  I  consider  it  too  useful  to  be  blown  away  upon  such  a  con 
temptible  set  of  silly-bubs  and  knaves  as  are  these  professiona 
knockers  at  the  entrance-gate  to  the  other  world.  ‘Knock  and  i 
shall  be  opened,’  was  said  unto  me  when  first  I  took  an  oyster 
knife  in  hand ;  but  it  wasn’t.  So  it  was  with  them.  Thei 
knock — not  the  Spirits — but  the  door  of  heaven  is  no  more  open' 
ed  to  their  tunkings,  than  was  that  of  the  cloistered  bivalve  untc 
me,  when  I  attempted  an  intrusion  upon  his  privacy.  If  they  car 
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d  conversation  with  the  inhabitants  of  another  world,  why  am 
ebarred  of  the  like  privileged  Is  not  this  a  free  c«un  iy - 
1  is  not  the  ‘  freedom  of  speech'  allotted  alike  to  all .  Make 
a  ‘medium’  for  any  other  spirit  to  operate  upon  than  a  thim- 
ful  of  good  old  apple-jack,  and  I'll  not  only  eat  my  own  words, 
t  a  whole  ream  of  paper  on  which  they  are  printed,  in  the  bai¬ 
rn.  But,  my  friends,  I  shall  save  my  breath  to  cool  my  to-mor- 
.v’s  porridge,  before  wasting  any  more  of  it  upon  these  rascally 
uppers.’  May  heaven  forgive  them  their  trespasses,  let  t  le 
md  jury  do  as  it  pleases.  All  I  have  to  say  is,  that  if  my  fel- 
,v  creatures  were  to  evince  a  more  decided  diSlike  to  being  ium- 
gged,  humbugs,  like  angels’  visits,  would  be  ‘  few,  and  far  be- 

een.’  So  mote  it  be 


THE  ADVANTAGES  OF  A  COUNTRY  JAUNT. 

Text. — Go  forth  into  the  country, 

From  a  world  of  care  and  guile ; 

Go  forth  to  the  untainted  air, 

And  the  sunshine’s  open  smile. 

And  it  shall  clear  thy  clouded  brow— 

It'shall  loose  the  worldly  coil 
That  binds  thy  heart  too  closely  up, 

Thou  man  of  care  and  toil ! 

It  Dear  Friends  :  Nature  has  now  put  on  her  greenest  gown- 
tuck  the  choicest  and  the  loveliest  of  roses  in  her  hair— perfumed 
erself  to  the  highest  pitch— sweetened  her  breath  with  the  rich- 
st  of  aroma,  and  is  using  every  art  and  blandishment,  to  coax  you 
o  o-o  and  woo  her.  She  waves  her  handkerchief  from  the  hillock 
-beckons  you,  Tom  the  shady  grove— sends  her  bright  glances 
rom  the  silvery  stream— smiles  lovingly  from  the  glassy  lake— 
exhibits  extra  attractions,  as  she  walks  along  the  flowery  vale— 
lisses  her  hand  to  you  by  the  roadside,  and  seems  to  make  a  proud 
display,  upon  the  distant  mountain  top,  of  her  blue  summer  iioc  - 

ind  amazingly  big  bustle. 

My  friends  :  allow  me  to  tell  you,  it  will  benefit  you  greatly, 
both  morally  and  physically,  to  take  an  occasional  jauift  into  the 
country,  instead  of  sweltering  here,  in  a  city,  against  which  o  d 
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Sol  geems  to  have  a  particular*  spite,  during  the  summer  sea 
and  breathing  an  atmosphere  too  lazy,  itself,  to  breathe.  Go 
the  country,  and  get  rid  of  your  cares— those  moths  that  eat 
your  heart,  and  make  such  sad  havoc  with  one’s  health.  Go, 
(as  my  friend  Shakspere  says)  find  sermons  in  stones:  boob 
the  running  brooks;  and  good  in  everything — except  in  a  ro 
potato.  There  be  interested  in  the  dumb  language  of  the  flo\ 
of  the  held,  that  whisper  in  the  soul’s  ear  of  beauty,  love  and 
nocence  :  how  fair,  how  frail,  and  how  transcendant !  L< 
from  the  leaves  of  the  trees,  how  friendship  longer  endureth,  • 
fades  at  last — setting  aside  now  and  then  an  evergreen  that  m; 
tains  its  freshness  amid  the  wintry  winds  of  adversity.  Lool 
the  gadding  woodbine  :  how  anxious  it  seems  to  release  itself  fj 
its  mamma’s  apron-strings,  and  take  a  tramp  by  itself  all  ale 
roaming  wide  here  and  there,  {  over  the  hills  and  far  avray.’ 
how  the  young  wild  vine  seems  to  have  grown  tired  in  its  disc 
raging  endeavors  to  climb  yonder  steep  rock.  With  a  lauda 
spirit  of  ambition,  it  sticks  its  tiny  fingers  into  every  crack  ; 
crevice,  and  holds  on,  like  a  monkey  to  a  cocoanut  tree  in  a  h  j 
ricane;  but,  for  all  this,  it  seems  to  look  back,  over  its  left  sho  i 
der,  and  cry  for  assistance.  Observe  with  what  affection  the  i 
(though  an  adopted  child)  clings  to  the  parental  oak— how  a  hai 
some  cucumber  vine  has  the  courage,  the  courtesy  and  the  mar 
ness  to  go  a  few  feet  out  of  its  way  for  the  sake  of  saying  ‘T 
top  o’  the  morning’  to  a  democratic  toadstool — how  the  little  bh 
eyed  violet  is  humble  and  content  in  its  lowly  situation — how  t 
butter-cups  apparently  take  pride  in  bespangling  the  green  p; 
tures — how  the  whole  family  of  flowers  live  together  in  peace  a 
harmony — and  how  the  birds,  frogs,  locusts,  grasshoppers  a 
tree-toads  mingle  their  voices  in  melody  ;  and  also  how  the  effe 
of  the  whole  is  heightened  by  the  diapason  of  the  song-singii 
breeze,  and  the  deep  bass  of  the  ever-thundering  cataract. 

My  worthy  hearers  :  you  will  find  as  much  difference  betwet 
the  air  of  the  country  and  that  of  the  city,  as  there  is  betwet 
new-laid  eggs  and  those  that  are  on  the  edge  of  rottenness.  Ther 
the  atmosphere  is  always  fresh  and  new — the  pure,  uncontam 
ate d  breath  of  heaven ;  but  here,  we  have  it  second-handei 
stagnant,  and  polluted  to  the  uttermost — and  we  are  compelled  1 
breathe  it  over  and  over,  till  (there  is  no  doubt  in  my  mind)  a 
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avisible  green  scum  floats  upon  it,  worthy  of  the  most  putrid  frog 
•uddle  amid  the  marshes  of  New  Jersey.  0;  you  miserable,  swel¬ 
ling,  sweating,  care-cursed,  business-driven  Gothamites  !  poke 
our  heads  out  of  this  big  oven,  once  in  a  while,  and  blow.  Go 
)  Hoboken,  to  Bloomingdale,  to  Harlem,  to  Staten  Island,  to  Fort 
lamilton,  to  Coney  Island— -or  you  may  go  to  the  devil,  provided 
ou  go  through  a  pleasant  country.  But  when  you  go  out,  be 
ireful  and  see  that  none  of  your  city-reared  cares  are  tagging  af- 
:r  you.  Halloo  ‘  Shoo !5  to  them,  and  bid  them  be  as  quiet  as 
leir  natures  will  allow,  till  you  return.  Unhitch  your  minds, 
pon  such  occasions,  from  all  business.  When  you  take  a  jaunt 
>r  health  or  pleasure,  you  are  too  apt  to  let  your  thoughts  be 
sturbed  with  your  affairs  at  home — which  is  detrimental  to  your 
salth,  and  a  great  discount  upon  your  promised  pleasures.  No  : 
(it  that  india-rubber  string,  that  stretches  as  far  as  you  want  to 
3,  and  yet,  by  its  contractile  power,  is  continually  urging  you 
wards  home,  and  to  ‘  business.’  Go  into  the  country,  about  this 
ason — enjoy  its  pure  and  invigorating  atmosphere,  its  cool  shades 
•romantic  walks— its  birds,  buds,  flowers,  and  beautifully-gieen 
liage.  Go,  and  come  back  improved  in  health— bettered  in  mo- 
ls — patched-up,  at  least,  in  virtue;  and  entertaining  new  and 
ore  correct  ideas  of  the  world  at  large,  and  the  country  in  parti- 
dar.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  INQUIETUDE. 

ext. — Here  lieth  one  who  did  most  truly  prove 

That  he  could  never  die  while  he  could  move; 

*  *  *  *  •*  * 

Best,  that  gives  all  men  life,  gave  him  his  death,  * 

And  too  much  breathing  put  him  out  of  breath. 

|y  Dear  Hearers  :  This  is  a  bustling  world ;  and,  consequently, 
yery  one  has  to  bustle  through  it,  if  he  would  get  on  smoothly. 
j  ere  we  all  lazy  alike— one  equally  ambitious  as  another,  and 
)ne  with  sufficient  energy  to  blow  out  a  candle  at  bed- time— we 
:ight  flow  down  the  placid  stream  of  time  as  tranquilly  as  so  many 
ups,  and  probably  be  as  well  off  in  the  end  as  now.  But,  my 
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friends,  since  the  majority  are  ever  on  the  hop,  skip  and  jump, 
behooves  us  all  to  keep  stirring,  like  a  pudding-stick,  or  we  sh; 
come  oh;  in  all  our  endeavors,  like  the  lame  chicken  that  liobbJ 
up  to  the  dough  just  in  time  to  see  the  last  billful  hurried  dov 

the  red  lane  of  some  more  fortunate  companion. 

My  hearers.:  there  is  a  fistful  of  truth,  as  well  as  poetry,  in  t 
rythmetical  quotation,  4  Restless  mortals  toil  for  nought  es]  j 
daily  as  applied  to  some  of  you  fidgetty  sons  and  daughters 
Disquietude.  I  have  even  now  one  in  my  mind’s  eye,  who  is 
restless  as  a  withered  leaf  in  an  autumnal  gale.  He  is  a  perf< 
perpetual  motion :  a  ‘  reed  shaken  by  the  wind ;’  a  stormy  petr 
a  caged  hyena;  the  tip-end  of  a  tattler’s  tongue.  Like  the  sqi 
rel,  he  either  sits  or  runs— never  walks ;  and  yet,  when  sittii 
he  hitches  about  from  side  to  side,  as  if  some  belligerent  flea  w 
attacking  him  in  the  rear ;  throws  one  leg  over  the  other— lei 
back,  and  twists  and  squirms  like  an  eel  in  the  claws  of  a  fi 
hawk.  When  he  provides  for  the  body  at  welcome  dinner  ho 
he  reminds  me  of  the  good  old  song  commencing  with 

‘  Did  you  ever  see  the  devil 
Shovel  gravel  V 

And  then,  too,  I  bethink  me  of  the  printer  and  his  4  devil,’  w 
mimic  him  to  a  nicety  in  making  haste  to  pick  up  the  ty 
whereby  to  publish  my  old-fashioned,  gamble-roofed  discour 
unto  Jew  and  Gentile — Whig  and  Democrat  Hard-shell  and  Si 
shell— Flint-phiz  and  Dough-face— and  4  the  rest  of  mankind  ! 

This  restless  probationer,  my  friends,  is  upon  the  constant  j 
all  the  livelong  day.  No  sooner  is  he  in  the  middle  of  one  unc 
taking  than  he  jumps  upon  the  commencement  of  another;  4« 
beginning,  never  ending.’  And  then,  at  night,  after  agitating 
coat  from  his  quivering  carcase,  he  hies  to  his  briery  bed  and 
down,  as  my  late  esteemed  brother  Hood  says, 

Like  a  hedge-hog  rolled  up  the  wrong  way, 
Tormenting  himself  with  his  prickles. 

Verily,  my  friends,  such  a  man  4  toils  for  nought,’  except  to  i 
ter  and  maintain  his  soul-cheriched  unhappiness. 

My  hearers  :  methinks  I  behold  another  odd  individual.  H 
one  of  the  transitive,  migratory  sort— never  stops  long  upon  i 
particular  spot.  He  is  ubiquitous  to  a  certain  extent— in  at  1< 
half  a  dozen  places  at  once— always  ‘about.’  If  a  man  were  l 
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;d  by  the  blasting  of  a  rock  above  the  Bull’s  Head,  and  another 
trowned  ofr  the  Battery  at  the  same  time,  he  was  *  thar,’  an  actual 
lye-witness  of  both  melancholy  accidents.  Any'  bit  of  news  about 
d  burst  upon  the  world,  he  stands  ready  to  receive  at  its  source, 
nd  convey  it  to  the  very  outskirts  of  Everywhere,  as  much  spee- 
ier  than  the  lightning  telegraph  as  said  telegraph  is  quicker  than 
ian  the  veriest  4  old  fogy  *  that  ever  pored  and  poked  over  a  heap 
f  putrid  politics.  In  the  language  of  Scripture,  if  you  ‘take  the 
'ings  of  the  morning,  and  fly  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth, 
ehold,  he  is ’  4  thar!5  Best,  that  gives  other  people  life,  is  sure 
angrene  to  him ;  he  must  either  locomote  or  stagnate.  When 
e  die>,  he  dies  with  his  harness  on — drops  in  the  track  upon  the 
reat  trotting  course  of  life ;  affording  ample  evidence  that  4  too 
uch  breathing  put  him  out  of  breath.’ 

I  don't  know,  my  dear  friends,  but  most  of  us  are  too  apt  to  be* 
ir  ourselves  to  a  nonsensical  purpose.  We  mistake  intangible 
tadows  for  solid  substances  :  chase  them  over  flowery  meads, 
tross  verdant  fields,  through  tangled  wildwoods,  into  gloomy 
ens  ^  and  find  ourselves,  at  last,  above  our  boot-tops  in  a  miry 
aish  of  difficulty.  In  our  abundant  haste  to  get  a  grab  at  the 
•lden  eggs,  we  are  just  ganders  enough  to  kill  the  goose  that  lays 
em. 

My  dear  friends  :  with  all  your  remarkable  speed,  activity  and 
nning,  there  is  one  old  chap  from  whom  you  can’t  escape — into 
3  clutches  you  must  fall  at  last.  He  is  known  by  the  dreadful 
pellation,  Death.  The  temperate  he  steadily  pursues  at  a  dis- 
lce  to  the  summit  of  manhood’s  mount,  when  he  puts  speed  to 
3  trotters,  and  finally  overtakes  them  somewhere  in  the  down- 
1  0;f  1  he  less  prudent  he  waylays,  and  bids  lie  down  and 

liver  the,  perhaps,  worthless  soul  required.  The  downright 
fi-hardy,  that  rush  to  encounter  him  in  his  den,  he  disposes  of 
summarily  as  I  do,  occasionally,  a  dozen  of  raw  oysters  at  my 
od  neighbors  \\  eekes’  Excelsior.  The  weak,  the  nervous  and 
j-  timid,  in  their  crazy  endeavors  to  avoid  him,  manage  most  ad- 
tly  to  flounder  within  the  reach  of  his  relentless  paw,  and  thus 
ewell  to  every  further  fear  !  as  once  I  exclaimed,  when  an  in- 
■nant  bull  tossed  me  over  a  five-rail  fence  into  a  frog-pond. 
However  vigilant,  active  and  fleet  of  foot  you  may  be,  my  be- 
*  ed  brethren,  that  unvarying  hound.  Time,  will  chase  you  to  the 
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point  of  Death’s  javelin,  at  last.  There  is  no  use  in  dodging  co 
ners,  or  attempting  to  hide  behind  stumps.  The  evidence  of  h 
being  always  ‘about’  is  manifested  in  every  quarter.  There 
‘  Fire  Insurance,’  and  what  is  miscalled  ‘Life  Insurance,’  butthei 
is  no  such  thing  as  Death  Insurance.  You  may,  however,  obtai 
a  safe  insurance  against  tire  in  another  world  by  dealing  fairly  an  . 
honestly  with  every  one  in  this ;  and  by  being  governed  by  tf 
whole  of  my  precepts,  and  the  major  part  of  my  practice.  Tt 
Devil,  also,  is  ‘about’  with  the  great  hunter  Death,  ready  t 
snatch  and  bag  the  game  as  soon  as  caught  by  the  latter— and  n< 
unfrequently  a  long  time  before.  But  I  will  tell  you,  my  friend  , 
how  you  may  avoid  being  prematurely  detected  by  the  old  sui 
burnt  son  of  sin  and  wickedness.  Don’t  flee  to  that  ‘whited  si ,, 
pulchre,’  the  City  of  Washington,  just  at  present;  for  there  he  he  J 
chosen  his  terrestrial  head-quarters.  Nor  think  to  seek  safety  i  j 
Wall  street  •  for  there  his  principal  branch  office  is  located.  Ne , 
ther  would  I  advise  you  only  upon  protection  in  the  pews  of  oi 
‘splendid’  churches;  for  he  is  certainly  there,  albeit  in  so  ri j 
spectable  a  guise  as  to  be  of  the  first  water.  There  is  one  plac  j 
you  may  resort  to  for  safety,  on  a  pinch  :  get  among  an  assen  j 
blage  of  ‘  spirit  rappers’ — Old  Crafty  would  never  venture  then 
out  of  pure  regard  for  his  own  professional  reputation.  And-j 
So  mote  it  be !  if 


the  sky. 

Text. _ The  sky  above  looks  calm  and  fair ; 

Why  should  it  not  since  heaven  is  there  ?  .  . 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  When  we  seek  for  heaven,  we  naturally  loo 
some  ways  beyond  this  insignificant  earth  of  ours— this  paltry  pil 
0f  dirt — the  mere  sweepings  of  the  solar  system,  gathered  toge 
ther  by  the  besom  of  the  Omnipotent,  and  swept  into  one  come 
of  creation  to  become  inhabited  by  the  fecundity  of  its  own  fUth 
Yes,  we  look,  instinctively  as  it  were,  upward  to  the  calm  blu 
sky’  and  the  angel  Hope  softly  whispers— There  is  heaven !- 
there  is  happiness  '.—there  all  is  purity,  and  all  is  peace ;  and  then 
if  anywhere,  must  all  our  anticipations  of  a  happy  hereafter  b 
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ealized.  The  calmness,  tranquillity  and  loveliness  of  the  sky  are 
rnough  to  convince  one  that  heaven  is  there.  Behold  it  just  after 
t  has  been  rinsed  by  the  rains — when  the  sun  hangs  itself  out  to 
ry,  and  not  a  cloud  is  left  to  cast  a  blemish  upon  its  beauties. 
|)oes  it  not  then  look  like  the  kingdom  of  contentment,  and  the 
lome  of  the  happy  %  View  it  at  the  clear,  still  midnight,  when 
very  sound  is  asleep— when  the  day-wind  has  folded  its  wings 
1  a  valley  of  repose— when  the  zephyrs  disdain  to  disturb  even 
le  dew-drop  that  hangs  upon  the  flower — when  myriads  of  stars, 
ke  so  many  angels’  eyes,  are  peeping  from  behind  the  deep  blue 
rrtain  of  night  :  ay,  view  it  then,  and  say  if  it  does  not  appear 
ke  some  celestial  city  lighted  with  the  lamps  of  eternal  love,  and 
3  though  heaven  were  built  upon  its  borders.  Far  in  the  gor- 
iou*  west,  when  the  sun  goes  to  bed  beneath  a  canopy  of  purple 
id  crimson,  pillars  of  gold  seem  to  support  the  porch  of  heaven, 
id  juvenile  gods  appear  to  be  blazing  away  with  fireworks,  in 
mimemoration  of  man’s  glorious  redemption.  When  the  limpid 
ke  of  the  sky  becomes  mudded  by  storms— when  the  red  light- 
ng  rips  the  black  wardrobe  of  the  firmament  asunder,  and  Jove 
adly  drives  his  thundering  chariot  over  the  rough  pavement 
>ove,  we  cannot  but  be  impressed  with  the  idea  that  the  mansion 


the  Almighty  is  somewhere  in  those  diggins— that  heaven  is 
ere,  and  that  some  noisy  preparations  are  being  made  too  for  the 
ception  of  such  an  unwelcome  creature  as  wicked,  perverse  and 
istraneous  man. 

My  hearers :  you  can’t  stay  here  for  ever,  by  some  thousands 
years  at  least,  however  much  you  may  enjoy  the  luxuries  of 
e  and  the  vanities  of  the  world.  When  the  soul  finds  that  its 
rnal  habitation  is  getting  too  dilapidated  for  comfort,  it  will 
idge  for  the  Texas  eternity,  and  leave  it  as  vacant  as  a  pauper’s 
cket.  Yes,  the  time  is  even  now  treading  close  upon  your  heels 
len  you  must  return  to  dust,  and  slumber  as  soundly  in  the  si¬ 
lt  sepulchre  as  a  superannuated  raccoon  upon  a  chestnut  rail, 
lere,  your  corporeal  portion  will  be  wholly  insensible  to  either 


asure  or  pain.  The  tears  of  sorrow  may  be  shed  over  your 


ive,  but  they  can  never  moisten  and  mould  together  the  dry 
lies  of  mortality.  The  light  of  love  can  infuse  no  warmth  into 
i  cold  clad  clay  that  lies  embedded  in  the  bosom  of  its  parent 


th ;  for  the  perishable  part  perisheth,  and  ceaseth  for  ever  to 
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participate  in  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  and  to  sympathise  with 
the  feelings  of  friends.  But,  my  dear  friends,  the  soul  escapes 
from  the  grave  as  easily  as  a  shiner  through  a  shad-net.  On  the 
wings  of  immortality  it  speeds  its  way  to  heaven,  when  its  earth¬ 
ly  lease  has  expired,  and  takes  up  its  abode  in  a  palace  of  peace, 
where  it  can  never  he  molested  through  all  eternity— for  the  good 

reason  that  the  rent  is  required  in  advance.  , 

My  dear  friends:  where  do  you  suppose  this  heaven  is  located  j 

in  which  the  spirit  abides  when  it  has  shaken  off  the  shackles  o 
mortality  %  I  know  no  more  about  it  for  a  certainty  than  you  o  j 
—but  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  it  is  somewhere  in  the  regions 
of  the  sky;  for  that  is  the  only  place  that  seems  untouched  and 
untarnished  by  the  greasy  fingers  of  corruption.  The  effluvia  of 
earth-generated  sin  has  not  yet  risen  to  contaminate  its  purity,  nor 
has  the  smoke  of  worldly  wickedness  yet  ascended  to  cast  a  stain 
upon  its  delicate  ceiling.  The  beautiful  bubble  of  life,  that  exhi¬ 
bits  its  rainbow  colors  upon  the  turbid  stream  of  time  for  a  little 
while  and  then  bursts  into  nothing,  I  believe  forms  again  upon 
the  surface  of  yon  ethereal  ocean,  to  float  about  from  everlasting 
to  everlasting,  either  in  the  sunshine  of  eternal  bliss  or  amid  the 
breakers  of  wo.  When  we  meditate  upon  the  evils  that  belong 
to  earth,  we  grow  sick  of  our  situations,  and  become  disgusted 
with  even  the  dainties  that  the  world  affords ;  but  when  we  per¬ 
mit  our  thoughts  to  play  truant  in  the  skies,  they  are  sure  to  re- 
turn  with  a  garland  composed  of  the  fragrant  flowers  of  faith  cull¬ 
ed  from  the  ever-blooming  fields  of  futurity,  where  all  is  loveli¬ 
ness,  holiness,  beauty  and  grandeur. 

My  dear  friends  :  hope  brings  heaven  nearer  to  earth  than  i 

really  is.  Although  it  seems  to  be  near  enough  for  you  to  touct 
it  with  a  long  pole,  it  is,  nevertheless,  a  good  way  off;  and  ever 
when  you  have  ascended  the  highest  mountain  of  morality  it  ap 
pears  to  be  just  about  as  far  distant  as  when  beheld  from  tin 
deepest  ravine  of  iniquity,  and  yet  it  is  absolutely  nearer.  But 
my  friends,  there  is  no  use  in  climbing,  if  you  wish  to  gain  th< 
summit  of  salvation.  The  ladder  of  ambition  can  never  reach  th< 
sky,  nor  are  the  wings  of  wealth  sufficiently  strong  to  bear  yoi 
to  the  realms  -of  happiness.  The  good  old  man  bows  down  hi 
head  with  humility  as  he  is  about  to  enter  the  door  of  heaven 
but  the  young,  the  gay  and  the  proud  seem  to  think  they  can  car 
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y  their  caputs  erect,  as  though  they  were  upon  the  free-list,  and 
ould  pass  in  without  interruption — but  in  this  they  will  find  they 
te  most  wofully  mistaken.  Humble  yourselves,  then,  if  you  wish 
nally  to  obtain  a  home  in  the  sky,  which,  no  doubt,  was  design- 
il  as  an  eternal  resting-place  for  all  weary  pilgrims  in  this  toil¬ 
ing  sphere.  So  mote  it  be! 

* 


SUBMISSION  TO  THE  DECREES  OF  PROVIDENCE. 

Text.  0,  humbly  take  what  God  bestows, 

And,  like  his  own  fair  flowers, 

Look  up  in  sunshine  in  a  smile, 

And  gently  bend  in  showers. 

Iy  Hearers  :  There  is  nothing  like  taking  the  petty  cares  and 
Rubles  of  the  world  as  composedly  as  a  corn-sack  takes  a  kick- 
i;C,  or  in  as  easy  a  manner  as  a  dusty  carpet  receives  a  thrashing. 
Vhen  misfortune  pounces  upon  one’s  prosperity  like  a  vulture 
Lon  a  lamb,  the  better  way  is  to  yield  with  calm  resignation  to 
7  sudden  attack  )  for,  depend  upon  it,  the  more  a  person  writhes 
id  struggles  under  such  a  circumstance,  the  more  is  the  agony 
ireased,  and  less  is  the  chance  of  an  immediate  release.  The 
rn  who  has  the  moral  strength  to  bear  up  beneath  the  heavy 
rden  of  adversity  is  far  nobler  than  he  who  has  the  physical 
ight  and  courage  to  combat  the  lion  in  his  den,  or  defy  the  de- 
A  himself  with  a  pair  of  faithful  and  trustworthy  fists.  Misfor- 
i  es  will  oftentimes  visit,  in  spite  of  all  human  precautions,  the 
)  aces  of  the  proud  as  well  as  the  humble  huts  of  the  dependent 
or.  They  will  bide  their  time  5  and  as  for  endeavoring  to  scare 
lm  away,  you  might  as  well  undertake  to  frighten  the  yellow 
tev  from  an  obnoxious  public  city  by  publicly  predicting  a  kill- 
1  frost  through  the  columns  of  a  penny  journal. 

Hy  deal  friends :  just  humbly  take  what  God  bestows — no  mat- 
e, whether  it  be  in  the  shape  of  a  blessing  or  a  castigation— -and 
l  will  find  in  the  end  that  you  have  lost  nothing  by  being  sub- 
isive  to  the  dictates  of  divine  will.  When  the  warm  summer 
1  lets  down  its  glad  rays  upon  the  fair  flowers  of  the  field,  they 
cb  up  with  a  beautiful  smile,  as  if  with  thankfulness  for  favors 
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received;  but  not  with  arrogance  and  self-perfected  pride;  and  L 
then  again,  when  the  rushing  wind  and  beating  storm  drive  over  ;y[ 
with  wrath  and  fury,  they  bow  their  heads  in  meek  submission,  f, 
and  present  as  handsome  a  picture  of  humility  as  a  dog  sneaking  (E 
under  the  table  with  his  tail  between  his  legs.  Receive  the  gifts  L 
of  Providence  with  thankfulness,  and  give  praise  in  return  ;  and  L 
not  go  off  grumbling  because  some  of  your  craziest  hopes  and  . 
wildest  anticipations  have  not  been  realized  to  their  fullest  extent.  | 
The  meal  of  mercy  comes  from  heaven  unsifted  the  bran  is  un-  I 
separated  from  the  flour-and  the  bread  of  benevolence,  though 
sometimes  coarse,  is  none  the  less  wholesome,  and  ought  always 
to  be  received  with  heartfelt  gratitude.  Providence  supplies  the 
poor  with  potatoes  ;  and  they  are  grateful  for  them,  even  though 
they  be  small,  and  but  few  in  a  hill.  Heaven  heaps  luxuries  up¬ 
on  the  rich;  and  they  are  proud,  saucy  and  independent— and  not 
unfrequently  they  make  mouths  at  their  Maker  for  not  adding  a  >, 

superabundance  to  their  superfluities. 

My  dear  friends :  you  might  just  as  well  be  satisfied  with  you!  | 
portions  and  contented  with  your  lots,  as  to  grumble  about  the  j 
matter;  for  chafing,  sweating,  fretting  and  swearing  are  all  as 
useless  as  beating  a  lamp-post  for  the  sake  of  revenge  ;  and,  be¬ 
sides,  there  is  no  more  religion  or  piety  in  it  than  there  is  in  whift  j 
tling  a  psalm  tune  on  Sunday.  You  can’t  always  have  it  fail 
weather,  neither  can  it  be  always  cloudy  or  stormy.  To-day  tht 
sun  shines  clear  in  the  heavens— a  smile  of  gladness  lights  up  th( 
face  of  nature— all  is  gay— all  is  cheerful;  to-morrow,  clouds  maj 
gather,  and  cast  their  dark  shadows  upon  the  earth— the  birds  maj 
sing  plaintively,  and  man  have  the  grums :  next  day,  Euroclydon 
iEolus  and  Boreas  may  get  into  a  scuffle  in  the  spacious  celestia 
chamber  abo\^e— break  things,  and  upset  vessels— and  give  us  i 
cold  shower  bath,  when  perhaps  there  is  no  shelter  near,  and  ni 
umbrella  at  hand  :  and  the  next  day  after  may  be  one  again  o 
peace,  quiet  and  loveliness ;  the  air  be  purified— the  earth  refresh 

e  l _ and  man  none  the  worse  off  for  what  has  happened.  So,  tc 

day  the  sun  of  prosperity  may  shine — the  flowers  of  the  heait  un 
fold  their  bright  corolla,  and  Happiness  fondle  in  her  lap  the  fs 
and  promising  bantling,  Hope ;  to-morrow,  the  clouds  of  dout 
may  skirt  the  horizon,  and  at  length  obscure  the  meridian  of  on 
fondest  anticipations;  to-morrow  again,  adverse  winds  may  blov 
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nd  the  storms  of  misfortune  rage,  and  sorrow,  misery  and  despair 
jrrannize  over  every  earthly  joy.  But,  my  friends,  brighter  days 
re  sure  to  come,  if  you  do  but  go  forward  with  perseverance  and 
nergy,  and  with  full  faith  in  their  coming.  You  must  be  as  con- 
mt  as  possible  with  whatever  the  Almighty  sees  fit  to  bestow 
pon  j on.  Take  the  good  with  the  evil.  When  you  receive  the 
ood,  don’t  jump  out  of  your  stockings  for  delight,  and  waste  it 
lolishly  ;  and  when  you  are  visited  with  evil,  welcome  it  with  a 
nile,  and  glory  in  the  anticipation  of  something  better  next  time. 
My  beloved  friends  :  if  you  would  find  long,  broad  and  beau- 
ful  Pieces  of  comfort  among  the  shreds  that  are  strewn  along 
fe’s  pathway— if  you  would  discover  but  few  kinks  or  rusty 
nks  in  the  polished  chain  of  happiness,  you  must  make  up  your 
mds  to  take  what  God  bestows,  as  becometh  a  good  Christian 
id  a  true  moral  philosopher.  At  the  same  time,  you  must  act 
mestly  and  honorably  with  yourselves,  your  own  consciences 
id  your  fellow  creatures.  Drink  wisdom  instead  of  whiskey— 
ety  instead  of  porter  :  instead  of  following  naughty  women,  fol- 
w  good  examples,  and,  instead  of  taking  too  much  physic,  take 


vice. 


Take  all  these  things  into  consideration,  my  friends  ;  and,  in- 
lad  of  preparing  for  dinner,  prepare  for  death— and  then  ’you 
11  be  well-prepared  for  that  awful  day  when  the  dread  trumpet 
the  Archangel  shall  sound— when  Time  shall  cast  his  scythe 
-o  the  ocean  of  eternity,  and  scatter  the  sands  of  his  glass 
long  the  rubbish  of  chaos.  So  mote  it  be ! 


AUTUMNAL  WARNINGS, 


Vi  ,.  .  "  gi  cat  CUJU  gOOCl  Ola  £ 

n  die  m  the  piety-bought  hope  of  a  happy  hereafter 


['3W  that  some  of  you  appear  to  live  as 


a  nappy  Hereafter;  and  I 
as  though  you  were  peren- 
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nial  plants  of  mortality,  never  to  be  transplanted  to  the  soil  of 
some  unknown  island  in  the  vast  ocean  of  eternity.  -Bat,  cuing 
friends,  do  not  deceive  yourselves.  The  evidence  of  decay  is  ex¬ 
hibited  upon  every  earthly  object  around  you  :  change,  wondrous 
change,  is  daily  taking  place  in  the  world,  and  all  things  animate 
are  steadily  progressing  towards  one  common  tomb.  Could  we 
but  see,  at  a  glance,  what  multitudes  of  us,  insignificant  insects 
that  crawl  along  life’s  narrow  pathway,  are  hourly  being  crushed 
beneath  the  big  boots  of  Time,  we  should  shake  in  our  shoes, 
through  fear  lest  we  be  the  next  victims ;  but  being  blind,  as  we 
are,  to  danger,  we  canter  fearlessly  along  in  our  wicked  career, 
till  we  feel  the  dart  of  death' sticking  in  our  gizzards,  when  we 
straighten  out  like  a  dying  frog,  give  a  gasp  and  a  galvanic  qui¬ 
ver,  then  yield  our  souls  to  God,  the  giver,  and  our  bodies  to  the 
grave-worms  for  dissection. 

My  friends :  the  autumn  leaves  that  now  fall  around  you  warn 
you,  with  speechless  eloquence,  to  prepare  for  death.  They  seem 
to  say  that  every  fair  object  of  earth  must  fade  and  fall— that  the 
wreath  of  beauty  must  be  stripped  of  its  blossoms  the  laurels 
that  bind  the  brow  of  Fame  must  wither — and  that  the  proud,  no¬ 
ble,  majestic  form  of  man  must  soon  be  laid  to  moulder  in  the 
dark  and  dreary  sepulchre.  The  glories  of  the  year  are  passing 
away,  and  so  also  are  the  glories  of  the  world.  The  day  is  not  fai 
distant  when  Time  will  bring  an  autumnal  frost  upon  the  whole 
boundless  universe.  The  stars  will  cease  to  bloom  in  heaven’s 
vast  field  :  they  will  fall  like  leaves  before  the  October  wind  ;  and. 
mingling  with  the  common  rubbish  of  chaos,  they  will  doubtless 
look  like  broken  bits  of  diamonds  glittering  among  the  worthless 
refuse  of  creation.  The  sun  will  appear  like  a  rusty  shield  upor 
a  field  of  blood  and  carnage ;  the  moon  will  melt  and  drop  ink 
the  ashes  of  annihilation,  like  a  piece  of  toasted  cheese  :  the  eartl; 
will  shake  itself  like  a  spaniel  just  emerged  from  the  water,  am 
scatter  all  its  vermin  upon  the  borders  of  eternity. 

My  worthy  hearers  :  this  generation  will  have  passed  away  erf 
that  awful  crisis  shall  occur,  and  you  will  all  escape  its  attending 
terrors ;  nevertheless  you  are  doomed  to  die — and  the  sooner  yoi 
begin  to  think  about  it  and  make  the  necessary  preparations,  th 
better  it  will  be  for  you.  .  Now  is  the  season  of  the  year  to  b 
serious  and  thoughtful.  You,  whose  hearts  have  grown  hardc 
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n  iniquity  than  a  hall  of  putty  in  the  sun,  and  you,  in  whose 
leads  a  couple  of  worldly  and  wicked  ideas  are  continually  rat- 
ling,  like  gravel  in  a  gourd-shell,  may  go  on  in  your  reckless  ca- 
eer  till  you  find  yourselves  irrecoverably  lost  in  the  labyrinth  of 
estruction— and  the  devil, may  help  you,  for  I  can’t.  But  to  the 
rise,  the  prudent,  and  the  virtuous,  I  would  say,  go  walk  in  the 
roods,  at  this  sweet  Sabbath  of  the  year,  and  worship  in  the  sa- 
red  temple  of  Nature.  All  is  solemn  and  silent.  All  there  is 
aim  and  still.  The  birds  have  ceased  their  summer  carrolings — - 
^e  chickeree  sheds  his  nut  in  quietness — no  sound  is  heard,  save 
hen  the  light  fingers  of  the  breeze  are  feeling  about  among  the 
istling  Jea^  es  and  the  warm  light  that  sheds  a  golden  lustre 
long  the  landscape  has  as  religious  a  hue  as  sunshine  through 
le  stained  window  of  a  church.  Yes,  go  kneel  at  the  deathbed 
f  Flora,  or  sit  at  the  sick  couch  of  vegetation,  and  meditate,  like 
hungry  horse,  upon  human  frailty  and  the  shortness  and  uncer- 
.inty  of  life.  The  flowers,  all  faded  and  gone,  show  how  quick- 
r  youth  casts  its  bloom  never  to  blossom  again,  and  the  decaying 
u-dure  of  the  trees  proclaims  to  man  that  the  season  of  maturity 
ust  shortly  give  place  to  the  autumn  of  age  and  decrepitude,  and 
at  the  cold  cheerless  winter  of  existence  is  nigh  at  hand. 

My  dear  friends  and  fellow  citizens :  when  you  see  how  each 
nder  plant  is  drooping,  and  the  leaves  are  dropping  one  by  one 
the  giound,  3  ou  have  a  picture  before  3’ou  representing  the  con- 
ant  egress  of  your  friends  and  kindred  from  this  world  of  wick- 
ne&s  and  wo  )  and  }^ou  ought,  by  all  means,  to  put  yourselves 
readiness  to  depart  when  Death  shall  knock  at  the  door  of  your 
“arts,  and  demand  a  release  of  the  soul  from  its  prison-house  of 
rv.  T\  hat  is  man  but  a  vegetable  that  springs  from  the  dust, 
ids,  blossoms,  ripens,  and  sows  its  seed,  and  then  amalgamates 
ith  its  original  dust !  In  the  spring-time  of  youth  he  flourishes 
‘e  a  squash-vine  near  a  barn-yard-— in  the  summer  of  manhood 
;  exhibits  both  fruit  and  flowers— in  the  autumn  of  age  he  wi- 
ers  and  decays,  and  then  the  winter  of  death  hides  him  for  ever 
)m  the  world. 

My  dear  hearers  :  learn  your  destinies  from  the  falling  leaves! 

3 img  maiden  !  allowing  you  threescore  and  ten  years  to  enjoy 
■urself,  painfully  at  best,  upon  the  Almighty’s  footstool,  it  will 
but  to-morrow  ere  your  raven  hair  is  as  gray  as  a  woodchuck. 
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Ah !  soon  those  sparkling  eyes  will  lose  their  lustre  in  the  dim 
evening  twilight  of  existence.  Time  will  kiss  every  particle  of 
paint  from  your  cheeks — the  roses  will  fade  in  the  wieath  of  love- 
liness,  and  you  will  no  more  he  an  object  of  attraction  than  a  diied 
mullen-stalk  in  a  sheep-pasture.  Decorate,  then,  the  mind  with 
the  garlands  of  wisdom,  in  order  that  you  may  he  thought  beau¬ 
tiful.  even  when  the  perishable  portion  shall  have  become  blight¬ 
ed  and  withered  by  the  frosts  of  age.  I  have  no  doubt  but  the 
old  and  young,  of  both  sexes,  are  profited  by  the  lessons  they  re¬ 
ceive  from  the  harmonious  but  wonderful  operations  of  Natuie; 
but  as  for  attempting  to  set  them  seriously  thinking  upon  the  pre¬ 
carious  situations  in  which  they  are  placed  by  the  aid  of  my  pa¬ 
tent  preaching,  I  suppose  I  might  as  well  undertake  to  whitewash 
the  sky  in  order  to  render  the  evenings  light  and  pleasant  in  the 

absence  of  a  moon.  j 

My  dear  friends  :  all  that  I  wish  is,  that  you  may  live  in  such 

a  manner  that  your  last  days  may  be  as  mild  and  glorious  as  those 
of  autumn :  and  that  when  you  depart,  you  may  bid  adieu  to  the 
world  with  hope  in  your  hearts  and  a  smile  upon  your  lips.  So 
mote  it  be ! 


THE  ENJOYMENTS  OF  LIFE. 

Text. — Life’s  a  bumper,  filled  by  fate  ; 

Let  us,  friends,  enjoy  the  treat. 

My  Dear  Friends:  There  is  no  use  in  a  man’s  making  himself 
miserable,  at  life’s  feast,  because  some  particular  and  favorite  dish 
on  the  table  has  been  devoured  by  others.  He  ought  to  make  the 
most  of  what  he  has  before  him— enjoy  it  as  though  it  were  the 
best  of  God’s  bounties— the  rarest  of  rarities,  and  the  most  delicate 
of  delicacies.  The  plain,  coarse  food  of  contentment  is  better  by 
far  than  all  the  nice  luxuries  of  extravagance  that  wealth  can 
ever  command  ;  and  1  think,  my  friends,  that  the  solid,  unleaven¬ 
ed  bread  of  present  satisfaction  is  preferable  to,  and  morally  more 
healthy  than,  any  light  cake  of  hope,  reduced  to  beyond  the  con¬ 
sistency  of  nothing  by  the  yeast  of  ambition.  Some  people,  at 
the  repast  of  life,  want  everything  highly  seasoned.  They  eager- 
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ly  partake  of  all  that  is  warm  or  exciting ;  such  as  pepper  of  po¬ 
litics;  the  spice  of  unusual  or  extraordinary  occurrences;  the 
mustard  of  murders,  manslaughters,  rapes,  crim.  cons,  and  so  forth  : 
are  fond  of  flare-ups,  routs,  balls,  assemblies,  horses,  carnages  — 
yea.  of  drinking  wine  and  kissing  women.  IVlany,  too  many,  of 

the  female  sex  are  unwilling  to  draw  their  social  tea  mildly _ they 

go  in  for  the  excitement  attendant  on  tattling  and  backbiting _ dip 

into  the  sweetmeats  of  scandal  till  they  make  themselves  sick  and 
soiry ;  and,  with  a  headache  and  heartache,  they  vainly  repent  on 
the  morrow  for  the  indulgences  of  to-day. 

My  friends  :  those  who  gorge  upon  the  luxuries  of  life  are  not 
so  happ} ,  by  a  number  of  degrees,  as  those  who  are  compelled  to 
subsist  upon  more  frugal  fare.  The  epicure  diseases  himself,  phy¬ 
sically,  mentally  and  morally.  He  renders  himself  weak  in  body, 
uneasy  in  mind,  and  as  loose  as  raw  cotton  in  morals :  but  the  poor 
peasant  who  satisfies  his  hunger  with  submission  and  salt  pork, 
penitence  and  potatoes,  is  as  sound  as  a  live  oak  corporeally,  as 
^aPP}  heait  as  a  clam  at  high  water,  and  is  as  correct  as  a 
chionometei  in  his  habits.  Although  with  him  the  trees  of  plen¬ 
ty  and  prosperity  are  withered  and  bare,  still  the  little  garden  of 
ns  hopes  is  in  constant  bloom,  and  the  halo  of  peace  for  ever  en- 
Jicles  his  humble  mansion.  He  envies  no  one,  and  consequent- 
y  his  heart  rests  in  his  bosom  as  calmly  as  a  swan  upon  the  pla- 
dd  surface  of  some  silvery  lake.  His  soul  is  ungoaded  by  the 
?purs  of  ambition  :  he  prefers  to  be  a  tenant  of  a  lowly  cot  in  the 
vale  of  contentment,  than  be  a  mere  tenant  in  a  splendid  palace 
lpon  the  high  mountain  of  fame.  He  knows,  or  ought  to  know, 
he  moie  man  essays  to  soar  upon  the  wings  of  wealth  or  artifice 
o  heaven,  the  farther  he  is  from  it ,  and  that  all  unlawful  or  un- 
ioly  exeitions  exercised  to  arrive  at  everlasting  happiness  are  of 
ust  abojt  as  much  avail  as  a  dose  of  physic  to  a  foul  chimney. 

My  dear  hearers  :  how  many  there  are  who  take  unnecessary 
mins  to  tiavel  out  of  the  straight  path  of  rectitude  and  righteous¬ 
ness  into  the  winking  walks  of  vice.  They  think  that  because 
he  bushes  of  iniquity  are  covered  with  blossoms,  that  an  abun- 
ance  of  palatable  and  wholesome  berries  can,  sooner  or  later,  be 
;atheied  theiefrom;  but  they  will  find  that  many  of  those  blos¬ 
soms  are  false  and  deceiving  ;  and  that  whatever  fruit  is  produced 
\y  others  wil1  sit  hard  upon  the  stomach,  although  it  may  be  sweet 
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to  the  taste.  In  order  to  enjoy  yourselves,  my  friends,  at  life’s 
banquet,  you  should  partake  of  such  dishes  as  afford  nourishmen' 
for  the  mind  rather  than  those  which  fatten  the  flesh  ;  for,  remem¬ 
ber  that  the  body  must  eventually  rot  and  decay,  in  spite  of  al 
pains  bestowed  upon  it,  hut  the  soul  is  bound  to  travel  upon  ai 
endless  journey ;  and,  unless  you  provide  sufficient  grub  for  it,  1 
will  hunger  and  famish  long  ere  it  has  reached  the  inteiior  o. 
eternity’s  vast  empire.  If  you  are  not  so  extravagantly  provider 
for  as  some  other  of  your  fellow  creatures,  don’t  make  a  fuss  abou 
it,  but  endeavor  to  enjoy  whatever  is  placed  before  you  ;  mak< 
the  most  and  the  best  of  it;  adopt  as  your  motto  ‘the  smalles 
favors  thankfully  received,’  and  the  flowers  of  peace  and  quiet 
ness  shall  garnish  your  path  to  the  tomb.  If  Providence  pull 
your  hair,  don’t  fight  your  brother  man  in  a  fit  of  rage,  as  tw< 
cats  fly  at  and  scratch  each  other  when  their  tails  are  pulled  b] 
some  mischievous  boy  ;  but  look  upon  it  as  a  just  punishment  fo 
either  past  or  present  misconduct,  and  consider,  at  the  same  time 
that  you  are  deserving  of  a  much  severer  drubbing  than  your  hea 

venly  Father  sees  fit  to  allow  you. 

My  dear  friends  :  life  is  a  bumper,  and  you  should  make  it  you 
study  how  you  can  best  enjoy  the  treat.  If  you  drink  fiom  thi 
cup  of  pleasure  till  you  become  intoxicated,  all  present  hilarity  1 
sure  to  be  soon  turned  into  the  saddest  of  melancholy.  If  yoi 
surfeit  upon  the  sweets  of  the  world,  a  sickening  sensation  at  thi 
heart  soon  ensues,  and  you  feel  far  worse  than  you  would  hai 
you  partaken  prudently  of  the  dainties  which  heaven  supplies.  Ii 
the  morning  of  youth  you  breakfast  upon  hopes }  take  stronj 
cups  of  the  hot  coffee  of  enthusiasm,  sweetened  with  the  sugar  o 
incipient  love,  and  seem  to  enjoy  the  repast  like  juvenile  gods  re 
veiling  amid  ambrosial  sweets— but  you  indulge  with  too  mucl 
freedom  altogether.  At  the  mid-day  of  manhood  you  fare  is  mon 
substantial :  on  the  table  you  find  the  corned  beef  of  care— tin 
mustard  of  misery;  offensive  onions  of  avarice,  and  a  small  quan 
tity  indeed  of  the  true  butter  of  benevolence.  You  eat  and  ge 
your  fill,  and  then  go  away  complaining  of  indigestion  and  tb 
wickedness  of  the  world.  In  old  age  you  sup  upon  sorrow,  am 
lament  that  your  appetites  have  gone  and  have  lost  all  relish  fo 
earthly  enjoyments.  Thus  you  go  forward  from  the  ciadle  to  tb 
grave,  disdaining  all  plain  but  proper  food  until  it  is  for  evei  to( 
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late  to  enjoy  it;  but  if  you  will  now  make  up  your  minds  to  live 
upon  plain  mutton  and  morality,  the  potatoes  of  piety,  and  drink 
nothing  but  the  pure  water  of  wisdom,  you  will  enjoy  life’s  treat 
m  a  manner  that  becomes  the  rational  portion  of  the  Almighty’s 
creation  ;  and  at  last  go  down  to  the  grave  uncorrupted  in  body 
ind  undiseased  in  spirit.  So  mote  jit  be ! 


PEACE  IN  OLD  AGE. 

Text. — O,  may  at  last  my  weary  age 

Find  out  a  peaceful  hermitage  ! 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  There  is  nothing  this  side  of  heaven  so  bliss¬ 
ful  as  rest  to  the  body,  and  repose  to  the  mind,  after  long  hours  of 
:oil,  care  and  anxiety.  When  our  poor  feeble  natures  become  ex¬ 
hausted  with  the  fatigues  of  the  day,  how  delightful  it  is  to  crawl 
mder  the  sheltering  wing  of  Night,  and  there  let  the  senses  brood 
n  happy  oblivion  till  revived  and  invigorated  by  the  cheering 
■ays  of  Morn !  But  an  old  and  good  book  says,  There  is  no  rest 
for  the  wicked ;  not  meaning,  my  friends,  that  there  is  no  sleep 
for  you  (you  are  all  wicked),  but  that  there  is  no  permanent  re-* 
lose,  no  lasting  quietude  of  mind,  unless  you  seek  for  it  properly. 
Tou  may  go  into  the  glittering  hall,  where  Folly,  Pride  and  Fash¬ 
ion  are  assembled  to  worship  at  the  shrine  of  Beauty — -where  mu¬ 
sic  pours  its  witching  eloquence  upon  the  enraptured  ear — where 
sadness  loses  itself  for  a  time  in  the  mazes  of  the  dance— and 
what  will  you  find  there  %  Why,  you  may  pick  up  a  few  parti¬ 
cles  of  joy,  and  inhale  the  evanescent  exhilirating  gas  of  delight; 
jut  the  rest  which  you  obtain  there  is  no  more  like  that  rest  which 
the  soul  thirsteth  after,  than  the  essence  of  stink-weed  is  like  the 
genuine  otto  of  roses.  You  may  seek  for  rest  in  the  blooming 
bowers  of  love,  where  the  zephyrs  oi  anticipations  bear  sweet  in¬ 
cense  of  joy  to  the  heart,  and  the  flowers  of  affection  continue  to 
bud  and  bloscom,  untouched  by  the  rough  winds  of  jealousy;  but 
jno  rest  is  to  be  had  there.  An  occasional  thorn  will  be  found 
even  in  the  garland  of  love;  and  a  person  will  sometimes  fret  and 
jchafe  in  the  midst  of  his  amorous  delights,  as  though  his  very 
shirt  were  set  with  the  poisoned  arrows  of  Cupid.  If  you  seek 
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for  rest  as  you  spiralize  upward  along  the  winding  path  of  Amb 
tion,  you  will  be  sadly  disappointed.  Your  beds  will  be  briers  i 
suite  of  the  roses  that  cover  them,  and  a  spirit  of  restlessness  wi 
rankle  in  your  bosom  when  you  fain  would  slumber.  Seek  nc 
for  rest  in  your  temple  of  fame  that  continually  echoes  with  th 
plaudits  of  an  admiring,  huzzaing  multitude,  and  where  the  sic! 
ening  flatteries  of  a  lavish  world  collect  and  putiify.  No  ,  yo 
might  as  soon  think  of  lying  down  by  a  dead  horse  in  fly-time,  t 
be  lulled  to  sleep  by  a  succession  of  West  India  thunderbolts. 

IVfy  dear  friends  :  the  proper  way  to  obtain  lest  is  to  unbuide 
yourselves  of  those  big  packs  of  sin,  containing  pride,  vanity,  ci 
pidity,  selfishness,  venality,  anger,  hatred,  jealousy,  and  revengi 
and  bury  them  for  ever  in  the  grave  of  repentance.  Then  you' 
breathe  easier ;  then  will  a  wearisome  load  be  taken  from  yoi 
shoulders  ;  then  will  the  holy  dove,  Rest,  descend  fiom  heave 
and  nestle  in  your  bosoms,  and  each  moment,  as  it  passes,  be  su 
rounded  with  the  bright  halo  of  peace.  But,  my  friends,  I  pe 
ceive  that  some  of  my  fellow  mortals,  whether  righteous  or  wicl 
ed,  are  strangers  to  rest.  Their  un weary  souls,  like  Mother  Ci 
rey’s  chickens,  are  for  ever  on  the  wing,  seeking  for  rest,  but  fin< 
ing  none.  They  sometimes  light  for  a  moment  upon  the  dar 
waves  of  doubt,  and  then  rise  again  to  be  blown  and  beaten  aboi 
by  tempestuous  storms,  meeting  with  no  peace  or  refuge  betwee 
the  furies  of  the  skies  above  and  the  wrath  of  the  billows  belov 
After  their  spiritual  arks  have  long  drifted  hithei  and  thithei  iq 
on  the  waters  of  wo,  they  send  out  the  pigeon,  Hope,  to  pluck 
sprig  of  consolation  from  the  ideal  groves  of  the  future  3  but,  a 
ter  flying  over  a  boundless  waste  of  gloom  and  uncertainty,  an 
finding  no  rest  for  her  weary  pinions,  she  finally  returns  to  hi 
disconsolate  home  as  tired  as  a  drayman’s  dead  donkey.  Pot 
beings;  I  pity  them!  No  sooner  does  a  ray  of  sunshine  ilium 
nate  a  single  dark  corner  of  their  bosoms  than  it  is  extinguish 
by  some  obtruding  cloud  of  grief.  When  the  tide  of  sorrow  is  i 
its  lowest  ebb,  a  few  pearly  shells  of  joy  may  be  seen  scattere 
along  the  shore  of  their  hearts;  but  the  flood  soon  returns,  an 
deep  waves  of  trouble  roll  over  them  as  before. 

My  hearers:  notwithstanding  that  commotion  and  disquietud 
have  long  been  trying  to  overpread  our  pleasant  places  with  tin; 
ties  and  thorns,  there  is  some  rest  for  us  yet  in  the  world;  son 
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few  resting-places  on  the  steep  hill-side  of  life  ;  some  houses  of 
I  entertainment  on  the  public  road  to  eternity.  There  are  our  Sab¬ 
baths ;  sv eet  da} s  of  rest!  how  beautifully  they  are  sprinkled  in 
with  our  days  of  toil,  business  and  care  !  Flowery  wreaths  scat- 
teied  along  man  s  pathway  to  the  grave  !  Blooming  oases  in  the 
barren  desert  of  Time  !  I  admire  them  for  their  beauty,  and  love 
them  for  the  moral  and  religious  .fragrance  they  impart  to  my  soul. 
If  you  can't  afford,  my  friends,  to  release  your  minds  from  the 
cares  of  the  world,  and  bid  them  be  at  rest  one  day  in  seven,  you 
must  be  as  miserable  as  a  monkey  with  his  hands  tied,  and  as  un¬ 
deserving  of  heaven  as  a  dishonest  bankrupt  is  of  a  creditor’s 
‘blessing.  The  Sabbath  sounds,  looks,  and  even  feels  and  smells 
llike  a  sacred  dqy  of  rest.  All  is  hushed,  as  though  angels  were 
stationed  among  us  to  preserve  silence;  the  winds  only  whisper 
as  they  sport  amid  the  spring  and  summer  foliage,  and  so  lightly 
Ithey  tread  among  the  dried  leaves  of  autumn,  that  their  unseen 
feet  scarce  raise  a  rustle.  Beasts,  birds,  and  insects,  all  seem  to 
be  enjoying  repose,  as  though  conscious  of  the  day;  and  in  the 
midst  of  all  this  quietness,  this  solemn  stilness,  with  what  holy 
emphasis  does  the  church-bell  say,  ‘Come!  come!  come!’  6, 
who  can  hear  that  sacred  sound  without  having  his  heart-strings 
vibrate  like  a  weaver’s  web  in  an  earthquake  !  Who  can  witness 
the  neat,  the  comely  and  pious-like  appearance  of  those  who  move 
slowly,  soberly  and  solemnly  towards  the  house  of  prayer,  and 
!  say  that  religion  is  ‘  all  in  my  eye  V  Here  comes  the  hoary  grand¬ 
father,  who  expects  to  totter  over  but  a  few  more  Sabbaths  before 
he  puts  his  foot  in  the  grave.  He  looks  through  the  church  win¬ 
dow,  and  glances  at  the  charnel-yard  that  soon  must  receive  him  • 
but  his  vision  rests,  through  the  aid  of  faith’s  spectacles,  far  be¬ 
yond  the  coniines  of  the  tomb,  amid  the  glories  of  immortality. 
Here,  too,  come  fathers  and  mothers  leading  their  little  ones  a  part 

their  way  t0  heaveib  and  showing  them  the  rest  so  plainly  that 
they  can  go  alone  and  not  err  therein.  I  want  you,  my  hearers, 
all  to  rest  upon  the  Sabbath.  If  you  can’t  rest  yourselves,  don’t 
ipi event  your  neighbors  from  resting.  Go  to  church,  by  all  means. 
■\°u  c,an  attend  my  chmch,  and  others  also  ;  for,  bear  in  mind, 
that  the  morality  which  I  deal  out  to  you  is  only  the  foundation 
ol  true  religion ;  and  I  want  you  to  build  on  it  such  a  noble  struc¬ 
ture  of  Christianity  as  shall  serve  as  a  fortress  to  the  soul  when 
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besieged  by  Satan  with  his  armies  of  sin.  My  hearers:  man's 
journey  through  life  is  a  tedious  one,  and  he  requires  iar  more 
rest  than  he  is  apt  to  obtain;  especially  when  he  becomes  old,  and  j 
the  evening  twilight  of  existence  gathers  round  him,  and  he  be¬ 
gins  to  stretch  and  yawn  as  though  he  desired  to  go  to  bed,  and 
let  his  eyelids  close  in  their  last  slumbers.  For  my  part,  I  begin 
to  feel  tired  already.  I  prefer  to  tread  the  quiet,  cool  and  shady 
walks  of  obscurity  than  to  lose  my  hat,  tear  my  shirt,  and  exhaust 
my  physical  powers  in  climbing  up  the  dangerous  precipices  of 
ambition.  I  don’t  want  to  be  disturbed  by  the  clappings  and 
praises  of  those  whom  God  has  made  equal  with  myself,  and  whol 
ought  to  have  sense  enough  to  know  it.  The  boys  and  the  girls 
who  sometimes  stand  on  the  corners,  and  point  at  me  as  I  pass, 
saying.  ‘  That’s  Dow  !  that’s  him!  there  he  goes!’  are  trifling  an¬ 
noyances,  which  I  could  dispense  with  without  a  sacrifice  of  com¬ 
fort.  The  compliments  that  roll  at  my  feet  from  various  quarters, 

I  pick  up  and  pocket,  but  never  put  into  my  stomach  to  be  vomit¬ 
ed  forth  at  some  future  time  in  vanity  and  egotism.  I  have  got 
accustomed  to  them,  and  can  bear  them  as  patiently  as  can  a  tad¬ 
pole  the  toothache ;  but  heaven  grant  that  the  time  may  never 
come  when  I  shall  be  confined  in  the  cage  of  public  curiosity- 
exhibited  from  place  to  place  as  a  rare  specimen  of  the  animal  ho- 

m0 _ fed  like  a  beast  from  strangers’  hands— soft-soaped  with 

praise,  and  stirred  up  with  a  long  pole  of  uncalled-for  attention. 
No  ;  let  me  go  through  the  world  quietly  and  in  peace,  making  as 
little  noise  as  the  vociferousness  of  my  calling  wijl  admit;  and  let 
no  hubbub  be  raised  on  my  account ;  for  I  fain  would  creep  slyly 
through  the  apertures  of  to-day  and  to-morrow,  so  that,  when  my 
soul  is  weary  and  seeks  for  rest,  I  can  lie  down  and  sleep  with¬ 
out  being  startled  at  the  sound  of  flattery  or  disturbed  by  the  voice 
of  censure.  And  then,  when  I  shall  have  reached  my  funeral  ser 
mon,  and  bade  you  all  adieu— when  the  storms  of  time  shall  havi 
shattered  my  physical  and  intellectual  faculties  beyond  the  possi 
bility  of  repair;  and  when  old  age,  like  an  infant,  shall  be  requir 
ed  to  be  rocked  in  the  cradle  of  repose  ;  0 !  may  I  then  find  ou 
some  peaceful  hermitage  in  the  shadowy  vale  of  years,  where 
may  be  free  from  the  cares  of  a  tumultuous  world,  and  undisturl 
ed  by  the  annoying  insects  of  popularity.  There  let  me  live,  wit 
my  God  for  my  nearest  neighbor,  and  my  hopes  of  heaven  for  m 
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josom  fcompanions,  till  life’s  last  embers  have  ceased  to  glow  up- 
,n  the  hearthstone  of  the  heart,  and  the  pendulum  to  the  clock  of 
Existence  hangs  as  still  as  a  lamb’s  tail  from  the  crotch  of  an  ap- 
)le  tree. 

My  worthy  hearers:  if  you  would  seek  for  and  obtain  that  rest 
,vhich  is  so  necessary  to  comfort  and  to  health,  you  must  avoid 
>eing  too  ambitious,  too  fond  of  popular  applause,  too  giaspingin 
^our  desires,  too  avaricious,  and  too  anxious  to  fly  at  once  to  the 
lighest  pinnacle  of  fame  3  but  walk  humbly,  be  industiious,  stnve 
ightly  to  improve,  emulate  and  excel,  live  temperately  and  virtu- 
>usly,  and  you  are  already  in  ‘  Wisdom’s  ways,  whose  ways  are 
vays  of  pleasantness,  and  all  her  paths  are  paths  of  peace.’  So 
note  it  be ! 


EVENING  MEDITATIONS. 

Text. — At  musing  hour  of  twilight  gray, 
When  silence  reigns  around, 

I  love  to  walk  the  church-yard  way  3 
To  me  ’tis  holy  ground. 


VIy  Dear  Hearers  :  Melancholy  sometimes  feeds  the  soul  with 
he  sweetest  of  moral  molasses.  It  furnishes  the  mind  with  me- 
litative  wings,  with  which  it  speeds  its  way  to  the  blooming  pa- 
•adise  of  ideality,  where  it  sports  amid  flowers  that  look  pale  to 
he  eye,  but  impart  pleasing  odors  to  the  senses.  For  my  part,  I 
ike  to  seek  shelter  occasionally  from  the  storms  of  care  and  fol- 
y,  under  the  branches  of  yews  and  cypresses  that  wave  over  the 
silent  sepulchres  of  the  dead.  I  love  to  go  there  at  twilight  gray 
—between  sundown  and  dark — as  the  gentle  dews  descend  to 
noisten  the  heart — render  it  pliable  as  new-made  putty,  and  as 
Capable  of  receiving  as  holy  impressions  as  that  of  a  sinner  when 
soaked  in  the  cream  of  Christianity,  and  touched  by  the  finger  of 
Faith.  Yes,  I  love  to  go  there  at  twilight  hour,  for  that  is  em¬ 
blematical  of  the  evening  of  age,  when  the  sun  of  existence  is 
about  to  set  for  ever,  and  the  dark  wing  of  the  Angel  of  Death  is 
'soon  to  overshadow  the  bright  landscape  of  life.  I  love  to  tread 
‘.he  saered  ground,  and  read  upon  the  moss-grown  stones  who 
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sleeps  below.  They  tell  me  that  the  high,  the  low,  the  rich,  the 
poor,  the  proud,  and  the  humble,  all  slumber  quietly  together  m 
one  common  bed  :  that  here  no  jarring  discord  is  ever  heard  :  here 
calumny  loses  its  power  to  stain  :  here  the  sod  sucks  the  poison 
from  the  tongue  of  slander :  here  the  laurel  leaves  in  the  wreath  j 
of  fame— which  now  bind  a  cold,  inanimate  bunch  of  clay— are  | 
only  kept  green  in  the  sunlight  of  memory  :  and  here  the  once 
warm  bosom  of  love  is  as  cold  as  the  back  of  a  bullfrog. 

My  hearers :  as  I  meditate  over  the  lonely  spot  where  the  wea¬ 
ried  and  worn-out  ones  of  earth  repose,  I  cannot  but  think  that  I 
soon  must  end  my  own  mortal  pilgrimage,  and  lie  down  by  their 
sides  to  nap  it  till  the  archangel’s  trump  shall  proclaim  the  break- 
ino-  of  an  immortal  day.  It  is  impossible  for  me,  too,  to  scare  or 
coax  the  thought  away,  that  when  I  am  defunct,  the  rank  weeds 
and  tall  grass  of  forgetfulness  will  cover  my  grave,  and  the  moss 
of  oblivion  conceal  my  name  from  the  world  for  ever.  It  will  be 
just  my  luck,  and  no  disappointment,  if  it  happen  to  turn  out  so. 
I  care  not,  however— for  what  am  I  but  a  mere  speck  of  dirt  on 
the  fine  cambric  of  creation,  destined  to  crawl  about  for  a  brief 
hour,  and  then  dissolve  and  unite  with  the  commonest  kind  of 
dust?  Why  should  I  crave  to  have  my  humble  name  everlasting¬ 
ly  engraved  upon  the  monument  of  memory,  while  my  body  is  be¬ 
ing  powdered  by  the  worms,  and  my  spirit  is  too  far  off  to  be 
reached  with  the  long  pole  of  posthumous  praise,  or  be  tickled 
with  a  short  feather  of  flattery.  No— my  mortal  part  is  trash; 
good  for  nothing  but  to  enrich  the  soil  whence  it  sprung;  and  as 
for  my  name,  let  it  die  like  an  echo  in  a  solitary  wild  !— for  it  is 
no  more  worth  pickling  in  the  heart  of  posterity  than  a  pair  oi 
buckskin  breeches  are  fit  to  be  chopped  into  cold-slaw.  When  1 
look  around  me  and  see  the  wondrous  works  of  the  great  Creator’s 
hand,  I  feel  myself  brought  into  the  smallest  possible  focus  of  in¬ 
significance.  I  feel  so  small  that  my  clothes  seem  to  hang  as 
loosely  upon  me  as  a  shirt  upon  a  fire  shovel. 

My  dear  friends:  go  at  the  evening  hour,  when  the  plaintivi 
robin  sings  a  vesper  hymn  in  his  cypress  bower ;  when  the  nigh 
winds  breathe  sacred  melodies  through  the  sombre  branches  of  th( 
yew;  ponder  over  the  silent  tombs  of  the  departed;  shed  a  tea 
upon  the  green  turf  above  them ;  the  earth  will  absorb  it,  an( 
prevent  its  wetting  the  cold  cheek  of  the  dead.  Go,  ye  carelesi 
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knd  gay  !  and  there  consider  on  what  swift  pinions  flies  the  hour 
j>f  joy.  Thrre  ask  yourselves  if  gayety  can  restore  long-vanish- 
>d  years,  or  if  it  can  cheer  the  ‘dark,  dark  mansion  of  Death.’ 
Jo,  ye  young  and  beautiful!  you  will  there  learn  that  some  of  the 
jnost  promising  plants  of  youth  have  been  withered  by  the  frosts 
if  the  grave;  that  beauty  casts  its  bloom  at  the  portal  of  the  tomb, 
i.nd  there  loses  for  ever  its  power  to  charm.  Go,  ye  proud  !  there 
ee  how  the  monarch  and  the  slave  are  mouldering  together:  and 
wear,  if  you  can,  that  there  are  the  ashes  of  honor,  and  here 
s  the  dust  of  disgrace. 

My  dear  friends  :  if  you  were  all  to  saunter  occasionally  along 
he  bone-paved  streets  of  the  City  of  the  Dead,  you  would,  once 
i  a  while,  be  reminded  that  you  are  doomed  to  die ;  and  would 
ccordingly  make  every  necessary  preparation,  instead  of  canter- 
ig  along  the  highway  of  vice  and  wickedness,  as  though  there 
ras  no  end  to  the  pleasant  journey  of  life.  Let  me  tell  you,  my 
ear  friends,  that  Spring  will  weave  but  a  few  more  green  carpets 
d  cover  the  spots  where  you  are  to  lie,  before  it  works  a  cover- 
id  for  your  carcases.  A  few  more  years,  and  you  will  be  kicked 
rom  the  Almighty’s  footstool  into  the  dark  and  uncertain  gulf  of 
ternity;  the  record  of  your  good  deeds  will  be  lost  in  the  rub- 
ish  of  ages ;  your  very  signatures  wall  be  erased  by  the  blotting 
en  of  time;  and  you  will  soak  into  the  ground  like  drops  of  wa- 
H’  to  ascend  in  spiritual  vapor  to  regions  beyond  the  sky.  Pos- 
2rity  may  knock  at  the  door  wdiere  are  deposited  your  mortal  re¬ 
tains,  but  no  answer  will  be  given  :  the  chariots  of  future  gene- 
ations  may  thunder  over  your  graves,  but  they  will  disturb  not 
he  sound  slumbers  of  your  bodies;  for  they  must  sleep  on,  unvi- 
iited  even  by  dreams,  till  awakened  by  the  loud  resurrection  call, 
’repare,  then,  for  the  crisis  while  the  soul  acts  in  partnership 
nth  the  body,  so  that,  in  the  decline  of  life,  the  former  may  be 
ocked  in  the  cradle  of  hope,  and  the  latter  meet  with  that  sweet 
epose  which  an  invalid  may  obtain  in  one  of  Gillies’  celebrated 
entripetal  spring  chairs ;  which,  I  am  informed,  can  be  had  at 
08  Broadway.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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« 

LIVING  TO  LOVE. 

Text.— Since  we  love  to  live, 

Let  us  live  to  love. 

My  Hearers  :  The  main  object  of  roan’s  existence  is  to  serve  hi 
Creator,  and  to  love  and  respect  his  fellow  creatures  j  but  the? 
are  thousands  who  do  neither  one  nor  the  other.  They  plat| 
themselves  upon  the  mountain  of  vanity,  whose  top  reach eth  abov  j 
the  heavens,  and  there  spit  down  upon  the  heads  of  their  sup< 
riors,  and  even  laugh  contemptuously  in  the  face  of  their  Make. 
Such  men  love  to  live,  instead  of  living  to  love.  Their  souls  ai 
in  their  stomachs ;  and  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts  is  settled  th 
black  sediment  of  self-gratification.  They  love  to  live  for  the  sak 
of  fattening  a  poor  perishable  body,  for,  which  the  grave-won  j 
has  no  preference  over  the  carcase  of  a  dead  horse.  They  lov  j 
life  so  well  that  it  gives  them  the  shakes  to  see  others  enjoy 
better  than  themselves )  and  they  will  even  ride  the  horse  of  air 
bition  to  hell  rather  than  be  left  behind  on  the  road  to  wealth  an 
honor. 

My  dear  friends :  you  never  can  be  happy  together  till  the  ce 
lestial  bird  of  Love  comes  down  from  the  skies,  builds  its  nest  i 
your  bosoms,  and  hatches  out  benevolence,  charity  and  mere) 
Till  then,  there  will  always  be  wranglings,  discords  and  disputa 
tions  in  the  social  family — man  will  continue  to  be  a  beast  c 
prey,  living  upon,  robbing  and  devouring  his  brother  man- 
snatching  bread  from  the  mouths  of  orphans — walking  into  wi 
dows’  houses  with  the  mud  of  mischief  upon  their  boots,  and  cai 
jy  off  what  few  little  cakes  of  comfort  their  bereaved  situation 
afford  them.  In  speaking  of  love,  my  friends,  I  don’t  mean  tba 
soft  spongy  sort  of  stuff  manufactured  by  Cupid,  and  devoured  b 
Hymen — that  milk  which  curdles  and  grows  sour  in  the  midsum 
mer  of  matrimony — that  moonshine  which  gilds  the  heart  for 
month,  and  then  leaves  it  as  rusty  as  a  gimblet  in  the  gutter.  N> 
— I  have  reference  to  that  Spirit  of  Love  which  pervades  th 
whole  universe — which  preserves  order  and  harmony  in  the  grea 
and  magnificent  temple  of  creation — which  weaves  evergreens  o 
affection  for  the  angels  of  heaven  :  that  pure  and  unsophisticatei 
love  which  engenders  universal  and  mutual  good  feeling  amonj 
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ortals,  and  teaches  them  to  live  as  quietly  together  as  two  toads 
ider  a  curbstone. 

My  dear  hearers  :  philanthropic  love  links  hearts  together,  whe- 
er  strange  or  kindred,  and  strengthens  the  bonds  of  brother- 
>od.  It  builds  up  an  impregnable  fortress  for  our  social  joys, 
'bich  the  assailants  of  sin  can  never  scale,  and  upon  which  the 
ttering-rams  of  Satan  can  have  no  more  effect  than  a  sky  rock- 
against  the  ramparts  of  heaven.  But  how  is  this  love  to  be 
opagated  I  Why,  it  is  to  be  done  by  sowing  the  seeds  of  gene- 
sity,  benevolence,  and  forgiveness;  and  the  fruits  thereof  will 
peace,  harmony  and  unison,  provided  the  tares  of  pride,  envy 
tty  animosity  are  not  allowed  to  spring  up  and  choke  them  in 
e  blade.  As  yet  we  are  all  savages,  a  little  advanced  and  re¬ 
ed  by  knowledge,  but  debased  and  corrupted  by  sin.  The  sun 
t  enlightenment  may  cause  the  bush  of  wisdom  to  be  covered 
th  blossoms,  but  the  frosts  of  iniquity  fall  prematurely  upon 
pm,  and  no  berries  can  be  gathered  therefrom.  While  money  is 
[  the  market,  man  will  hate  and  mistrust  his  fellow  kind,  and  be 
fserable  in  consequence. 

My  dear  hearers  :  I  know  that  you  all  love  to  live.  You  love 
live,  to  enjoy  the  good  things  of  the  world,  hoping  that  the  time 
11  come  when  you  will  be  enabled  by  fortune  to  ride  over  your 
Dther  mortals  in  the  car  of  independence,  as  stiff  and  unconcern- 
as  an  iron  god  in  a  wheelbarrow.  You  love  to  live,  because 
u  are  unfit  arid  afraid  to  die.  You  know  that  you  are  no  more 
titled  to  a  sop  in  the  gravy  of  salvation  than  a  dog  is  to  his 

trier's  dinner ;  and  that  if  you  were  to  slide  from  the  world  with 
se  big  bundles  of  iniquities  upon  your  shoulders,  you  would 
rtainly  sink  beneath  the  waves  of  everlasting  destruction,  to  rise 
more.  But,  my  dearly  beloved  friends,  if  you  were  to  live  to 
'e,  the  clouds  of  doubt  and  distrust  would  be  immediately  dis¬ 
used — the  lightnings  of  anger  would  never  ffash — -the  jarring 
lnders  of  discord  would  cease — the  sky  of  hope  would  become 
:ar  and  serene — the  sun  of  happiness  would  shine  forth  in  more 
in  usual  glory.  Knowing,  then,  that  you  had  lived  in  purity 
id  peace,  and  put  on  a  new  pair  of  spectacles  for  the  express 
"rpose  of  finding  the  direct  road  to  heaven,  there  can  be  no  doubt 
:t  you  would  eventually  bring  up  some  somewhere  upon  the 
:rders  of  eternal  righteousness,  notwithstanding  the  little  allow- 
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ances  to  be  made  for  the  frailty  of  human  flesh.  My  friend 
live  to  love,  if  you  would  enjoy  heaps  of  happiness— if  you  wo1 
partake  of  the  pleasures  of  life  without  having  occasion  to  wri 
beneath  its  pains.  The  true  spirit  of  love  is  the  adamantine  • 
ment  that  binds  soul  to  soul ;  and  without  it  we  are  but  fragme 
of  wretchedness  driven  about  upon  the  billows  of  dissension 
strife,  perhaps  to  be  washed  upon  an  unknown  shore  of  total 
struction.  Live  to  love,  dear  friends,  and  your  ways  to  endli 

happiness  will  be  as  smooth  as  oil  and  sleek  as  grease.  So  m.1 
it  be ! 


THE  MYSTERIOUS  INFLUENCE  OF  LOVE. 

4 

Text.— Through  sunny  May,  through  sultry  June, 

1  loved  her  with  a  love  eternal ; 

I  spoke  her  praises  to  the  moon, 

I  wrote  them  for  the  Sunday  Journal. 

My  mother  laughed  ;  I  soon  found  out 
That  ancient  ladies  have  no  feeling/ 

My  father  frowned;  but  how  should  gout 
Find  any  happiness  in  kneeling'? 

***** 

We  parted — months  and  years  rolled  by; 

We  met  again,  four  summers  after; 

Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh — 

Our  meeting  was  all  mirth  and  laughter; 

For,  in  my  heart’s  most  secret  cell, 

There  had  been  many  other  lodgers- 

And  she  was  not  the  ball-room  belle,  ; 

But  only  Mrs. — Something — Rogers 

■  f 

My  Dear  Friends  :  To  sermonize  upon  the  subject  of  Love  stii 
up  some  of  the  old  sensibilities  that  have  long  lain  dormant  in  in  1 
bosom’s  warm  nest— the  agitation  of  which,  I  must  say,  create 
the  keenest  sensations  of  both  pleasure  and  pain.  Love  is  a  sul 
ject  uPon  which  I  scarcely  dare  dilate.  As  often  as  I  have  al 
tempted  it,  I  find  still  that  I  have  neither  the  moral  courage  no 
capacity  to  do  it  justice.  It  is  something  so  refined,  subtle,  ethe ; 
real,  and  unexpoundable  in  its  nature,  that,  to  analyze  it,  I  migb3 
as  well  attempt  to  grab  a  handful  of  moonshine  for  dissection1 
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ou  have  all,  my  matured  fellow  mortals,  experienced,  more  or 
ss,  its  mysterious  influences  *  and  yet,  after  all,  you  know  no 
ore  in  regard  to  its  philosophy  than  the  mother  does  of  the  how 
d  wherefore  of  the  milk  in  her  bosom. 

My  dear  friends :  there  is  a  certain  period  in  the  existence  of 
nkind,  in  which  love  is  the  prevailing  passion — and  as  for  ex- 
:ising  any  control  over  it,  you  might  as  well  undertake  to  pre- 
nt  the  sexual  appioaches  of  birds  and  animals  in  ‘the  season  of 
je  year.’  Nature  is  nature,  all  the  world  over.  Young  men  and 
Pmen  have  a  magnetical  desire  to  approximate ;  and  while  they 
F  ln  the  fall  glow,  heat  and  vigor  of  youth,  it  cannot  but  be  ex- 
cted  that  amorous  propensities  will  prevail.  Such  was  the  case 
j  lh  me  some  years  ago ;  and  I  feel  now  that  not  a  little  of  love’s 
|ison  is  still  lurking  in  my  system.  I  sometimes  feel  myself  re- 
j.enated  when  I  think  upon  the  pleasures,  the  extacies,  and  the 
jichantments  of  my  first  love;  and  then  again  it  seems  to  embit- 
*  the  remaining  portion  of  life’s  liquor.  To  think  that  certain 
jpnes  of  enjoyment  among  a  lot  of  happy,  gay,  wild  and  frolick- 
f  ne  lasses  can  never  be  indulged  in  again— to  think  that  I  once 
jvV  ed  the  seeds  of  affection  in  a  rich  and  fertile  soil,  and  did  not 
end  to  the  harvesting— is  enough  to  inundate  one’s  soul  with 
:  tear  of  sorrow. 

Mj  deai  fnenas  .  I  know  that  when  one  of  you  gets  your  af- 
tions  once  fastened  upon  a  female,  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
Ihitching  them,  lour  heart-strings  become  so  entangled  with 
’s  that  the  devil  himself  couldn’t  disensnarl  them;  and  the  more 
a  pull,  the  -tighter  become  the  knots.  You  love  her,  because 
i  cant  help  it.  She  may  be  as  ugly  as  sin  in  the  eyes  of 
ers;  but  to  your  optics  she  is,  as  it  were,  a  semi-celestial  be- 
a  rose-bud,  put  forth  in  Eden's  garden  above,  and  dropped  by 
ne  wandering  angel  to  bloom  upon  earth.  She  may  be  as  foul 
hin  as  a  stove-pipe  at  the  latter  end  of  winter— full  of  faults, 
mishes  and  stains;  but  you,  being  partially  blinded  by  love,  of 
irse  can  discover  nothing  but  beauties.  You  love  her  with  a 
seness— a  perfect  diarrhoea  of  amorosity.  You  speak  her 
ises  to  the  moon  you  write  them  among  the  stars— you  in- 
,be  them  uP°n  the  high  brow  of  heaven— and  imagine  that  no 
thly  creature  can  approach  her  in  the  way  of  loveliness,  pu- 
and  grace.  But,  my  friends,  matrimony  lifts  the  veil,  and 
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raises  the  garments  that  hides,  for  a  time,  every  mental  and  ph; 
cal  imperfection  ;  and  then  you  awake,  as  if  from  a  pleasant  dre£ 
to  scenes  of  sad  reality. 

Young  brothers  and  sisters:  when  you  have  once  formed  an 
tachment,  ardent,  sincere  and  true,  I  advise  you  to  allow  no  c 
stacle  to  impede  your  progress  towards  the  consummation  of  yc 
hearts’  desires.  Perhaps  pa  or  ma  may  interfere  in  the  matter,  a 
endeavor  to  put  a  stop  to  every  further  proceeding;  but  pay 
attention  to  either  of  them.  They  forget  that  they  were  or 
young  themselves — that  they  delighted  to  rove  at  will,  and  unn 
lested,  among  the  flowers  of  love — and  that  they  scorned  all  i 
vice  from  parents  whose  feelings  had  been  ground  to  nothing 
the  matrimonial  mill.  If  you  love  each  other  without  knowi 
exactly  the  reason  why — if  you  feel  as  though  you  could  ne1 
be  happy  with  anybody  else  in  your  bed  or  at  your  board — mar 
by  all  means,  and  let  the  old  folks  go  grumbling  to  their  grav 
if  they’ choose.  This  marrying  for  wealth,  or  distinction,  or 
the  sake  of  pleasing  others,  is  contrary  to  the  dictates  of  Nafu 
and  a  righteous  punishment  is  sure  to  ensue.  You  can’t  manuf 
ture  love  after  marriage.  None  of  the  artificial  sort  will  ever  : 
swer  the  purpose  of  procuring  peace  and  happiness.  If  your  t 
drils  of  affection  happen  to  take  a  tendency  to  wards,  and  cling 
objects  that  others  may  think  unworthy,  don’t  try  to  tear  th 
asunder;  for,  as  sure  as  you  do,  they  will  wilt  and  wither,  £ 
never  lean  so  lovingly  to  another  object. 

My  worthy  hearers :  I  am  sorry  to  see  so  much  courting,  k; 
ing  and  making  love,  merely  for  the  fun  of  the  thing.  It  is  sf 
for  a  time,  but  perplexing,  if  not  cruel,  in  the  end.  It  is  crimi 
for  a  young  fellow  to  fool  with  a  girl  month  after  month  with 
fairly  and  frankly  avowing  his  intentions.  What  does  he  c 
Why,  he  plays  the  part  of  the  dog  in  the  manger — he  neither  e 
the  hay  himself,  nor  allows  other  oxes  to  eat  it.  Of  course,  i 
discovers  after  a  while  that  he  ‘  has  no  notion  of  it ;’  and  so  tl 
separate.  Their  separation  is  attended  with  sobs  and  sighs ;  i 
when  they  meet,  perchance  some  years  after,  she,  in  all  probi 
lity,  is  Mrs.  Somebody — Smith,  Brown,  or  Johnson — and  he 
old  bachelor,  destined  to  linger  out  a  lonely  and  unenviable 
istence.  , 

My  dear  friends :  this  is  the  greatest  world  that  I  ever  had 
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dvilege  of  inhabiting.  If  I  had  the  power  and  the  means,  I’d  go 
!it  towards  Sandy  Hook,  take  a  crowbar,  make  a  fulcrum  of  the 
ieversink,  upset  the  whole  concern,  and  spill  all  its  gravy  into  the 
P  of  Eternity.  I  wish  I  could  be  the  Devil  for  about  a  week; 
!e  way  I’d  make  mischief  would  be  perfectly  astonishing  to  the 
West  inhabitant.  I  would  cause  more  breaches  of  promise,  and 
;ate  more  crim.  con.  cases  in  one  day  than  have  occurred  since 
He  illegal  cohabitation  of  Adam  and  Eve  in  Eden.  But  since  I 
as  I  am,  and  human  nature  is  human  nature,  I  must  let  the 
rid  wag  on  as  it  may,  and  hope  for  a  better  state  of  affairs  in  a 
rid  to  come.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  YOUTHFUL  DAYS. 

• — Days  of  my  youth — ye  have  glided  away! 

Hairs  of  my  youth— ye  are  frosted  and  gray! 

Eyes  of  my  youth— your  keen  sight  is  no  more! 

Cheeks  of  my  youth— ye  are  furrowed  all  o’er ! 

Strength  of  my  youth — all  your  vigor  is  gone ! 

Thoughts  of  my  youth— your  gay  visions  are  flown  ! 

A  Dear  Hearers  :  On  this  occasion,  allow  me,  for  the  sake  of 
(retailing  sermon  with  text,  to  represent  myself  some  few  years 
c.ei  than  I  am  I  say  lew  years,  because  man’s  years  are  few  at 
t:  most.  They  were  thought  few  in  Methuselah’s  time,  when 
rn  began  to  prepare  for  death  two  hundred  years  before  there 
4s  any  probability  of  their  dying.  If  they  were  considered  few 
i  antediluvian  days,  when  nearly  a  thousand  annual  links  were 
c  numbered  in  the  chain  of  mortal  existence,  must  they  not  now 
b  really  ‘small  potatoes  and  few  in  a  hill,’  when  man  merely 
t;-es  a  suck  at  the  exhilerating  gas-bag  of  life,  hops  about,  laughs 
al  weeps  for  a  moment  or  so,  upon  the  stage  of  being,  and  then 
nkes  his  final  exit  I 

.magine,  then,  my  friends,  that  you  see  me  standing  upon  the 
i  eshoJd  of  threescore  years  and  ten,  a  pretty  well  used-up  speci- 
Rn  of  moitality,  badly  tinkered  by  Time,  every  worm-hole  filled 
"v.h  the  poorest  kind  of  putty; — in  fact,  a  capital  counterfeit  of 
IJnpey’s  old  breeches— patched  nearly  all  to  pieces.  There  I 
e  nd,  as  upon  a  stump  in  some  wide,  open  field.  I  look  about 
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aoout  me,  and  find  Nature  decked  with  the  same  bloom  that 
wore  when  I  was  a  boy ;  but  I  find  that  the  days  of  my  yo 
have  glided  for  ever  away;  those  days  of  mirth  and  blest  enj 
ment,  when  the  sunshine  of  hope  constantly  burnished  the  silvj 
waters  of  the  soul,  as  though  they  never  could  be  darkened 
sorrowful  clouds,  nor  roughened  by  the  billows  of  care — tb 
days  when  all  my  actions  were  prompted  by  a  pure  and  holy 
pulse,  unswayed  by  the  grosser  passions — -when  my  love  for  i 
young  females  was  of  the  same  heavenly  sort  as  that  whic 
cherished  for  the  flowers— when,  by  instinct,  I  chased  both  1 
girls  and  the  butterflies,  merely  to  catch,  caress  and  admire  th 
but  not  to  injure— when  every  thought,  action  and  deed  affoij 
clarified  and  double-distilled  pleasure,  even  though  I  though1 
stealing  watermelons,  robbing  peach  orchards,  killing  frogs,  1 
setting  dogs  upon  cats.  But,  my  friends,  I  have  no  desire,  n 
to  recall  the  days  of  my  youth.  I  would  not,  for  the  whole  w 
and  a  mortgage  on  the  moon,  beslime  their  purity  and  bedaub  t 
beauty  with  those  gross  and  nasty  passions,  that  have  someh 
most  unaccountably,  taken  possession  of  my  heart,  the  sam 
worms  will  eat  into  wood  that  begins  to  decay,  and  vermin  in i 
habitations  that  have  grown  ricketty  and  old. 

My  friends:  ponder  upon  the  second  line  of  my  text:  ‘E 
of  my  youth — ye  are  frosted  and  gray  !’  If  Time  doesn’t  n 
you  down  in  your  greenness,  you  will  become,  like  mysell 
'gray  as  ’coons.  For  my  part,  I  don’t  care  a  spoonful  of 
man’s  porridge  about  the  matter.  I  know  very  well  that  I  c< 
buy  a  wig  and  thereby  approximate  to  something  of  a  resembk 
of  my  former  self.  But  what  is  the  use,  I  ask,  in  adorning  | 
head  and  endeavoring  to  bring  it  back  to  its  pristine  beauty,  w  i 
the  spirit  within  will  admit  of  no  renovation,  and  cannot  be  % 
landed  with  the  flowers  of  youth  and  loveliness'?  It  is  jus f 
much  out  of  keeping  as  it  would  be  for  a  man  to  sport  a  two  1  * 
dred  dollar  breastpin  and  go  barefooted.  The  stars  have  a  8 
to  set,  the  flowers  to  fade,  and  the  leaves  to  fall ;  and,  when  a 
find  that  the  hoar-frost  begins  to  settle  upon  the  vegetation  of  y| 
craniums,  you  have  a  fair  warning  that  the  winter  of  life  is  c  | 
at  hand  ;  and  you  should  begin  to  think  about  laying  up  st  I 
for  the  dark  and  dread  period,  and  purchasing  no  small  amour  i 
the  saltpetre  of  salvation.  ‘Eyes  of  my  youth — your  keen  s  A 
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no  more/  Well,  I  am  perfectly  willing  that  they  should  he  he¬ 
lmed  and  blurred.  They  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  evil  in  the 
rid,  and  witnessed  many  horrible  and  disgusting  sights.  It  is 
,v  time  that  they  should  be  closed  upon  such  soul-sickening 
hts  and  all  1  have  to  do  now  is  to  put  01  the  spectacles  of 
h  and  hope,  and  joyfully  inspect  the  ever-green  fields  of  futu- 
’.  ‘The  cheeks  of  my  youth  are  furrowed  all  o’er.’  Examine 
phiz — it  looks  like  a  corn-field  after  harvest.  Old  Time  has 
led  his  ploughshare  up  and  down  it— -perpendicularly,  horizon- 
y,  crosswise,  transversely,  right-angledly,  obtuse-angledly,  and 
about  the  lots.  As  my  friend  Jemmy  Twitcher  says,  ‘  Yel,  vot 
it  V — all  these  things  must  happen  in  the  course  of  nature ; 

,  as  for  expecting  that  youth  and  beauty  are  going  to  last  for 
undred  years,  you  might  as  well  think  of  having  May-blos- 
s  wreathed  upon  the  brow  of  December, 
iy  ear  friends :  the  strength  of  my  youth  is  gone,  and  the  gay 
ans  of  my  youth  are  all  flown,  and  I  feel  just  like  leaving  you 
to  your  own  destruction,  for  I  am  fully  satisfied  that  there  is 
3  or  no  virtue  in  my  preaching.  So  mote  it  he ! 


THE  WORLD  AS  IT  IS. 

Text.—  The  world  is  not  so  bad  a  world 

As  some  would  like  to  make  it  ; 

Though,  whether  good,  or  whether  bad, 

Depends  on  how  we  Jake,  it . 

Dear  Hearers:  The  world  is  good  enough,  if  you  have  only 
nd  to  think  so.  It’s  the  best  one  I  ever  lived  in,  to  my  pre- 
t  knowledge,  and  I  don’t  know  but  it’s  the  best  that  I  shall 
have  the  good  fortune  to  inhabit.  At  any  rate,  make  me  sure 
.other  equally  as  good,  and  my  latter  end  will  be  one  of  hap- 
»s  and  peace.  The  world  is  good  enough,  anyhow,  if  you 
but  a  mind  to  think  so.  You  can  make  it  appear  good  or 
just  as  you  please — if  you  go  about  grumbling,  fretting,  and 
>ing  from  morning  till  night,  it  will  look  bad  at  the  best;  over 
i.ost  sunny  places  a  gloom  will  be  spread,  like  a  pall  :  the 
u  rs  of  friendship  will  lose  their  sweet  fragrance  :  love’s  mo- 
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lasses  will  turn  to  vinegar;  quietness  will  keep  out  of  your  waj 
all  Nature  will  seem  to  be  making  cod-fish  mouths  at  you,  whi 
you  fuss  about  with  a  scowl  upon  your  features  ugly  enough  : 
make  a  pig  squeal,  and  curdle  the  milk  in  a  cocoanut.  While  i 
such  a  mood,  this  world  can  no  more  afford  you  a  foretaste  of  he: 
ven,  than  could  sitting  on  Mount  Sinai,  drinking  hard  cider  ai: 
smoking  a  bad  cigar. 

My  dear  friends :  always  have  something  to  do — keep  bus1 
either  at  work  or  at  play — maintain  cheerful  dispositions,  and  yo 
find  that  ours  is  as  good  a  world  as  ever  grew  people  and  pot; 
toes.  Lazy  folks  are  the  ones  who  find  fault  with  the  world 
they  lie  and  lounge  about  till  they  get  dusty,  and  rusty,  and  mu: 
ty,  and  consequently  crusty.  Nothing  pleases  them — everythin 
goes  wrong — the  world  revolves  the  wrong  way — the  frame- wor 
of  society  wras  never  planned  nor  put  together  rightly — commo 
custom  wants  a  good  deal  of  fixing — there  are  no  moons  whe 
they  are  wanted — the  wind  is  never  in  the  right  quarter — and  tb 
whole  creation  was  got  up  in  a  very  unsatisfactory  manner.  Sue 
living  libels  upon  hominity,  and  wretched  apologies  for  peopli 
ought  to  have  a  world  of  their  own  made  out  of  nothing,  as  oui 
was — but  there  should  be  nothing  in  it.  They  are  not  fit  to  liv 
anywhere  else. 

My  friends :  this  would  be  a  better  world  still  if  you  didn’t  kee 
tinkering  at  it  so  much.  You  imagine  that  some  part  of  its  mor; 
machinery  is  out  of  kilter;  and,  in  endeavoring  to  put  things  t 
rights,  you  only  make  matters  worse — in  tightening  one  scrw 
you  break  two  rivets;  and  in  replacing  two  rivets  you  start  ha 
a  dozen  screws.  Let  the  world  alone — it  revolves  regularly  rouri 
the  sun,  and  wags  on  in  its  own  way ;  and  it  alwmys  will,  in  spit 
of  your  snivellings  and  puny  attempts  to  make  it  do  different!) 
For  my  part,  I  think  it  is  an  excellent  wTorld,  for  the  reason  the 
it  is  never  monotonous,  but  alwmys  changing,  and  presenting  a 
endless  variety  of  scenes,  phases  and  gifts.  It  has  hills  and  ho' 
lowrs — ups  and  downs— sunshine  and  showers — quietudes  an 
cares — handsome  men  and  women  and  homely  ones;  and  swee 
cider  and  sour.  All  this  is  as  it  should  be  ;  for  anybody  know: 
who  has  the  gumption  of  a  goose,  that  it  is  variety  which  make 
life  interesting,  and  adds  value  to  the  stock  of  goods  in  the  gre; 
storehouse  of  the  world. 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS.  191 

INI}  hearers  .  the  world  wasn't  made  in  a  day.  nor  was  it  made 
isterdaj  ;  it  was  put  together  a  long  time  ago,  and  great  pains 
eie  taken  in  the  building  of  it — so  much  so  that  you  caret  better 
)  and  y°u  m]’ght  as  well  cease  your  grumbling  now,  before  you 
e  pushed  out  of  it,  perchance  into  a  worse  one.  Listen  to  me : 
hen  you  find  yourself  inclined  to  fret  at  the  world,  scold  at  your 
ouses,  kick  the  dog,  tread  on  the  cat’s  tail,  cuff  the  children,  and 
ld  fault  with  everything,  you  may  just  consider  that  something 
wrong  under  your  own  jackets,  that  all  you  want  is  to  take  a 
od  dose  of  the  pills  of  contentment  upon  going  to  bed,  and  you 
11  wake  up  in  the  morning  with  a  light  heart,  and  look  out  up- 
about  as  pleasant  a  world  as  ever  Hope,  Fancy  or  Imagination 
eyes  upon.  Yes, 

Then  were  the  world  a  pleasant  world, 

And  pleasant  folks  were  in  it : 

The  day  would  pass  most  pleasantly 
To  those  who  thus  begin  it; 

And  all  the  nameless  grievances 
Brought  on  by  borrowed  troubles, 

TV  ould  prove,  as  certainly  they  are, 

A  mass  of  empty  bubbles. 

mote  it  be ! 


Text. 


A  PISCATORIAL  SERMON. 

-Ye  monsters  of  the  bubbling  deep, 
Your  Maker’s  praises  spout; 

Lp  from  the  sands,  ye  codlings,  creep, 
And  wag  your  tails  about ! 


Dear  Hearers  :  If  man  and  the  other  animals  that  inhabit  so 
11  a  portion  of  the  globe— a  few  insignificant  islands  in  the 
sublunar  ocean— are  called  upon  to  praise  the  Almighty 
er  that  made  them,  how  much  louder  should  be  the  call  upon 
innumerable  piscatory  tribes,  whose  domains  are  boundless, 

I  whose  ^berties  are  unrestrained.  0,  you  cold-blooded  and 
fateful  fishes !  Providence  has  been  partial  to  you  in  the  be- 
rment  of  favors;  and  yet  you  are  as  barren  of  gratitude  as  a 
r’s  goose  is  of  feathers.  Down  in  the  deep,  mysterious  main, 

1  -port  in  coral  caves— amid  glistening  pearls,  and  rainbow- 
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colored  shells  over  golden  sands — starry  gems — and  riches  u 
counted  and  uncountable  ;  but  these,  of  course,  you  don’t  stand 
need  of,  any  more  than  a  shite-poke  wants  a  flannel  undershi 
You  swim  where  the  waves  roll  over  the  cities  of  a  world  go 
by  ;  where  sand  hath  filled  up  the  palaces  of  old,  and  sea-we 
overgrown  the  hills  of  revelry;  or  wallow  in  the  mud  and  filth 
the  dock,  just  as  you  please.  For  all  these  privileges  and  enjo 
merits,  praise  ye  the  Lord  !  Every  animate  thing  upon  land  dai 
and  worshipingly  acknowledges  the  goodness  and  power  of  ti 
Creator,  except  man — he  does  it  only  when  he  hasn’t  ‘  other  fi; 
to  fry.’ 

My  fellow  fishes  (I  confess  fellowship  because  you  are  scaly 
let  each,  every  one  and  all  of  you,  from  a  shrimp  up  to  the  se 
serpent,  spout  your  Maker’s  praise!  Whales  especially— ye  a 
first-rate  at  spouting;  lead  off,  and  throw  up  your  thanks  in  laq 
quantities,  with  a  ‘little  extra  liquor;’  upset  small  craft  in  yo 
extatic  throes,  and  keep  all  blubber  to  yourselves.  Ye  porpoise.1 
come  up,  and  blow  longer  and  louder  your  acknowledgments  i 
divine  favors.  Ye  sturgeons!  leap  oftener,  and  a  few  inchi 
higher  towards  heaven,  like  a  young  mulatto  Methodist,  in  yci 
joyous  exultations.  Ye  flying-fish!  mount' upon  the  ever-moisj 
ened  pinions  of  love  and  gratitude  into  a  purer  element  and  praii! 
the  Great  Omnipotent  for  his  tender  mercies.  Ye  dolphins  !  e: 
hibit  biightei  beauties  in  your  dying  moments,  and  show  to  wick 
ed  sinners  how  heavenly  glories  surround  the  deathbed  of  the  do 
parting  Christian.  Ye  codlings,  catfish,  and  all  such  smaller  fry! 
come  out  of  your  sand-banks,  your  mud-holes,  and  all  of  your  si 
cret  hiding-places,  and  give  us  some  pantomimic  evidence  of  you 
gratefulness  to  God.  If  you  can’t  spout,  open  and  shut  your  gif 
in  imitation  of  heart-throbbings,  and  waggle  your  tails  with  glac 
ness,  like  a  little  lamb,  while  kneeling  at  the  lactescent  fountai 
of  its  mother;  or,  in  other  words,  while  sucking  the  old  sheej 
Yes,  and  ye  testaceous  tenants  of  the  deep !— ye  crabs  and  lot 
sters  !  suscitate  ye  in  your  tardi-gradous  motions — work  youi 
selves  backwards,  forwards,  sidewise,  and  every  way,  as  if  itch 
ing  undei  the  influence  of  a  holy  obligation.  And  you,  ye  clan) 
and  oysters  !  open  your  mouths  and  gape  with  astonishment  whe 
the  tide  heaves  you  high  and  dry,  at  the  wonderful  operations  c 
nature;  and  when  it  returns  again  to  protect  you  in  its  boson 

'  V 
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•k  —  * 

nk,  0  think  of  the  kindness  of  that  Providence  which  watches 
er  an  provides  for  helpless  Soft-shells  and  Prince’s  Bays,  as 
11  as  for  the  land  monsters  that  make  meals  upon  them'  Ye 
ales  sharks,  porpoises,  cods,  and  so  forth!  your  morals  need 
mending,  and  you  have  no  improvements  to  make  in  your  so- 
relations.  You  devour  one  another,  but  that  is  none  of  my 
mess-how  much  better  in  this  respect  is  man  than  you  i  All 
i  have  to  do  is  to  eat,  drink,  be  merry,  and  thankful— without 
without  care,  without  sorrow  and  without  sin.  I  holler  to 
amid  roaring  of  waters  and  the  bellowing  of  blasts.  You 
hear  me,  because  you  haven’t  ears;  and,  if  you  had,  you 
heed  me  not.  So  I  think  it  useless  to  holler  longer  ■  if  I 

i  ‘°’  “  "'0uW  ,be  words  S'ven  t0‘he  winds-preaching  entire- 
iroun  away,  like  the  prayers  of  the  pious  for  the  soul  of  a 
monkey.  d 

nd,  now,  fellow  fishes  without  fins-land-sharks,  in  particu- 
you  have  nothing  to  boast  of,  and  little  to  be  thankful  for  • 
hat  you  have  never  came  through  the  hands  of  the  Almighty! 
tol  ow,  day  after  day,  the  good  ship  Prosperity,  waiting  for 
body  to  fall  overboard,  whom  you  seize  and  devour  You 
have  your  reward.  Gudgeons  !  you  may  thank  heaven  that 
5o  often  escape  being  hooked  in  the  gills  by  artful  and  de- 
ng  men.  Roguish  eels  !  you  may  bless  your  stars,  rather 
ivme  mercy,  that  you  so  frequently  slip  through  the  fingers 
stice,  and  get  away  unflayed.  Snapping  turtles  1  it  is  not  ex- 
d  that  you  will  praise  the  Great  Giver  so  long  as  it  is  your 
es  to  snap  at  the  very  hand  that  feeds  you. 

ither  spelters,  one  and  all :  let  us  return  thanks  for  the  crumbs 
mfort  that  float  upon  the  turbid’  waters  of  the  world,  and  en- 
iem  while  we  may;  for  it  won’t  be  long  before  we  shall  all 
light  in  the  scoop-net  of  death,  and  transplaced  into  the  ' 
Hess  ocean  of  eternity.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  COMPASSION. 

Text. — To  err  is  human. 

earers  :  Let  the  physic  of  reformation  operate  as  powerful- 
t  may,  and  cleanse  the  human  system  of  its  moral,' morbid 
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secretions,  still  the  seeds  of  sin  and  a  natufal  proneness  to  err  ar 
left  behind.  The  genuine,  religious  and  pious  pills  administere 
by  the  clergy  tend  greatly  to  remove  avast  quantity  of  rubbis' 
that  has  been  gradually  accumulating  in  the  bosom  of  mankin 
since  our  first  parents  caught  the  gripes  by  eating  too  freely  of  th 
crude  apples  of  error  :  nevertheless,  there  is  an  occasional  innc 
cent  inclination  to  do  wrong  lurking  beneath  our  shirt  bosoms  an 
corsets — and  neither  Protestant  or  Catholic  cathartic  can  wholl 
eradicate  it,  any  more  than  the  present  prevailing  epidemic  ca 
be  purged  from  the  atmosphere  by  Epsom  salts.  It  is  just  as  m 
tural,  my  friends,  for  your  brother  man  to  err  at  times,  as  it  is  ft 
’coons  to  carouse  in  a  corn-field,  under  the  honest  supposition  th: 
the  God  of  Nature  planted  it  for  their  especial  benefit;  and  yc 
must  know  that  you  are  all  equally  guilty  of  petit  moral  defalc; 
tions.  If  there  be  any  difference,  it  lies,  for  the  most  part,  on  tl 
outside — even  as  a  white  bean  presents  no  purer  an  interior  the 
a  speckled  one.  Therefore,  I  would  have  you,  my  dear  hearer 
judge  not  too  rashly  of  your  brother-in-blood.  His  apparent  d 
pravity  is  a  hereditary  disease,  brought  upon  him  by  the  tranj 
gressions  of  his  ancestors;  and  you  should  administer  to  him  tl! 
soothing  syrup  of  pity,  rather  than  apply  the  caustic  of  condeq 
nation.  Remember,  meanwhile,  that  you  yourselves  are  afflict  j 
with  a  like  loathsome  disorder,  and  require  to  be  physicked  jl 
well  as  he.  Yes,  gently  scan  your  brother  man.  While  you  Iqq 
under  his  flannels,  please  look  over  his  unintentional  errors,  a| 
bring  against  him  no  such  accusation  as  the  pot  once  preferri 
against  the  kettle;  for,  by  so  doing,  you  will  both  become  fund) 
mentally  besmeared — and  neither  of  you  better  than  the  best 
blackguards. 

My  dear  friends:  scan  gentler  still  your  sister  woman.  She 
'a  delicate  piece  of  goods,  and  should  be  handled  with  the  cleij 
fingers  of  care  and  caution.  She  is  more  frail,  perhaps,  than  t|) 
bearded  sex,  and  far  more  pure  so  long  as  she  treads  the  ro; 
paths  of  virtue,  and  turns  not  aside  to  gather  those  bitter-swe 
berries  of  temptation  that  grow  upon  the  brambles  of  vice;  b| l 
as  the  sweetest  of  molasses  makes  the  sourest  of  vinegar,  so  tjn 
loveliest  of  the  Almighty’s  works,  lovely  woman,  becomes  f  „ 
most  loathsome  of  objects  when  contaminated  by  worldly  corrulf 
tion.  Yes,  my  friends,  a  beautiful  female,  ‘fallen  from  her  hi] 
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ate,'  looks  like  a  tarred  and  feathed  angel,  wandering  homeless 
i  unbefriended  outside  the  gates  of  Paradise  with  no  one  to  af- 
d  solace  or  gi\e  friendly  admonition.  But  we  must  overlook 
ny  oi  the  mis-steps  of  the  misses  of  this  miserably-made  city  of 
tham,  and  cast  the  censure  upon  the  heads  of  those  who  so 
fly  deserve  it.  The  truth  is,  that  female  labor  is  at  present  so 
).rly  recompensed  that  thousands  of  Eve’s  fair  daughters  are 
npelled  to  toil  at  a  sacrifice  of  that  best  of  all  blessings,  health 
1  happiness,  in  order  to  prevent  a  dissolution  of  partnership  of 
il  and  Body.  So  long  as  they  are  obliged  to  go  upon  the  root- 
,-oi-die  punciple,  is  it  to  be  wondered  at  that  so  many  of  them 
nigh  their  actual  distresses,  jump  from  the  frying-pan  even  in- 
he  fire  1  No- — it  is  just  as  natural  for  them  to  do  it  as  it  is  for 
?h  to  leap  from  the  net  and  expire  upon  the  beach.  The  girls 
beautiful  little  insects,  that  delight  to  flit  from  flower  to  flow- 
n  the  bright  morning  of  existence.  They  contribute  much  to 
fs  happiness.  Thejycan  gather  us  honey  from  the  most  poi- 
ous  flower  that  grows  in  the  world’s  weedy  garden— they  pick 
die  scattered  leaves  of  friendship  and  weave  them  into  unfad- 
wreaths  of  love— -they  lead  us  over  many  pleasant  places,  and 
Hy  ^eave  us  basking  upon  the  sunny  banks  of  heaven.  If 
ugh  human  frailty,  they  chance  to  deviate  from  the  narrow 
of  virtue— pushed  aside,  upon  the  one  side,  by  absolute  ne- 
:ty,  and  allured,  upon  the  other,  by  dazzling  temptation— -I 
•  you  to  draw  them  gently  back,  if  possible,  by  the  silken  cord 
er^uasion,  rather  than  kick  them  into  the  dark  ravine  of  ini- 
7  to  perish  for  ever.  Yes,  keep  the  doors  of  reformation  open  ‘ 
em — invite,  coax  and  solicit  them  to  return  to  their  forsaken 
es,  to  bud  anew  and  bloom  again  beneath  the  fastening  friend- 
of  virtuous  society,  and  in  the  warm  light  of  legitimate  love; 
if  they  will  not  hear  nor  heed,  let  them  enter  the  harem  of 
hince  of  Darkness,  and  live  and  lament  for  a  thousand  years, 
leaiers  .  if  the  men  were  all  realty  holy  and  righteous,  the 
would  be  as  pure  as  they  are  pretty;  and  if  charity  and  mer- 
ere  only  mingled  with  the  component  parts  of  the  male  cre- 
,  the  flowers  of  female  virtue  might  be  made  to  blossom,  even 
i  the  cold  winter  of  adversity  sets  around  their  carnal  habi- 
is,  and  the  chill  winds  of  want  whistle  through  the  crevices 
eii  dilapidated  hopes.  The  girls  constitute  the  gilding  of  the 
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animate  world;  and  be  careful,  my  dear  friends,  how  you  handl 
them  with  greasy  fingers.  They  are  susceptible  of  the  slightes 
soil-— -and,  when  once  soiled,  they  set  themselves  up  at  auction  a 
damaged  goods,  to  be  purchased  by  the  highest  bidder.  Neve 
bestow  your  admiration  and  love  upon  such  articles,  nor  even  har 
die  them,  unless  you  wish  to  buy  at  a  private  bargain.  But  i 
your  natural  inclination  leads  you  to  keep  fingering  in  a  miscelk 
neous  way,  I  advise  you  to  purchase  at  once,  and  be  satisfied- 
and  not  for  ever  to  be  meddling  with  that  which  can  neither  cor 
duce  to  your  own  welfare,  nor  to  the  everlasting  happiness  c 
others.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


THE  APPROACH  OF  AUTUMN. 

Text. — By  the  sights  that  meet  my  eye, 

By  the  sounds  that  greet  my  ear, 

By  th’  appearance  of  the  sky, 

I  know  that  Autumn’s  near. 

My  Hearers  :  How  Time  trudges  on  ! — or,  rather,  how  he  cor 
tinues  to  make  the  old  treadmill  move  without  advancing  muc 
himself! — just  like  a  squirrel  in  a  revolving  cage  :  he  scratche 
it  at  the  rate  of,  at  least,  an  hour  in  three  minutes,  apparentl 
without  getting  ahead  an  inch  ;  but  we  go  round,  nolens  volen: 
and  with  a  velocity  sufficient  to  smooth  down  the  hairs  upon  th 
back  of  a  nanny-goat.  Here  we  are,  sliding  from  the  second  se( 
tion  of  the  cycle,  and  scarcely  realizing  that  another  half  year  hr 
caved  in — collapsed  into  eternity!  Yes,  here  we  are,  betwixt  an 
between.  I  go  to  my  window  that  looks  upon  the  south,  and  m< 
thinks  I  see  the  tip-end  of  the  tail  of  Winter  still  wriggling  in  th 
distance  :  then  I  turn  to  the  window  that  faces  the  north,  an 
thence  T  behold  the  head  of  the  self-same 'animal — old  Boreas- 
popping  from  behind  the  pole,  and  pointing  uswardly,  like  th 
nose  of  a  white  bear  upon  an  iceberg.  Verily,  how  short  the  see 
sons  are,  upon  actual  .measurement !  Why,  here  I  can  starn 
with  one  foot  upon  the  heel  of  Summer,  and  the  other  upon  th 
great  toe  of  Autumn,  and,  with  a  little  stretch  of  the  arms,  scratc 
both  ends  of  Winter  at  the  same  time.  Alas !  how  short  the  dk 
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mce  from  winter  to  winter,  and  how  small  the  space  between  the 
:ad  e  and  the  grave !  Man,  as  has  been  said,  is  but  a  shadow, 
nd  life  a  dream.  Most  metaphorically  correct-yet  many  of  these 
ladows  weigh  over  two  hundred  pounds  each;  and  life,  accom- 

inied  with  semi-starvation,  is  anything  else  than  a  dream.  I 
loul.j  call  it  a  real  reality. 

My  dear  friends :  what  do  we  see— what  are  the  visible  signs 
approaching  autumn  f  They  are  many.  The  last  roses  of  sum- 
.r  are  eginning  to  fade  their  petals  are  dropping  one  by  one, 
s  our  friends  and  loved  ones  are  dropping  around  us),  and  the 
wy  morn  is  no  longer  redolent  with  their  sweet  perfume  ;  the 
ring  chickens  have  arrived  at  puberty,  and  as  far  as  appearance 
concerned  ,t  is  difficult  to  distinguish  them  from  antiquated 
s  and  elderly  hens;  a  certain  yellow  butterfly  flits  lazily  over 

fjj!’  as  'f  7ar‘ed  in  search  of  a  straggling  flower;  the 
P  ^  .Par  ,cu  ai  Peter  ln  the  corn-fields,  and  skunks  are  out, 
sting  their  sweetness  upon  the  midnight  air;  one  or  two  faded 
ves  are  seen  in  the  green  garland  that  Spring  and  Summer 
k  so  much  pains  to  weave ;  Pomona  comes  trudging  along  with 
apron  fu!l  of  apples,  pears,  peaches,  and  plums";  the"r„b!n 

d  -  the  b  bin  I.""7  J  ,he  S'Val'°W  91,1,8  ‘the  straw-built 
,  ,°b0l,nk  bas  PUt  0,1  his  °Id  S»y  travelling  coat,  pre- 
atorj  to  his  annual  southern  journey;  frogs  and  fashionable 
.»  a,e  less  numerous  around  watering  places;  countrymen  are 
■  mg  into  the  city  upon  worldly  speculations;  and  my  con¬ 
ation  increases  like  a  nest  of  bedbugs. 

fy  worthy  hearersi  what  are  the  audible  tokens  of  autumn  ? 

,  1  ioa^  laveller,  as  he  plods  his  way  at  nightfall,  hears  a 
;.tt,e  cncket,  about  the  size  of-a  vulgar  fraction,  making  mu. 

,.  " •  most  melancholy  order,  among  the  leaves  of  thetoad- 

f.e  form  r,’  5ap-SUcker  fain^  pee-weet, 

dv  Id  b'"m  \r0Und  ‘he  b0d>’  °f  an  aPi,Ie  ‘tee! 

} . '  r,USh!  klueb,rd  and  robm  poured  forth  their  en- 
„  caio.s  the  fretful  joy  now  scolds  like  aunt  Peggy ;  ■  hot 

•  10,  con, !  is  the  nocturnal  cry  at  the  corners  of  the  streets 

1^1-t  '  '‘i,m  “,e  ^  sycamore ;  there  are  so-' 

h'ev  wan  1  '<]  1''pe,,nfs  1,1  the  f°rests  and  groves ;  the  winds, 

i  and  a  an  ff°Ug  "  W°°d*  a  hoU»"  aad  -urnfui 
i  a  gruffness  comes  over  the  voice  of  Nature,  as  upon 
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that  of  a  boy  of  seventeen.  The  sky,  too,  indicates  the  nearm 
of  the  fall.  It  has  a  soberer  look  by  day,  and  a  more  placid  coi 
tenance  at  night,  notwithstanding  meteors  shoot  in  every  directi 
— rockets,  I  suppose  they  are,  let  off  by  angels  in  commemorati 
of  some  glorious  event  that  occurred  in  the  celestial  regions  abi 
this  time  of  the  year.  The  sun,  old  Sol  by  nickname,  sinks  to  l 
in  glory :  he  wraps  the  gorgeous  drapery  of  his  couch  about  h 
and  goes  down  first-rate. 

My  dear  friends :  when  you  observe  all  these  harbingers  of ; 
tumn,  you  should  pause  and  reflect.  Think  how  soon  your  si 
mer  days  will  be  over  ;  and  consider  whether  you  have  no  mei: 
or  physical  admonishings  of  a  less  joyous  season.  Have  yo' 
single  gray  hair  ?  If  so,  give  it  language,  and  let  it  preach  € 
quently  to  the  heart;  if  you  have  forwarded  a  tooth  to  anot 
world,  as  a  fragmentary  sample,  bear  in  mind  that  the  whole  be 
must  shortly  follow  it :  and,  if  you  find  a  new  wrinkle  upon  y 
brow,  you  may  expect  that,  if  you  live  long  enough,  the  time  \ 
come  when  your  whole  faces  will  look  as  dried  up  and  shrivel 
as  a  sheep-skin  that  has  lain  in  the  sun  for  a  month  of  Sunda 
So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  MUNDANE  EXISTENCE. 

Text. — Joy,  pleasure,  pain  and  bitter  grief 

This  world  of  ours  do  constant  fill ; 

And  yet,  with  candor,  I  confess, 

‘  With  all  its  faults,  I  love  it  still.’ 

My  Dear  Hearers:  Misanthropists  and  hypochondriacs  are 
ever  finding  fault  with  the  world  and  their  own  existence.  T 
not  only  upbraid  in  their  hearts  their  fathers  who  b£gat  them, 
their  mothers  who  bore  them,  but  they  growl  and  grumble  at  t 
Heavenly  Father  for  having  gratuitously  furnished  the  materia 
which  their  frail  bodies  are  composed.  They  wander  about 
earth  seeking  for  sorrow,  like  crows  for  carrion — divi-ng  into r 
ry  ditch  of  discontent — and  fancying  that  they  must  wallow  t 
in  the  mire  of  misery  before  they  can  experience  the  common  c 
fort  with  which  their  fellow  creatures  are  blest.  If  they  w( 
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>ut  take  a  gentle  suck  at  the  sweets  of  life,  instead  of  voluntarily 
wallowing,  day  after  day,  its  bitter  dregs,  they  would  soon  find 
mt  that  there  is  a  way  to  gather  the  blossoms  of  enjoyment  with- 
mt  being  molestel  by  the  thistles  of  wretchedness  and  wo. 

My  dear  friends :  as  for  me,  I  am  very  well  satisfied  with  this 
xistence  of  mine,  only  there  isn’t  quite  enough  of  it;  and  I  have 
o  other  fault  to  find  with  this  world  but  that  it  is  rather  too  short 
t  either  end,  and  a  little  too  wide  in  the  middle.  I  don’t  know  as 
ever  lived  in  a  better  one,  and  I  am  not  certain  that  I  shall  ever 
ml  another  so  good:  but  I  have  a  hope  within  me,  that  when 
lis  carnal  building  of  mine  shall  have  been  reduced  to  a  bushel 
f  ashes,  a  spintual  spark  will  still  linger  in  the  heap  unsmother- 
jl,  and  ready  to  blaze  forth  in  glory  when  the  breath  of  Qmnipo- 
imce  shall  rekindle  the  fires  that  once  burned  upon  the  altar  of 
jfe,  and  illuminate  the  night  of  the  grave  with  the  soul-cheering 
limes  of  a  glorious  resurrection.  You  should  all  adhere  to  this 
i  oral  like  a  bulldog  to  a  sow  s  ear,  inasmuch  as  it  affords  you  a 
est  opportunity  of  indulging  in  the  anticipations  of  a  happier 
re  to  come— as  the  bear  thought  while  lying  in  his  wintry  den, 
i eking  his  paws,  and  meditating  upon  the  advent  of  a  joyous 
iring.  l  ou  should  be  pleased  with  it  on  account  of  its  variety  ; 
r  I  know  that  by  nature  you  are  constantly  desiring  change,  and 
wer  satisfied  even  with  satisfaction  itself.  If  Providence  were 
bestow  upon  you  to-day  all  that  the  heart  could  wish,  to-mor- 
w  you  would  toss  aside  the  boon  in  disgust,  and  pray  for  some- 
ing  else  of  not  half  the  value  or  consequence. 

My  dear  friends :  variety  you  want,  and  variety  you  think  you 
lust  have.  Therefore,  your  great  Providence  sees  fit  oftentimes 
spread  mustard  on  your  bread  and  butter  of  enjoyment— sprin- 
e  well  your  social  soup  with  the  red  pepper  of  remorse— and 
jsh  gills  of  gall  into  your  wine  cups  of  pleasure.  He  physics 
tu  v  ith  pills  of  misery  in  order  tnat  you  may  have  a  true  appe- 
e  ioi  happiness,  and  know  how  to  appreciate  it  when  it  comes, 
hold  the  pleasing  vicissitudes  of  life!  You  are  free  from  the 
ires  and  anxieties  of  a  jarring  world— you  open  your  little  mouths 
instinct,  like  new-hatched  birds,  to  receive  your  food,  and  slum- 
1  as.su  eetly  beneath  the  coarse,  home-woven  blanket  of  pover- 
as  within  the  velvet-lined  cradle  of  affluence.  You  soon  gam- 
d  amid  ine  gay  bowers  of  childhood,  where  every  bud  of  joy 
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seems  to  have  blossomed  to  bloom  for  ever;  and  where,  like  your 
woodchucks  in  a  clover-field,  you  riot  upon  the  pleasures  of  tl 
pi  esent,  unmindful  of  the  dark  frowns  of  the  future.  Afterwar 
youth  comes  upon  you,  and  you  have  to  catch  hold  of  your  boi 
straps  to  prevent  being  borne  too  suddenly  upward  with  the  g; 
of  ambition.  If,  while  climbing  the  elevated  cliffs  of  fame,  yc 
lose  your  hold  and  fall  to  the  base,  you  immediately  rebour 
like  a  tight-blown  bladder,  and  make  another  attempt,  while  Hoj 
still  assures  you  that  the  highest  pinnacle  of  your  undertaking 
just  as  accessible  as  a  robin’s  nest  in  an  apple  tree.  Manhoc 
then  succeeds,  and,  although  chafed  and  fretted  with  care  and  coi 
cern,  you  have  many  moments  of  merriment,  and  fondly  antic 
pate  the  time  when  your  riled  rivulets  of  discontent  will  settle  a 
clear  as  a  bucket  of  Croton  beneath  the  calm  autumnal  atmospher 
of  age,  and  not  a  gale  of  sorrow  blow  to  ruffle  their  placid  sui 
faces.  Old  age  comes  at  last,  and  man  finds  a  melancholy  plea 
sure  in  bending  over  the  tomb  of  his  past  delights.  His  earlie 
days  are  associated  with  many  a  pleasing  recollection,  and  the  fev 
that  are  to  come  are  rife  with  the  promise  of  a  blissful  hereafter 
All  he  has  to  do,  then,  is  to  sit  down  and  warm  his  toes  by  thi 
gentle  fire  of  resignation,  dressed  in  his  night-gown,  with  the  stat 
of  faith  in  his  right  hand,  and  wait  patiently  to  be  conducted  tc 
his  sepulchral  bed,  from  which  he  hopes  to  arise  with  the  bloorr 
upon  his  cheek,  and  the  vigor  of  manhood  in  his  frame.  Then 
rail  not  at  this  life— for  it  is  but  the  beginning  of  the  grand  drama 
of  man’s  existence.  Although  the  curtain  of  the  first  act  falls 
upon  the  tomb,  the  second  will  open  rich,  beyond  a  doubt,  in  ac¬ 
cordance  with  the  programme  penned  by  the  hand  of  Divinity.  , 
My  dear  hearers :  I  can  find  no  fault  with  the  natural  world. 
We  have  our  budding  springs,  blooming  summers,  fruitful  autumns 
and  desolate  winters.  Each,  in  its  turn,  contributes  to  the  happi¬ 
ness  of  us  all;  and  I  know  that  none  of  you  would  be  willing  to 
part  with  a  single  season  for  the  sake  of  a  substitute.  The 
brightest  star  of  evening,  that  looks  so  shining  and  pure  to  us, 
may,  after  all,  be  no  more  compared  with  this  dirty  planet  of  ours 
than  the  glitter  of  a  common  crystal  can  be  compared  with  the 
brilliancy  of  a  real  diamond.  But,  my  friends,  you  may  well  find 
fault  with  the  moral  world.  There  is  too  much  corruption,  cupi¬ 
dity,  venality,  selfishness  and  vice  extant,  to  render  every  one 
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.py  or  contented.  I  want  to  see  morality  come  out  among  you 
the  power  of  my  preaching,  like  measles  upon  the  skin  throLh 
influence  of  saffron  tea;  and  then,  if  you  could  say  a.u4t 
mst  the  world,  l  am  sure  you  would  be  dissatisfied  with  hea- 
and  the  whole  host  of  angels  that  might  condescend  to  act  as 
ants.  I  would  rnstrl  into  your  hearts  a  spirit  of  lore— love 

ve  for' th  "  holiness  love  for  your  fellow  creatures 

'  f0r.‘he  °PP°s“e  sex  and  especially  love  for  virtue  I 
d  enjoin  you  to  hold  dear  and  sacred  everything  that  apper- 
•  to  morality,  virtue,  and  piety,  to  the  end  that  you  may  not 

LTd7  «  pr0bat,0nary  existe,lce’  a”d  finally  curse  the 
a  ana  die.  So  mote  it  be! 


THE  VARIETIES  OF  LIFE. 

Text.— For  pleasure  and  for  trouble, 

^Ve  mortals  all  are  born. 

Ikarers  :  No  mortal  was  ever  born  to  partake  of  the  sweets 
insure  alone.  From  the  cup  of'life  we  are  all  compelled  to 
an  admixture  of  joy,  bliss,  misery  and  pain ;  and  the  more 

8  T5  make  ln  sallowing  the  dose,  the  more  bitter  does  it 
o  the  taste  No  one  ought  ever  to  dash,  in  a  suicidal  man- 
e  go  let  of  existence  to  the  ground  because  it  contains  a 
ops  ot  the  essence  of  evil :  for  what  can  be  more  sickening 
continua.  surfeit  of  sweets  ?  If  you  were  to  sip  wholly  and 
itly  of  the  saccharine  juices  of  the  world,  you  would  sigh 
te  h,„g  sour  for  the  sake  of  variety;  for  variety,  as  some 
ipher  has  truly  remarked,  is  the  spice  of  life-and,  without 
ice,  every  meal  of  man’s  enjoyment  were  as  flat  and  insi- 
a  bowl  of  soup  composed  of  dish-water  and  potato-skins, 
morning  melancholy  after  a  solid  supper  of  mirth  operates 
>ral  medicine  upon  the  mind,  inasmuch  as  it  causes  serious 
ion  to  purge  the  inner  man  of  at  least  that  corruption  which 
ipon  the  heart  and  stomach  after  an  excess  of  follv.  An 
i  Providence  has  so  ordered  it  that  no  mortal  shall"  reap  a 
of  pleasure  without  gathering  the  tares  of  pain ;  and,  as 
eavonng  to  make  up  a  bundle  of  the  one  without  collect- 
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ing  a  handful  of  the  other,  you  might  as  soon  think  of  bottling 

a  few  pints  of  daylight  for  evening  use. 

My  hearers  :  in  every  station  we  are  born  for  pleasure  and  : 
trouble — not  expressly  for  either,  but  a  little  for  both.  He  tnal 
hatched  amicitthe  desert  sands  of  poverty  is  no  moie  a  candid, 
for  care  and  sorrow  than  the  babe  which  is  boin  in  a  bloomi 
paradise  of  opulence,  and  nursed  at  the  breast  of  abundance.  1 
pathways  of  both  to  the  tomb  are  equally  bestrewn  with  flow 
and  beset  with  thorns.  The  angel  of  evil  will  oftentimes  spn 
his  dark  pinions  over  the  head  of  the  proud  patrician,  while 
golden  halo  of  joy  encircles  the  heart  of  the  pool  peasant.  Th 
again,  the  son  of  independence' may  be  seen  dancing  for  joy  u] 
the  grave  of  buried  care,  and  singing  the  songs  of  gladness, 
merry  as  a  cricket  in  a  chimney-corner,  while  the  half-stai 
child  of  penury  sits  crying  for  a  crust.  I  think,  my  friends,  I 
he  who  dwells  in  a  lowly  vale  of  contentment  receives  a  gre. 
portion  of  pure  and  unalloyed  pleasure  than  the  aspiring  dup< 
ambition  and  wealth,  whose  home  is  fixed  upon  the  high  hil 
honor :  for  in  the  valley  of  humility  grow  the  beautiful  posie 
peace,  which  give  out  their  perfumes  to  the  gentle  bieeze,  w 
the  rough  winds  are  heard  to  howl  mournfully  around  the  me 
tain  tower  of  fame. 

My  dear  friends :  the  better  way  to  get  along  smoothly  and  w 
out  Stubbing  our  toes,  is  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  the  world 
rational  beings,  and  not  like  brutes — and  bear  up  beneath  e 
ill  with  all  the  composure,  fortitude  and  philosophy  of  a  saw-h 
under  an  oaken  log.  If  you  give  in  to  every  trifling  vexa 
while  sailing  upon  the  rough  sea  of  life,  and  yield  to  despair  v 
the  storms  of  misfortune  rage,  you  can  no  more  double  the  ( 
of  Good  Hope  than  you  can  safely  ride  through  Hell  Gate 
shingle.  Don’t  rave,  jump  and  tear  your  under-clothes  when 
are  visited  with  your  respective  portions  of  trouble  and  care; 
keep  cool  and  live  low  on  the  porridge  of  patience  and  fori 
ance,  and  all  will  soon  be  right  again.  Don’t  be  such  com 
mate  fools  as  to  throw  away  a  pound  because  you  happen  to 
a  penny,  nor  chastise  an  unoffending  post  for  having  the  obs 
cy  to  stand  its  ground  when  assailed  by  your  nasal  protubera 
for  such  acts  show  a  want  of  wisdom,  and  are  the  very  ext 
height  of  folly.  When  you  come  to  look  at  the  miseries  dist 
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'ted  among  the  great  mass  of  mankind,  you  will  find  that  you  have 
only  your  just  proportion  of  them  :  but  if  you  fancy  that  you  have 
been  particularly  selected  as  a  target  for  the  arrows  of  ill-fortune, 
you  will  be  afflicted  with  more  plagues  than  ever  were  saddled  up¬ 
on  the  land  of  Egypt.  When  the  star  of  hope  is  hidden  behind  a 
dark  cloud  of  despondency,  you  ought  to  have  sense  enough  to 
know  that  it  must,  in  the  nature  of  things,  shine  forth  again  in  its 
wonted  brightness.  All  you  want  is  to  persevere  for  the  present 
with  full  confidence  in  the  future,  and  your  heavy  burdens  of  wo 
will  be  essentially  lightened  ;  but,  0,  you  weak  and  sickly  chil¬ 
dren  of  doubt  and  despair!  you  lack  the  strength  of  mind  and  de¬ 
termination  to  push  your  way  through  the  thistles  when  you  find 
yourselves  in  their  midst — and  when  misfortune  lightly  places  its 
hand  upon  you,  }'ou  squat  like  sick  turkeys,  and  give  up  for  lost. 
l  My  dear  hearers :  push  ahead  boldly,  uprightly,  and  hcpingly, 
and  the  drops  of  joy,  as  they  descend  from  heaven,  will  not  be¬ 
come  frozen  on  their  way,  all  fall  upon  your  heads  in  the  shape 
of  large  hail-stones  of  ill.  Deal  fairly  with  your  fellow  creatures 
— show  kindness  to  all — don’t  mortgage  your  souls  to  Satan  for 
ihe  sake  of  money,  nor  make  yourselves  unhappy  because  others 
are  more  prosperous.  Above  all,  don't  run  up  too  long  a  score 
with  your  Maker,  but  settle  often.  I  hope  you  will  be  enabled  to 
square  all  your  accounts,  both  heavenly  and  earthly,  in  a  fair  and 
lonorable  manner;  and,  if  you  do  receive  some  rather  hard  knocks 
in  this  world,  you  will  have  the  hope  within  you  to  the  last  of 
finding  a  better.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  IFS  AND  BUTS. 

I  _ 

Text.- — If  I  had  a  donkey  what  wouldn’t  go, 

Do  you  think  I'd  wallup  him?  No,  no,  no! 

■ 

|  My  Hearers:  Thai  little  word  if,  though  insignificant  to  look  at, 
is  one  of  the  most  important  and  powerful  in  the  English  language. 
:  It  serves  as  a  propeller,  sometimes,  to  mighty  big  sentences;  and, 
I  were  it  not  for  the  diminutive,  though  equally  potent,  monosylla- 
fjble  but,  there  would  be  no  telling  where  its  go-ahead-itive-ness 
'Would  end.  Now,  my  beloved,  deceitful,  deceiving  and  deceived 
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wretches,  how  often  do  you  say  to  yourselves  ‘  If  I  only  had  such 
and  such  a  thing,  I  would  do  so  and  so,’  when  you  know  very 
well,  or  ought  to  know — from  observation,  and  your  own  experi¬ 
ence — that  you  would  not  do  any  such  thing.  An  if,  planted  in 
the  path  of  your  purpose,  might  as  well  be  there  as  not;  for,  were 
it  not  removed,  you  would  turn  off  and  take  some  other  road. 
You,  who  are  poor  and  lazy,  think  that  if  you  had  five  hundred 
dollars,  just  for  a  starter,  you  would  go  to  work  with  it  and  build 
up  a  fortune  in  a  hurry  :  but  you  are  deceived— industry,  energy, 
and  ambition  can  acquire  wealth,  without  a  red  cent  to  begin  with; 
but  laziness,  even  with  the  assistance  of  five  hundred  dollars,  must 
for  ever  remain  in  the  mire  of  poverty.  You  think  that  if  you 
were  wealthy — had  a  few  millions  at  command — you  would  be  as 
happy  as  a  young  nigger  in  a  sugar  hogshead:  but  no— you 
would  be  continually  stung  by  swarms  of  cares,  and  your  lives 
would  be  as  miserable  as  mine  is  careless  and  contented.  You 
think  that  if  you  had  all  this  money,  you  would  open  your  ears, 
your  hearts  and  your  purses  to  the  calls  of  charity,  and  lend  small 
sums  to  the  Lord,  by  giving  sixpences  to  the  poor  and  needy:  but 
then  again  you  are  mistaken — for,  when  a  pitiful  beggar  came  to 
implore  your  assistance,  you  would  cast  upon  him  a  fearful  and 
agonizing  frown— fresh  from  a  fretted  soul  within,  and  look,  for 
all  the  world,  like  a  rat-dog  lying  in  the  sun,  scowling  aud  snarl¬ 
ing  at  the  annoying  importunities  of  a  horse-  %• 

My  friend  :  I  suppose  you  are  of  the  opinion  that,  if  you  were 
riding  a  donkey  that  wouldn’t  proceed  with  mild  persuasion  and 
gentle  encouragement,  you  would  get  off,  and  let  the  animal  tire 
out  his  own  stubbornness,  rather  than  walfup  him  with  the  cudgel 
of  cruelty.  You  think  this,  because  you  don’t  own  a  donkey.  If 
you  had  one,  and  he  wouldn’t  go  till  some  time  after  he  got  rea¬ 
dy,  I’d  bet  the  kingdom  of  heaven  to  Coney  Island  that  you  would 
give  him  such  a  cudgelling  as  would  do  honor  to  the  science  of 
flagellation  ;  but  if  you  saw  anybody  else  doing  the  same  thing 
to  your  donkey,  you  would  call  him  a  cruel  monster,  and  perhaps 
fall  to  and  give  him  a  flogging.  The  fact  is,  you  all  want  to  do 
the  whipping  yourselves,  and  allow  none  others  the  privilege.  If 
somebody  had  stepped  up  behind  and  beaten  Balaam’s  ass  for  him, 
while  the  rider  was  thumping  the  poor  beast  so  unmercifully  be¬ 
tween  the  ears,  there  is  no  doubt  but  Balaam  would  have  been  mad 
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>ut  it,  to  say  the  least.  My  beloved  friends :  you  who  have 
passed  that  ‘bourne  from  whence  no  traveller  returns5 — I 
an  you  who  are  not  yet  married,  but  desire  to  be — think  that, 
you  were  hymenially  conjugated,  love  would  twine  her  ama- 
thrne  wreaths  of  joy  and  bliss  around  your  hearts,  never  to 
e,  never  to  die;  that  you  could  live  upon  love  when  beef  and 
ad  and  potatoes  were  scarce ;  that  then  the  golden  moments 
silver-winged  hours  would  flit  as  noiselessly  and  prettily  along 
's-flowery  lane  a.s  butterflies  o’er  the  blossomed  heath ;  and  the 
osphere  perpetually  glittering  with  the  spangles  of  pleasure 
ken  from  the  fleet  pinions  of  Time.  The  hot  soup  of  love 
,l  cool,  in  a  degree,  even  though  set  in  the  warm  sun  of  fond- 
s;  darkening  clouds  will  sometimes  drift  athwart  the  connubial 
;  and  in  your  gardens  of  delight  will  now  and  then  be  found 
ower  without  fragrance,  and  roses  that  bloom  amid  thorns. 

'  most  that  you  can  reasonably  expect  to  find  in  the  dominion 
natiimony,  my  fiiends,  is  a  happy  home,  a  small  but  steady 
am  of  love,  contentment,  peace  :  and  this  is  far  more  than  you 
.ther-warped,  pride-puckered  and  care-soured  old  maids  and  ba- 
ors,  ever  thought  of  possessing. 

[y  worthy  hearers :  if  (no  doubt  you  each  say)  I  were  to  live 
life  over  again,  I  would  pursue  altogether  a  different  course. 
iuld  avoid  every  stump  that  I  have  run  against  in  my  travels, 
r  clear  of  every  mud-hole,  and  arrive  at  the  end  of  life  with  a 
n  shirt  and  unbarked  shins.  There  is  little  question  but  you 
Id  ;  but  remember,  you  have  only  one  life  to  live  in  this  trou- 
ome  world.  So  shove  all  anus,  ifs  and  ruts  aside,  and  go  the 
of  the  way  as  though  you  had  profited  by  the  experience  of 
past  The  lamp  of  reason  will  guide  you  from  sloughs  and 
ies,  the  star  of  hope  will  cheer  you  onward,  temperance  will 
you  strength  to  progress,  prudence  and  economy  will  keep 
m  funds,  virtue  will  prevent  your  being  waylaid  by  the  rob¬ 
ot  one’s  reputation,  and  X  will  do  all  I  can,  without  straining 
back  or  cracking  my  character,  to  help  you  safely  and  snugly 
ugh.  So  mote  it  be ! 
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THE  PaST. 

Text. —  Thou  unrelenting  Past ! 

Strong  are  the  barriers  round  thy  dark  domain; 

And  fetters  sure  and  fast, 

Hold  all  that  enter  thy  unbreathing  reign. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  What  a  voracious  appetite  and  unfathoi 
ble  maw  must  have  that  monster — that  terrible,  devouring  ogr 
The  Past!  There  appears  to  be  no  alvine  outlet  to  its  insatia 
stomach.  For  ever  eating  and  never  evacuating,  it  is  a  wonde 
me  that  it  doesn’t  grow  bilious  and  throw  up  a  portion  of  its  h 
digested  dinner  upon  the  rich  and  costly  carpet  of  the  Present, 
we  dissect  the  Past,  what  do  we  find  there  embowelled?  Natii 
that  have  been  swallowed  almost  at  a  single  gulp — innumera 
'  relics  of  pomp,  grandeur,  and  pride— the  deglutinated  fabrics 
glory  and  renown — the  whole  antediluvian  world — and  milli< 
upon  millions  of  human  beings  that  have  since  sprung  up  1 
grasshoppers,  and  perished  like  locusts  when  wind-driven  to  ' 
ocean. 

My  dear  friends :  where  are  those  monuments  of  moral  and 
tellectual  greatness  that  once  towered  to  the  skies,  and  commai 
ed  the  admiration  of  all  Europe  ?  They  are  crumbled  to  dust—] 
ever  buried  beneath  the  rubbish  of  the  Past!  Wheie  now  are  i 
cient  Jeiusalem,  Babylon  and  Palmyra?  They  are  among  t 
ruins  of  the  Past.  The  ploughshare  turned  the  turf  -over  the  raa 
nificence  of  one  :  another  is  but  a  dreary  wild — the  home  of  t 
tyrs  and  the  abode  of  owls;  and  a  few  broken  pillars  alone  t 
the  traveller  that  here  once  flourished  Palmyra,  the  beautifi 
Upon  these  once  golden,  but  now  addled,  eggs,  the  Past  is  sitlin 
like  a  determined  old  hen ;  but  the  incubation  is  in  vain. 

My  deal  fi lends  .  how  swiftly  flows  the  silvery  stream  of  tin 
into  the  eternal  ocean  of  the  Past!— and  what  a  quantity  of  me 
tal  scum,  filth,  rubbish  and  drift-wood  is  continually  floating  tl 
therward.  Every  minute  is  a  bubble  upon  its  surface,  that  burs 
as  it  passes  us,  and  is  gone  to  appear  not  again.  If  we  con 
only  build  a  dam  across  Time’s  mighty  river,  and  prevent  the  cry 
tal  waters  of  the  Present  from  emptying  into  the  muddy  gulf 
the  Past,  what  would  be  the  consequence  ?  Why,  in  a  short  tim 
the  wond  would  be  a  big  pond,  filled,  as  it  were,  with  frogs,  tr 
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apins,  water  snakes,  eels  and  blood-suckers ;  and  our  earnest 
>rayers  would  be  for  an  outlet  by  which  all  such  nuisances  might 
nake  their  final  exit. 

My  dear  friends:  if  you  fish  in  the  dead  sea  of  the  Past,  you 
vill  frequently  fancy  that  you  have  got  a  bite;  but  when  you 
ome  to  pull  up,  you  will  just  as  surely  find  nothing  upon  your 
look  as  you  would  if  you  angled  in  a  swill-tub  for  flounders. 
Chat  which  has  been,  never  can  be  made  to  be ;  neither  can  man 
e-journey  among  interesting  scenes  of  ages  past  and  gone.  Me- 
nory  alone  is  capable  of  doing  this.  She  oftentimes  delights  to 
;lean  in  the  fields  that  have  been  harvested  by  the  sickle  of  time. 
?he  loves  to  wander  in  the  uncertain  twilight,  the  misty  moon- 
iglit,  and  even  in  the  dark  midnight  of  the  Past,  to  gather  half- 
vithered  roses,  from  the  sepulchres  of  former  joys,  even  though 
;he  gets  scratched  not  a  little  by  the  molesting  thorns  of  sorrow: 
ind  yet,  after  all,  she  brings  nothing  back  but  a  few  imaginary 
oys  that  are  wholly  without  substance  and  form,  and  perfectly 
roii. 

0,  thou  unrelenting  Past !  the  barriers  round  thy  hard  domain 
ire  as  strong  as  the  fetters  that  a  farmer  fasteneth  upon  a  way- 
vard  ram !  They  hold  all  that  once  enter  upon  thy  unbreathing 
•eign,  tighter  than  ever  a  steel-trap  held  a  young  skunk  by  the 
tail.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  getting  anything  loose  from  thy 
Dver-fond  and  affectionate  grasp.  I’ll  make  thee  a  proposal :  if 
;hou  wilt  restore  to  me  certain  purses  filled  with  the  golden  coin 
3f  true  happiness  that  I  have  dropped  upon  the  world’s  sidewalks 
in  the  darkness  of  ignorance,  foolishness  and  folly,  thou  canst 
keep  all  else  of  which  thou  hast  robbed  me,  and  go  to  Beelzebub 
with  the  booty.  I  have  no  doubt  but  all  of  you,  my  fellow  suf¬ 
ferers,  will  say  the  same  in  regard  to  yourselves. 

My  dear  friends :  what  is  past  is  the  same  as  the  fish  that  slip¬ 
ped  through  the  net-gone  beyond  the  hope  of  recovery.  There¬ 
fore,  let  us  seize  upon  the  present- — waylay  every  wealth-burden¬ 
ed  hour  that  passes— rob  it  of  all  its  riches— strip  it  to  the  skin— 
and  let  it  pass  on  in  a  state  of  nudity  to  join  company  with  those 
‘  beyond  the  flood.1  We  live  only  for  the  Present :  and  if  we  don’t 
make  up  our  minds  to  enjoy  it,  depend  upon  it  we  shall  never  find 
enjoyment,  even  if  we  were  to  live  through  half  a  dozen  eterni¬ 
ties.  To  spurn  present  joys  and  pleasures,  and  perform  the  part 
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of  spiders  in  weaving  webs  to  catch  the  flies  of  the  Future,  is  sillj 
and  foolish.  Adverse  winds  may  blow,  and  storms  may  arise, 
that  may  sweep  your  fancy  net-works  away  ere  they  are  hall 
completed,  and  leave  the  broken  threads  of  hope  dangling  in  the 
muiky  atmosphere  of  doubt  and  uncertainty. 

My  respected  friends  :  there  are  many  among  you  who,  to  be 
self-satisfied,  ought  to  have  been  born  a  hundred  years  ago,  and 
others  a  hundred  years  hence.  They  appear  to  have  been  cast 
upon  earth  at  a  wrong  period  and  in  a  wrong  place,  like  a  duck’s 
egg  dropped  by  the  margin  of  some  muddy  pool.  They  find  no 
food  suited  to  their  taste  upon  the  sumptuous  table  spread  before 
them.  They  had  rather  either  go  back  and  pick  the  bones  of  the 
Past,  or  stick  their  fingers  into  the  unprepared  dishes  of  the  Fu¬ 
ture,  than  partake  of  the  rich  bounty  that  the  Present  provides. 
Such  folks  aie  born  both  before  and  after  their  time  ;  and  they 
have  no  business  here  at  this  exact  period.  However,  the  fault  is 
not  theirs ;  and  it  is  not  my  province  to  cast  blame  upon  their  pa¬ 
rents.  We  should  all,  my  friends,  bestow  little  thought  upon 
what  has  been  or  what  is  to  be,  but  make  the  best  of  what  is; 

and  joy?  peace  and  contentment  shall  be  ours  to  the  end.  So 
mote  it  be ! 


HOW  TO  ACT  IN  CASE  OF  WAR. 

Text.  Strike  the  Tunjo  ;  blow  the  Hugag; 

Let  the  loud  Hogannah  sound! 

Sing  toorel  loorel,  loorel  loo, 

Unto  the  God  of  War! 

Mv  Hearers  :  While  many  of  my  half-brothers  (preachers  of  the 
gospel)  are  disputing  with  one  another  as  to  whether  God  has  any 
agency  in  War— whether  he  encourages,  tolerates,  or  discounte¬ 
nances  it— or  whether  it  avail  anything  to  pray  to  Him  for  help 
in  battle,  or  it  be  proper  to  return  Him  thanks  for  a  bloody  victo¬ 
ry  obtained— we  will  just  consider  that  He  has  left  us  to  fight  it 
out,  according  to  our  numbers,  strength,  pluck,  position,  and  ad¬ 
vantages.  In  fact,  it  must  be  so ;  else,  by  equally  powerful  pray¬ 
ing  on  both  sides,  His  assistance  might  be  made  to  amount  to  no- 
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ing  at  all.  However,  I  won’t  meddle  with  matters  without  the 
Je  of  ffiy  province,  and  about  which  I  know  no  more  than  a 
:kass  does  of  astronomy. 

— But  concerning  war,  my  friends,  the  best  way  is  to  keep  out 
it  just,  as  long  as  you  possibly  can,  with  a  good  grace.  Sub- 
t  to  a  good  deal  rather  than  fight.  If  your  enemy  smite  you 
;on  one  cheek,  let  him  smite  it  till  that  gets  sore,  and  then  turn 
j  other.  If  he  be  not  satisfied  with  that,  but  goes  to  hitting  in 
3  eyes  and  smashing  smellers,  then  it  is  your  duty  to  protect 
ch  valuable  personal  property  from  serious  damage,  even  at  the 
ipense  of  your  own  lives.  Consequently,  in  such  a  case,  you 
ist  fall  to,  and  spare  not.  You  must  make  such  a  decided  de- 
instration  upon  him  as  will  satisfy  him,  for  all  time  to  come, 
it  the  way  of  the  aggressor,  as  well  as  that  of  the  transgressor, 
indeed  a  hard  one.  Yes,  my  friends,  when  you  are  pushed  in- 
a  fight,  you  must  put  it  through  with  a  spirit  and  perseverance 
nmensurale  with  the  cause  and  worthy  of  the  deed.  Show  to 
;  world  that  you  are  smarter  than  you  look  to  be,  as  the  boy 
;d  of  the  pepper-pod.  Let  Pity  go  to  pot— send  Mercy  on  a  mis- 
n  to  the  Cannibal  Islands— keep  the  setting  bird  of  Love  away 
jm  her  nest  till  her  eggs  get  cold — -let  Philanthropy  go  a-fishing 
and  bid  frightened  Humanity  take  care  of  herself,  till  she  hears 
:  victorious  game-cock  clap  his  callow  wings  and  crow. 

My  friends  and  fellow  countrymen :  awake,  arise!  for  the  Phi- 
iines  are  already  upon  you !  Strike  the  tunjo  I^blow  the  hu- 
j  L  whistle  the  fife,  and  chastise  the  drum  !  Your  lives,  your 
ves  and  your  liberties  are  in  danger !  Now,  while  your  glori- 
>  lamp  of  liberty  is  sputtering  with  the  impotent  spit  of  the  foe, 
the  time  for  you  to  girdle  on  your  armor — march  to  the  battle- 
d — -then  vindicate  the  national  honor,  suck  the  sweets  of  re~ 
ige,  settle  all  difficulties,  and  return  home  so  covered  with  glory 
t.  common  eyes  won’t  be  able  to  behold  you  without  the  assist- 
:e  of  smoked  glass.  You  are  spiralized  into  a  war,  and  you 
jst  go  through  it  like  a  dose  of  castor  oil— the  quicker  the  bet- 
If  you  back  out,  flinch,  or  falter,  I  shall  set  you  down  as 
iillanimous  wretches,  with  about  half  a  thimbleful  of  patriot- 
,  and  no  courage  to  sustain  what  little  you  have ;  and  the  soori- 
fou  leave  my  congregation  the  bett.r  I  shall  like  it.  The  bar- 
ous  Mexicans,  my  brethren,  have  come  down  from  the  moun- 
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tains,  and  not  only  dared  to  pollute  the  fair  valley  of  freedom  tv 
their  vile  tread — beneath  whose  poisonous  footsteps  the  yoi 
plants  of  liberty  are  sure  to  wither  and  die — but  they  have  si 
American  blood  upon  American  soil ! — that  ever-blest  soil,  con 
crated  to  the  right  kind  of  religion,  refinement,  cotton,  literati 
party  politics,  pumpkins,  sweet  potatoes  and  cabbages!  You  mi 
up  and  at  ’em;  strike  not  only  for  your  own  homes,  wives  i 
babies,  but  for  the  halls  of  Montezuma!  In  those  halls,  my 
loved  friends,  are  splendors  unimagined  and  unimaginable;  and 
the  multitudes  of  mines  that  surround  them,  are  riches  untold  e 
untellable !  Push  on  the  war,  now  you  are  into  it.  These  Me 
can  savages  must  be  whipped  into  civilization ;  and  if  I  were  j 
necessarily  exempt  by  law,  I  would  be  one  to  assist  in  the  pi 
surable  task.  They  have  no  business  to  be  brutes — no  right 
the  blessings  of  barbarism  whatever.  They  are  reptiles  in  the  p; 
of  Progressive  Democracy — who,  with  his  big  boots,  is  bound 
travel  unhindered  from  Portland  to  Patagonia — and  they  must 
ther  crawl  or  be  crushed.  On,  freemen,  on  !  fight  for  glory  a 
the  spreadings  of  liberty  !  Yon  uncultured  wild  must  soon  be  c( 
verted  into  an  incipient  Eden  ;  but  the  soil  must  be  well  saturai 
with  human  gore,  ere  the  flowers  of  freedom  can  be  made 
bloom.  Commence  the  carnage  at  once — let  the  sulphurous  lig 
nings  flash,  the  deafening  thunders  roar — shower  the  bullets  b 
hail  in  August — clash  the  steel — thrust  the  bayonet — down  vv 
the  standing — tread  upon  the  fallen — wink  at  the  wailings  of  1 
wounded,  and  mock  at  the  moans  of  the  dying.  Go  it  with  a  ru 
and  fury,  till  the  battle  is  over  and  the  victory  gained.  Then, 
how  sweetly  will  fall  the  gentle  dew  of  Peace  upon  the  fevei 
brow  of  War !  It  will  be  like  a  mild  and  grateful  sunshine  af 
long  days  of  gloom  and  darkness,  or  the  bright  smile  of  Aur< 
wdiile  preparing  her  toilet  in  the  gay  chamber  of  the  east.  Tin 
I  trust,  you  will  convert  your  swords  into  pruning  hooks — bi 
your  spears  into  ploughshares — turn  your  muskets  into  crowba 
and  learn  the  art  of  war  no  more. 

War,  my  friends,  is  considered  a  necessary  evil;  but  it  is 
evil,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  in  which  mankind  is  apt  to  take  too  gr 
a  delight.  For  my  part,  I  ‘holler  on’  Peace,  Friendships 
Love.  These  are  my  sentiments;  and  to  them  will  I  cling,  w 
all  the  tenacity  of  a  ’possum  to  a  persimmon,  till  death  loosr 
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,y  hold,  and  the  tide  that  washed  rne  upon  the  shore  of  be- 
ig  takes  me  back  to  the  great  ocean  of  unknownity.  So  mote 
be ! 


THE  MAN  AND  THE  GENTGEMAN. 

Text.—  A  man’s  a  man  for  a’  that. 

It  Dear  Friends  :  In  travelling  about  upon  this  dirty  terraque- 
ns  ball,  you  come  in  contact  with  a  great  variety  of  individuals 
elonging  to  the  human  race:  some  white  in  skin,  but  black  in 
eart,  others  black  in  skin,  but  white  in  heart :  and  others  all  the 
-ay  through  of  a  color,  like  a  firkin  of  June  butter.  Now,  the 
uestion  is,  how  do  you  judge  of  the  moral  worth,  goodness  and 
obleness  of  your  fellow  man  I  Is  it  by  his  duds  or  by  his  deeds  l 
vhen  you  make  your  obeisance,  do  you  bow  to  the  dry  goods  on 
is  back  or  to  the  animated  mass  of  sin  and  sycophancy  beneath 
,iem  ?•  I  know  that,  in  too  many  instances,  you  pay  your  re- 
pects  to  the  former,  while  the  dirt  of  depravity  may  be  found  un- 
er  his  dickey,  and  his  heart  is  covered  with  a  thick  coat  of  cor- 
aption — while,  at  the  same  time,  you  would  scorn  to  grasp  the 
and  that  has  grown  hard  in  honest  toil,  especially  it  the  home- 

Ijpun  habiliments  of  humility  were  hung  upon  the  corporeal  frame. 

Phis  is  wrong,  my  friends,  it  shows  a  spirit  of  weakness,  fool- 
j  shness  and  vanity  on  your  parts,  contemptible  in  the  sight  of 
our  Maker,  and  ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of  all  good  and  intelligent 
{  eople.  I  tell  )'ou  a  man  is  a  man — whether  his  coat  comports 
rith  the  cleanliness  of  his  character,  or  his  vest  with  the  value  of 
is  virtues- — just  as  much  as  a  potato  is  a  potato,  whether  it  be 
cashed  white  and  clean  or  covered  with  the  dust  of  its  native  soil, 
’or  my  part,  I  had  rather  associate  with  the  person  whose  good 
nd  noble  qualities  are  partially  obliterated  by  a  shabby  exterior, 
ban  with  him  whose  rotten  reputation  is  patched  up  with  broad- 
loth  and  buckram. 

My  dear  friends :  there  was  a  time  when  a  gentlemon  and  a  man 
vere  synonymous  terms )  but  that  period  is  past,  for  ever.  The 
noral  material  that  then  composed  the  one  was  embouied  in  the 
>ther :  but  nowadays  there  is  as  much  difference  between  them  as 
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there  is  between  bone  ami  ivory.  A  man  is  now  made  up,  a< 
always  was,  of  honesty,  frankness,  purity  and  plainness  of  a 
te  hut  a  gentleman  is  a  compound  of  vanity,  deceit,  hypocr 
gold,  silver,  shinplasters  and  brass.  The  truth  is,  my  friends 
une  has  taken  into  his  capacious  maw  our  whole  lump  of’ 
meval  virtue,  which  has  soured  upon  his  stomach:  and  he  n 
vomits  vice  over  the  land,  to  soil  the  footsteps  of  the  innocent! 
would-be  virtuous;  and  he  that  has  bedaubed  himself  immedir 
ly  assumes  the  air,  the  attitude  and  the  attire  of  a  gentleman 
older  that  he  may  walk  into  respectable  society,  unsuspected’ 
he  moral  filth  that  would  otherwise  cause  his  fame,  if  not  i 

feet,  to  stink  worse  than  a  pot  of  bears’  grease  savored  with  t 
essence  of  pole-cat. 

My  dear  hearers :  the  difference  that  exists  between  men  of  t 
piesent  day  is  not  so  great  as  that  between  men  and  monkeys  1 
a  Jong  chalk.  I  consider  that  man^o  be  a  gentleman  who  has 
h.s  heart  the  true  principles  of  honor  and  integrity-I  don’t  ca 
w  itt  ier  or  not  he  be  shod,  shaven,  shorn,  or  shifted;  and  I  co 
aider  that  gentleman  to  be  a  man,  whose  interior' recommendatioi 
conespond  with  the  niceness  of  his  outside  arrangements.  Bi 
virtue,  vice,  conceit,  corruption,  integrity,  and  confirmed  rascalit- 

a  , ate’  beC°me  80  conf°u»ded  together,  under  the  garb  [ 
1  retended  piety  and  a  whole  pair  of  breeches,  that  it  is  difficult  t 

of  h'ilh'r  I  f  IT  f'0m  the  m°nSlel'-  Ancient  Esau’  ,he  favorit 

s  blind  father,  was  a  hairy  man  ;  yet  his  cunning  and  jealou 
othei  contrived,  by  dressing  himself  in  ’coon  skins,  to  pass  fo 
fisau  ,n  the  presence  of  the  unsuspecting  old  gentleman;  but,  le 
me  ell  you,  my  friends,  that  if  a  scoundrel  thinks  a  a  good  suit  o 

r  ,a.nd  a  balse  Collar  of  re%ion  a‘-e  going  to  pass  him  safe!} 
W.thm  the  walls  of  salvation,  he  will  find  himself  as  much  de 

ceived  as  the  philosopher  who  undertook  to  amalgamate  moon- 
slune  with  metaphysics. 

My  hearers :  when  I  see  man  braving  the  bitter  blasts  of  pover- 

nth  *  C  ,'?tla"'like  ”0,tltu,'e’  an<^  without  a  murmur — who  had 
ther  pick  Ins  precarious  food  from  among  the  thorns  of  penury, 

“?  SU',JeCt  h™8*11  *°  the  C011tunnely  of  the  proud,  than  dishonesb 
y  t.  espass  upon  the  fields  of  wealth  and  plenty-1  say  that  man’s 

n  oi  a  o  that;  and  when  T  see  an  individual  rolling  in  af¬ 
fluence,  revelling  in  the  sweets  of  luxury,  an'd,  at  the  same  time, 
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bbingthe  widow  of  her  mite,  and  snatching  the  bread  from  the 
puths  of  poor  orphans — I  say  that  gentleman’s  no  gentleman, 
yhow  you  can  fix  it.  The  world,  dear  friends,  is  growing  cor- 
pt  and  more  corrupt,  as  each  revolving  year  rolls  round.  Vice 
d  venality  are  progressing  with  the  march  of  intellect  and  re- 
ement;  and  you  might  as  well  undertake  to  extinguish  the  fires 
endless  torment  with  a  schoolboy’s  squirt-gun  as  to  prevent 
fir  lavages.  Everybody  is  a  gentleman  who  has  money  at  his 
itroP— everybody  is  a  man  who  will  allow  himself  to  be  robbed 
md  everybody  is  a  loafer  wdiose  coat  has  been  worn  threadbare 
industry.  But,  my  hearers,  act  well  your  parts,  as  Mr.  Pope 
’s,  for  there  all  the  honor  lies;  and,  though  the  world  should 
r  orant  you,  you  will  still  have  the  gratification  of  knowing 
t  you  hold  a  mortgage  upon  the  good-will  and  respect  of  your 
ow  men.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


beware  of  the  devil. 

:t-  To  rid  this  fair  world  of  its  surplus  of  evil, 

We’ve  nothing  to  do  but  to  wage  war  with  the  devil. 

Hearers.  E\ er  since  the  devil  gained  the  mastery  over  our 
parents  in  Paradise,  he  has  been  extending  his  power  and  en- 
ing  his  dominions  at  a  most  fearfully-rapid  rate.  He  thinks, 
',  that  he  has  the  whole  world  at  command;  but  anything  ap- 
aching  to  unanimity  on  our  part  would  soon  convince  him  that 
s  but  an  annoyance — a  contemptible  mischief-maker,  at  the 
^t.  A  doer  of  mischief  he  most  assuredly  is — worse  than  a 
iv  in  a  corn-field.  He  not  only  pulls  up  the  young  blades  of 
)1  intent,  but  sows  in  their  places  the  seeds  of  animosity,  envy, 
nusy,  and  revenge,  from  which  he  annually  reaps  as  rich  a 
rest  as  a  farmer  ever  gathered  from  a  patch  of  ground  adjoin- 
barn-)  ard.  It  is  not  only  saddening,  but  absolutely  alarm- 
\  to  see  howfr  the  tares  that  he  has  sown  in  the  fields  of  morali- 
re  springing  up  and  choking  the  green  grain  of  goodness — 

)  he  delights  in  seeing  the  rank,  poisonous  weeds  of  vice  over- 
i:ow  the  tender  flowers  of  virtue,  that  never  can  flourish  unless 
!  tantly  warmed  with  the  rays  of  righteousness — and  how, 
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around  old  and  sin-rotten  trunks  he  causes  to  twine  the  evergreei 
vines  of  hypocrisy.  Ah  !  my  friends,  the  devil  is  among  us,  goin^ 
forward,  like  an  October  frost,  to  injure  and  to  destroy.  He  is  go 
ing  it  with  the  looseness  of  an  antediluvian  relax,  and,  as  Deacoi 
Bobolincoln  would  say,  we  mustn’t  allow  him  to  come  the  Japai 
flummux  over  us  much  longer. 

My  dear  hearers  :  I  can  compare  the  devil  to  one  of  these  blacl 
snakes  with  white  rings  round  their  necks,  called  the  Chasers.  I 
you  exhibit  symptoms  of  cowardice,  and  endeavor  to  flee  from  him 
he  is  sure  to  be  after  you  with  the  speed  of  spurred  lightning;  bu 
if  you  wheel  about  and  evince  a  determined  disposition  for  battle 
he  turns  tail  and  retreats  with  the  same  velocity  that  he  advanced 
I  don’t  know  exactly  what  to  make  of  the  devil.  He  seems  to  b 
possessed  of  considerable  talent,  shrewdness  and  genius,  and  air 
quantity  of  power.  How  he  originally  obtained,  and  still  retains 
this  power,  is  as  much  a  mystery  to  me  as  are  the  means  by  whic 
oysters  propagate  their  species.  He  either  acts  in  direct  defianc 
of  the  Almighty  himself,  or  else  is  allowed  by  the  same  Omnipc 
tent  to  tempt,  tease  and  torment  us  through  life — either  of  whic 
suppositions,  I  must  say,  confounds  and  perplexes  my  philosophj 
I  suppose,  however,  that  Providence  permits  him  to  test  our  cor 
rage,  bravery  and  virtue;  while,  at  the  same  time,  we  have  wea 
pons  placed  in  our  hands  to  protect  us  from  his  desperate  attack 
— that  we  are  placed  here  to  fight  with  Satan  for  our  souls’  salvs 
tion  ;  and  that,  if  we  gain  the  victory,  we  shall  be  crowned  wit 
wreaths  of  glory  that  never  fade,  but  grow  brighter  and  brighlei 
even  to  the  December  of  eternity. 

My  dear  friends  :  the  devil  is  carrying  his  operations  most  to 
far.  It  is  necessary  that  he  should  be  checked  in  his  course,; 
not  stopped  altogether :  therefore,  I  want  you  all,  my  dear  friend; 
to  come  forward  and  assist  me  in  doing  him  damage.  Just  trai 
in  my  company — obey  my  commands— and  march  with  me  to  tb 
battle-field — and  if  we  don’t  make  the  old  chap  swallow  a  dose  c 
anti-hygeian,  you  n:ay  convert  my  pulpit  into  a  pig-pen.  Behol 
the  mischief  he  is  making  everywhere  in  the  land  !  He  puts  th 
heads  of  political  parties  together,  as  you  would  a  couple  of  cat; 
and  then  pulls  their  tails  till  they  fight,  scratch,  pull  hair  and  sp 
at  each  other  as  though  they  were  anything  but  homogeneom 
and  could  claim  no  more  consanguinity  than  a  blood  beet  and 
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Hock.  He  is  continually  punching,  with  a  sharp  stick,  the  pro- 
sors  of  our  holy  religion  ;  and  severing  those  silken  cords  of 
-e  and  good-will  that  should  bind  them  fast  and  for  ever.  He 
ays  them  sect  against  sect — causes  them  to  wrangle  and  dis- 
te,  and  even  quarrel  about  that  Book  of  all  books,  which  tells 
to  love  one  another,  and  do  good  to  those  who  maul  us  with 
i  mallets  of  malice.  All  the  while  they  are  engaged  in  these 
ius  controversies,  the  angels  of  heaven  hide  their  heads  in 
one,  and  the  ancient  Arch  Enemy  stands  aside  and  dangles  the 
of  his  tail  between  his  thumb  and  four  fingers,  as  a  gentleman 


,ys  lop-lolly  with  his  watch-chain. 

My  dear  hearers  :  the  Evil  One  *is  playing  his  own  particular 
■t  among  the  young  men  and  women.  He  tells  the  young  man 
go  ahead  in  his  seductive  career,  and  never  mind  the  expense 
cash  and  character;  and  the  young  woman  to  yield  to  his  arts, 

1  confide  in  his  promises;  but,  when  the  deed  is  done,  he  aban- 
rs  both  her  and  every  idea  of  reformation ;  and  she  is  left  to  throw 
ow  herself  into  a  horse-pond  or  upon  the  town,  as  she  may 
;t  think  proper.  I  perceive,  too,  that  some  of  my  f  ious  flock 

occasionally  going  astray  under  the  influence  of  an  evil  spirit, 
ery  now  and  then  an  old  ram  leaps  the  barriers  of  virtue,  and 
:uriates  in  forbidden  pastures;  and  not  unfrequently  an  ewe  is 
nd  to  deviate  from  the  paths  of  respectability.  These  things 
jht  not  to  be.  The  only  way  for  us  to  do  is  to  wage  a  nega- 

2  war  with  the  devil ;  that  is,  pay  no  attention  whatever  to  his 
irs,  coaxes  and  promises ;  but  travel  steadily  on  in  the  ways  of 
>dom,  purity  and  righteousness— and  all  the  honor,  the  glory 
jl  the  praise  will  be  ours  in  the  end.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  SIMILITUDES. 

Text. — Now,  this  and  that  are  quite  unlike, 
And  yet  they  much  resemble. 


A  Hearers  :  However  unlike  things  may  seem,  there  is  always 
aesemblance  to  be  found,  if  you  look  closely,  and  consider  con- 
serably.  Whatever  you  find  in  the  ocean  has  its  like  upon  the 
hd.  The  whale  is  like  the  elephant;  the  sea  lion  is  like  the 
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king  of  the  beasts,  or  the  monarch  of  the  woods:  the  porcupin 
fish  is  an  aquatic  hedgehog ;  the  eel  is  as  much  like  a  snake  a 
Nature  ventured  to  make  it;  the  porpoise  is  like  a  hog:  the  fly 
ing  fish  enjoys  a  betwixitiveness,  in  regard  to  piscatorial  and  or 
nithological  distinction;  and  of  the  sturgeon  I  will  say,  as  mj 
friend  Shakspere  said,  but  turning  the  stocking  inside  out,  ‘  Oh 
fish,  fish  !  how  art  thou  flesh ified  !’ 

My  worthy  hearers:  the  ladies  (the  last  and  the  loveliest  o 
God’s  works)  are  like  angels.  Though  their  visits  are  ‘few  am 
far  between,’  yet  the  influence  they  exercise  over  us  is  as  myste 
rious  as  magnetism — as  mild  as  a  moonbeam — as  saving  as  salt 
petre— and  as  powerful  as  a  steam  engine.  It  is  true,  they  wan 
wings;  but  if  fashion  so  dictate,  they  are  never  found  lacking  fo 
feathers.  They  are  like  angels,  because  they  visit  us  men  in  ou 
dreams,  sweetening  our  slumbers,  shedding  a  sopthing  and  grate 
ful  influence  upon  our  imprisoned  senses,  and  nuking  us  all  be 
lieve  that  ‘the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  at  hand,’  when,  just  as  like 
ly  as  not,  an  army  of  bedbugs  are  preparing  to  attack  us  in  fron 
and  rear.  Angels  don’t  put  paint  upon  their  faces,  nor  wear  bus 
ties,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge;  and  yet  women  are  like  ther 
especially  so  long  as  Virtue  finds  convenient  quarters  in  thei 
hearts.  But,  unfortunately,  some  of  them  become  fallen  angels-i 
transformed  into  she-devils  in  disguise;  and  of  all  the  devils  tj\s 
walk  the  world,  they  are  about  the  very  worst  to  encounter.  Wc 
men,  too,  are  like  electrical  machines:  you  can’t  take  hold  of  ’er 
when  they  are  full  charged  (with  love  or  madness)  without  expc 
riencing  a  very  peculiar  sensation;  and  I  wouldn’t  warrant  yot 
against  receiving  an  unexpectedly  severe  shock.  Some  of  ther: 
are  like  the  flowers  of  the  field;  because  ‘  they  toil  not,  neither  d 
they  spin — and  yet  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed  lik 
one  of  these.’ 

My  friends  :  when  I  consider  your  internal  or  sub-carnal  prope: 
ties — your  mental  mines — your  gems  of  thought — your  realms  c 
reason — your  possessions  in  the  province  of  philosophy — an 
count  over  the  jewels  in  the  casket  of  intellect — I  liken  you  unt 
bdings  belonging  to  a  better  and  purer  world;  but  when  I  see  ho1 
you  permit  the  basest  passions  to  predominate — how  you  abuse  tl: 
best  gifts  of  God — how  grossly  you  indulge  your  animal  appetite 
— and  how  you  delight  to  wallow  in  the  mire  of  sensuality— 
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ipare  you  to  hogs,  whose  pleasures  are  poured  from  the  swill- 
1.  Now,  some  of  you  are  like  jackasses — obstinate,  dull,  and 
pid  :  some,  like  tigers— fierce  and  ferocious;  some,  like  foxes 
rafty  and  cunning;  some,  like  lions— bold  and  majestic;  some, 

;  monkeys — ridiculously  endeavoring  to  imitate  others  ;  some, 

!  grasshoppers— go  by  jumps;  some,  like  peacocks— proud  of 
ir  appearance  ;  and  some  are  like  alligators — which  are  neither 
sts,  birds,  nor  fishes.  Of  the  she-sex,  I  had  better  say  little,  or 
hing.  Suffice  it  to  say,  then,  that  a  woman  upon  a  washing- 
with  half  a  dozen  young  ones  at  her  heels,  and  goes  cluck- 
about  as  though  an  unexpected  army  of  troubles  had  invaded 
kitchen  puts  me  in  mind  of  an  old  hen,  with  an  interesting 
sf  chickens,  bristling  at  shadows,  and  making  an  unnecessary 
1  ubout  nothing.  Many  of  our  city  young  ladies,  whom  I  see 
ping  along  the  sidewalks  as  if  the  stones  were  too  hot  for  their 
—and  in  white  attire— remind  me  of  a  lot  of  fantailed  pigeons 
I  lately  saw  promenading  the  walks  of  a  garden  at  Blooming- 
.  The  more  gaily  apparelled  are  like  birds  of  paradise;  but, 

;  them  as  a  whole,  they  are  like  the  vast  family  of  butterflies, 
ibiting  every  variety  of  hue  and  color— from  a  brownish  brown 
butternut  brindle. 

[y  friends:  there  are  thousands  of  things  that  seem  wholly 
ke,  and  yet,  in  many  respects,  are  strikingly  alike.  If  you’ll 
the  pains  to  observe  and  compare,  you’ll  see  that  my  remarks 
upon  the  immutable  rock  of  Truth.  What  further  I  now  have 
ay  is,  that  you  are  all  like  weathercocks,  inasmuch  as  you 
i  bound  to  face  every  breeze  of  flattery,  and  to  be  turned  by 
y  popular  wind  that  blows ;  but  I  hope  and  trust  that,  when 
shuffle  off  this  mortal  coil,  you  will  become  more  steady,  cou¬ 
nt  and  comfortable.  So  mote  it  be ! 


THE  SINFULNESS  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Text. — In  Adam’s  fall 
We  sinned  all. 

Dear  Hearers  :  When  Adam  ‘  put  his  foot  in  it,’  he  stirred 
stench  that  will  continue  to  stink  in  the  nostrils  of  heaven  to 
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the  very  end  of  duration.  He  polluted  the  vvhole  moral  atmospher 
of  the  world;  and,  what  is  more  melancholy  still,  the  rank  eflhi 
vium  grows  stronger  and  stronger  as  time  rolls  on.  By  the  faj 
of  this  one  man,  down  went  the  whole  triangle  of  pins  upon  th 
alley  of  creation  !— -from  himself,  at  the  point,  to  the  last  genera 
tion  at  the  base  :  it  was  a  perfect  ten-strike.  When  he  fell,  ‘  wha 
a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen !’  White-winged  Virtue  earn 
fluttering  down,  like  a  wounded  pigeon,  to  be  trodden  upon,  an 
kicked  about,  by  the  feet  of  the  vile — Innocence  rolled  out  of  ij 
cradle  upon  a  bed  of  briers — Charity  pulled  up  her  petticoats  an 
waded  through  mud  and  mire,  to  get  beyond  the  sighs  of  the  su 
fering — Truth,  in  trying  to  run,  tumbled  over  a  lawyer’s  argumei 
and  became  a  cripple  for  ever — pots  of  piety  were  upset — the  cas 
of  mercy  sprung  aleak,  and  lost  two-thirds  of  its  contents — rod 
of  retribution  rolled  down  from  the  mountains  of  wrath,  and  can 
near  frightening  Hope  to  death  while  quietly  picking  strawberrii 
in  the  pastures  of  peace.  0,  my  friends!  that  was  an  awful  c 
tastrophe  !  but,  thank  heaven,  there  is  no  chance  for  such  anoth 
fall! 

My  dear  friends :  perhaps  you  don’t  know  how  much  you  ha: 
been  injured  by  the  apostacy  of  your  primal  progenitors  I — ho 
different  you  are  from  what  you  would  have  been,  had  they  ke 
as  straight  as  poplars  I  The  swift-whirling  wheels  of  time  han 
ever  since,  thrown  up  increased  and  increasing  quantities  of  si 
ful  mud.  From  generation  to  generation,  the  road  becomes  mu 
dier  and  muddier;  -and  it  sometimes  makes  me  grin  to  think  wfc 
pretty-looking  birds  mankind  will  be  when  they  arrive  at  the  Ij 
generation  ! — Bad  enough  now,  in  all  conscience. — They  mi 
look,  inwardly,  as  a  hen  looks,  outwardly,  when  rescued  fre 
drowning  in  a  swill-barrel.  But  you,  my  friends — how  does  yo 
moral  toggery  appear  in  the  eyes  of  righteousness'?  Why,  y ! 
are  enough  to  make  a  crying  hyena  throw  up  his  breakfast  w 
laughter.  Your  hat  of  holiness  wants  a  crown,  a  new  brim,  a 
considerable  brushing,  to  be  decent  for  a  barbarian  :  a  shockii 
bad  hat— very  !  Your  fine  linen  of  virtue  is  covered  with  tob: 
co  juice,  beer  slobberings,  and  the  spatterings  of  disgusting  i 
bauchery.  The  coat  of  your  character  looks  passably  well  a 
distance,  but  closer  to,  it  is  found  to  be  greasy  about  the  coll 
out  at  the  elbows*  and  threadbare,  even  to  the  stitches  of  vani 
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Your  breeches  of  benevolence  are  pocketless,  thin,  and  short  at 
both  ends.  Itour  boots  of  faith  are  down  at  the  heel,  gaping  at 
the  toes,  and  cracking  for  the  want  of  gospel  grease  :  and,  with 
all  this  loaferish,  outlandish,  sin-bedaubed,  poverty-gnawed,  hell- 
singed  attire,  you  sport  a  flashy  vest  of  pride  as  though  you  were 
sufficiently- well  arrayed  throughout  to  attend  a  wedding  in  hea¬ 
ven  !  Perhaps  I  bear  too  hard  upon  you— but  I  can’t  help  it,  as 
the  cart-wheel  said  to  the  pig. 

My  dear,  sin-saddled  brethren :  you  all  have  to  suffer  amazing- 
y  in  consequence  of  the  downfall  of  primitive  virtue  and  inno¬ 
cence.  Because  Adam  sinned,  you  do  enough  of  the  same  to  dam 
ip  the  stream  of  salvation,  and  keep  the  devil’s  grist-mill  a-going 
o  eternity .  By  his  fall,  the  seeds  of  perennial  sin  became  sown 
n  your  hearts,  to  produce  in  some  sixty,  some  seventy,  and  in 
’ome  one  hundred  fold — according  to  the  richness  of  the  soil  and 
he  carelessness  of  the  possessor — -for  this  kind  of  vegetable  al¬ 
ways  thrives  best  in  the  deep  shade  of  negligence.  Now,  friends, 
his  seed  is  planted  in  your  bosoms,  and  you  can’t  get  it  out,  any 
nore  than  you  can  pull  a  woodchuck  out  of  a  stone  wall  by  the 
ail— ifs  decidedly  there!— but  I’ll  tell  you  what  you  can  do  : 
ratch  vigilantly  till  the  first  young  shoot  appears,  and  then  snap 
f  off.  Don't  wait  till  it  gets  to  be  a  tree ;  for  then  you  may  lack 
ae  resolution  to  fell  it.  So,  in  like  manner,  look  after  all  the 
feeds  of  iniquity  that  grow  about  the  heart  as  thick  as  pusley  in 
|  bean-patch.  Then  will  the  plants  of  virtue,  love  and  truth  have 
chance  to  thrive,  drawing  nourishment  from  a  rich  and  gracious 
pil,  and  flourishing  in  the  sunshine  of  divine  favor. 

1  es,  my  friends,  you  must  have  your  coats  off,  and  keep  dig- 
ing— quit  the  poisonous  lowlands  of  vice,  and  move  your  resi- 
jances  up  hill,  a  little  nearer  to  God.  There  breathe  a  purer  at- 
.osphere— partake  of  pleasures  that  never  cloy— look  down  with 
nntempt  upon  Beelzebub  and  all  his  minions,  and  rejoice  in  the 
nowledge  that,  although  the  whole  world  is  nearly  prostrate  with 
n-sickness,  you  manage  to  keep  braced  up  by  such  tonics  as 

ere  prescribed  of  old  by  the  Physician  of  all  physicians.  So 
ote  it  be ! 
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ON  PERSEVERANCE. 

<pEXTt _ Never  give  it  up !  it  is  wiser  and  better 

Always  to  hope  than  once  to  despair ; 

Fling  oil  the  load  of  doubt’s  cankering  fetter, 

And  break  the  dark  spell  of  tyrannical  care. 

Never  give  it  up  !  or  the  burden  may  sink  you — 
Providence  kindly  has  mingled  the  cup; 

And,  in  all  trials  or  troubles,  bethink  you, 

The  watchword  of  life  must  be,  never  give  it  up! 

My  Hearers  :  You  have,  in  my  text,  about  the  same  advice  as 
was  given  to  Mr.  Brown,  when  he  urged  himself  never  to  give  it 
up  so.  You  recollect  the  words  : 

‘  My  foot  slipp’d  and  I  fell  down, 

’Twill  never  do  to  give  it  up  so,  Mr.  Brown !’ 

And,  my  friends,  I  most  cheerfully  recommend  Mr.  Brown  as  an 
example  for  you.  I  know  that,  in  many  of  your  undertakings, 
your  feet  slip,  and  down  you  go ;  but,  instead  of  jumping  up  and 
trying  it  again,  on  the  don’t-give-it-up  principle,  there  you  lie, 
grunting  like  a  hog  in  the  gutter;  but  you  finally  mope  off,  cover¬ 
ed  with  the  dust  of  despondency,  almost  fully  determined  never  to 
make  another  effort  as  long  as  you  live.  But,  I  repeat.  ‘  it  will 
never  do  to  give  it  up  so.’  Pick  yourselves  up  and  make  another 
pUSh — make  folks  think  you  travel  at  a  good  pace,  even  though  you 
get  ahead  no  faster  than  a  jackass  on  a  tread-wheel.  Just  conti¬ 
nue  to  hope  that  you  will  effect  much  by  your  exertions,  and  you 
will  accomplish  something,  at  least ;.  but  give  way  to  despair,  and 
you  are  dead  and  done  up.  It  is  surprising  how  brilliantly  a  sin¬ 
gle  ray  of  hope  can  illuminate  the  dark  dungeon  of  despair !— the 
light  of  by-gone  days  never  shone  half  so  bright  upon  the  back 
side  of  Memory.  If  you  are  bent  upon  giving  up,  and  being  kick-  ■ 
ed  about  by  care,  no  moral  suasion  of  mine  can  coax  you  to  altei 
your  condition  ;  but  you  act  foolishly,  nevertheless— and  more 
foolishly  still,  when  you  run,  upon  the  road  of  wretchedness,  tc 
meet  griefs  and  sorrows  which  you  desire  to  avoid !  You  put  me  j 
in  mind  of  other  cattle  when  their  stable  is  on  fire. 

My  hearers  :  as  far  as  performances  are  concerned,  it  depend! 
altogether  upon  what  you  undertake  whether  it  were  advisable  t<  I 
give  it  up  or  not.  If  you  think,  with  my  friend  Hotspur,  that  i  j 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


221 

were  an  easy  leap  to  pluck  bright  honor  from  the  greasy-faced 
moon,  you  had  better  make  one  jump  and  then  give  it  up.  I  say, 
make  one  jump,  because  you  will  then  probably  jump  farther  than 
you  ever  did  before;  and  that  will  be  one  extra  deed  performed, 
[f  you  think  to  reach  heaven  by  getting  upon  my  shoulders,  give 
it  up,  for  you  can’t  do  it;  and,  besides,  I  have  enough  sin  upon 
my  shoulders  already.  If  you  think  to  make  a  tin  whistle  out  of 
i  dried  apple,  or  a  lady  out  of  a  feminine  hog,  give  up  the  idea  at 
mce ;  for,  depend  upon  it,  it  is  ‘no  go.’  If  you  dispute  with  a 
,voman,  you  might  as  well  give  it  up  first  as  last,  and  a  little  bet- 
er;  for  she  is  sure  to  get  the  best  of  it  in  the  end.  Her  tongue 
is  much  longer  than  your  wind,  and  while  you  are  pausing  to  con¬ 
sider  how  you  shall  convince  her  that  you  are  right,  she  will  so 
vorry  you  with  words  that  you  are  willing  to  acknowledge  you 
.re  wrong.  Woman  !  we  don’t  half  sufficiently  concede  to  her! 
5he,  being  the  last  of  God’s  blessed  works,  is,  no  doubt,  a  patent 
mprovement  upon  the  original  man — therefore,  why  should  he 
>ut  himself  over  her  on  any  occasion  ?  There  is  no  sense  nor  rea- 
on  in  it,  as  the  boy  said  when  he  was  told  that  a  pumpkin  was  a 
iving  animal.  I 

My  respected  friends  :  amid  all  your  trials,  troubles,  hopes  and 
ears,  your  general  watchword  through  life  should  be,  Never 
ive  it  up  !  Fix  your  mark  at  a  reasonable  distance  ahead  :  then 
ike  fourteen  additional  drops  of  energy,  an  aperient  of  industry 
-just  enough  to  work  you  steadily  along — with  hope  sufficient 
d  stimulate  the  ambition,  and  you  will  walk  up  to  the  chalk  with 
11  the  ease  and  grace  of  a  horse  to  the  watering-trough.  But  as- 
ire  to  something  laudable  :  don’t  seek  the  empty  plaudits  of  the 
1  ulgar  and  vicious,  but  strive  to  merit  the  approbation  of  the  wise 
-  nd  virtuous.  Neither  let  Fancy  fish  too  much  in  the  future  gild- 
i  waters  of  fame.  They  look  calm  and  beautiful  at  a  distance, 
ut  in  reality  they  are  as  turbulent  as  old  Ocean  in  his  wrath; 
nd  there  is  no  peace  for  the  poor  mortal  whose  bark  is  once 
lunched  upon  its  billows.  What  is  fame  % — an  empty  nothing  ; 
nd  yet,  to  obtain  it,  men  write,  preach,  go  to  war  and  kill,  and 
’aste,  I  don’t  know  how  much  lamp  oil  and  candle  grease  at 
lidnight.  Ay,  they  ruin  their  healths  and  destroy  their  peace 
nd  happiness,  just  to  have,  when  they  are  dead  and  gone,  as 
ly  lamented  friend  Byron  would  say,  ‘  a  name,  a  picture,  and 
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worse  bust !’  Don’t  you  seek  for  fame  alone,  my  friends ;  but  for 
honor,  prosperity  and  happiness,  go  your  lengths,  to  the  tune  1  It 
will  never  do  to  give  it  up  so.’  So  mote  it  be  ! 


THE  MORTALITY  OF  THINGS  EARTHLY. 

Text. — Cling  not  to  earth ;  there’s  nothing  there, 

However  loved,  however  fair,  • 

But  on  its  features  still  must  wear 

The  impress  of  mortality.  J 

My  Dear  Hearers:  You  may  cling  to  earth  as  a  babe  does  to  its 
mother’s  breast,  but  not  as  a  mother  clings  to  her  babe.  As  the 
globular  mass  you  inhabit  whirls  you  round  at  the  rate  of  a  thou¬ 
sand  miles  an  hour,  it  is  well  enough  to  hold  on  with  a  tenacious 
grip,  lest  you  fly  off  at  a  tangent  into  the  unfathomed  ocean  of 
eternity.  Stick  to  it  as  long  as  you  can ;  and  when  you  find  poor 
feeble  nature  relaxing  her  hold,  then  put  on  the  everlasting  life-  j 
preserver  of  faith,  and  prepare  for  the  grand  splash ! 

My  dear  friends:  I  advise  you  not  to  cling  to  earth  through  a  J 
fondness  for  it  and  the  things  therein  ;  for  the  day  must  come,  as  ] 
sure  as  Christmas,  when  you  must  leave  it  and  them — and  the  less  j 
sticky  are  your  affections,  the  less  pain  and  trouble  there  will  be  I 
in  tearing  them  from  the  world  at  last.  As  my  text  says,  there  is  J 
nothing  in  the  earth,  however  loved  or  however  fair,  but  must  j 
bear  the  impress  of  mortality.  Yes,  old  Mortality  is  about,  mark-  : 
ing,  with  invisible  ink,  his  mournful  initial  upon  everything  here  !f 
below.  I  don’t  know  but  his  name  is  written  among  the  stars  of 
heaven.  Decay,  too,  with  her  aquafortis  mould  and  mildew,  is 
ever  busily  employed,  preparing-foul  dainties  for  the  palate  of 
Death.  The  young  and  the  beautiful — what  are  they  but  delicate 
morsels  of  mortality  1 — a  mere  lunch  for  the  g^rim  monster,  who 
devoureth  millions  at  a  meal— the  old  and  tough,  as  Well  as  the! 
young  and  tender— and  keeps  his  mouth  a-watering  for  more! 
Don’t  set  your  hearts  too  much  upon  the  world  ;  for  everything 
is  as  perishing  as  a  political  promise.  Don’t  cling  to  it  for  the 
sake  of  its  pleasures ;  for  most  of  them  are  as  poisonous  as  tin 
t’other  end  of  a  hornet :  nor  for  its  joys — for,  as  soon  as  fledged  ! 
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.ey  take  wings  and  fly  :  nor  for  love — for,  though  it  be  a  deli- 
ously-sweet  liquor  at  first,  there  is  no  knowing  how  soon  it  may 
rn  sour:  and,  wnen  once  acidulated  in  the  least,  hard  cider  is 
mey  to  it:  nor  for  friendship — because  it  hath  an  autumn,  when 
i  dead  leaves  fall  at  our  feet  as  we  pursue  our  lone  pathways  to 
e  grave,  and  give  a  mournful  rustle  behind  us  when  stirred  by 
e  wandering  winds  of  memory.  Nor  cling  to  it  for  the  sake  of 
le  another — for  you  are  not  worthy  of  being  trusted  among  your- 
jlves :  simple-minded  Confidence  soon  falls  a  sacrifice  to  treach- 
ous  Scandal,  while  pot-bellied  Mammon  is  permitted  to  straddle 
rer  every  moral  and  social  obligation  to  grab  at  a  penny.  But 
>w  long  are  you  loving  ones  to  remain  together,  sucking  reci- 
ocally  the  bitter  sweets  of  false  friendship  ?  To-day,  you  stand 
l  in  a  heap  in  the  hollow  of  the  Almighty’s  hand — to-morrow,  a 
agle  breath  is  blown,  and  you  are  scattered  like  the  contents  of 
feather-bed  in  a  whirlwind. 

I  My  dear  friends  :  what  is  there  in  this  evanescent,  probationary 
orld  worth  clinging  to,  and  hugging  to  death,  except  Virtue  in- 
rcerated  in  a  pretty  piece  of  flesh  ? — imprisoned  in  a  beautiful 
rnal  penitentiary'?  Nothing.  The  brightest  flowers  seem  to 
(de  and  wither  by  the  very  warmth  of  your  admiration — the  glo- 
pus  summer  landscape  is  soon  seared  by  autumnal  frosts,  while 
^rth’s  variegated  carpet  looks  as  if  some  tippling  god  had  been 
filing  beer  and  squirting  tobacco  juice  upon  its  glowing  beauties 
[the  sweet  notes  of  the  singing  birds  are  heard  for  a  season, 
hen  they  give  place  to  the  owl’s  solemn  hoot,  the  shrill  shriek 
|  the  eagle,  the  piercing  scream  of  the  panther,  and  the  wolf’s 
>rrid  howl.  Old  Time,  as  he  trudges  on,  tangles  up  some  of  the 
jflest  grass  of  expectation,  just  as  you  get  your  scythes  sharpen- 
|  to  mow  it,  and  is  continually  trampling  under  foot  the  tender- 
?t  of  plants  and  the  loveliest  of  posies.  He  cares  no  more  where 
I  puts  his  bug-smashers  than  an  elephant  among  ants.  He  makes 
prse  havoc  in  the  heart’s  little  vineyard  than  a  hog  in  a  sauce- 
fc-rden. — A  ruthless,  careless  old  codger  is  that  Time. 

My  worthy  hearers :  since  there  is  nothing  worth  clinging  to, 
|'ith  the  tightness  of  an  oyster-shell  to  a  sea-rock,  in  this  ocean- 
'ssed  existence,  you  should  endeavor — like  my  departed  friend 
nanuel  Swedenborg — to  inhabit  two  worlds  at  once ;  while  your 
:-t  are  upon  earth,  stick  your  heads  through  the  skies,  and  hang 
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on  to  the  hair  of  heaven.  There  is  something  up  there  worthy  oj 
being  sought  for,  and  sticking  to,  like  wax  to  a  cobbler’s  end. 
And,  in  the  meantime,  my  friends,  you  may  hold  on  to  the  skill 
of  Hope — not  that  fickle,  earth-born  damsel,  who  leads  you  only 
to  the  gate  of  happiness,  and  leaves  you  to  work  at  the  bolt  in 
sorrow  and  despair — but  Hope,  who  sojourns  upon  earth  whilt 
her  home  is  in  heaven — wiio  is  your  comfort  and  solace  through 
life — who  will  not  leave  you  at  the  grave,  but  will  accompany 
your  spirits  when  they  shed  their  shells  and  wing  their  way  to  a 
glorious  immortality.  So  mote  it  be ! 


TURNING  OVER  A  NEW  LEAF. 

^  Text. — Hark  !  the  death  note  of  the  year 

Sounded  by  the  castle  clock ! 

*  *  ■  *  *  *  • 

To-night  the  church-tower  bells  will  ring 
Through  these  wide  realms  a  festive  peal, 

To  the  new  year  a  welcoming. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  The  head  of  the  old  year  hath  grown  at 
gray  as  a  woodchuck  ;  nay,  it  is  as  white  as  a  gander  with  th( 
snows  of  heaven  and  of  age.  Our  venerable  and  respected  friendi 
’53,  Esq.,  is  about  to  kick  the  bucket  of  a  hasty  consumption,  pro¬ 
duced  by  a  sudden  cold  and  exposure  to  the  inclemency  of  th< 
weather.  No,  I  mistake — he  is  to  be  executed  by  the  hand  o: 
Time  ;  not  for  any  particular  crime,  but  according  to  the  mannel 
in  which  all  years  have  been  served  since  chaos  first  conglornera 
ted  into  globules.  Precisely  at  the  hour  of  midnight,  on  Saturday 
next,  his  death-knell  will  be  sounded  by  the  church,  castle  am 
house  clocks,  and  he  will  be  no  more  for  ever.  His  cold  corpsi  j 
will  be  consigned  to  the  dark  tomb  of  the  Past,  whence  there  is  n< 
resurrection,  and  into  which  no  living  mortal  can  enter.  The  an 
gel  of  Memory  alone  rolls  away  the  stones  from  the  sepulchres  o 
departed  \  ears,  while  faithful  History  perpetuates  their  fame  In; 
writing  down  all  that  is  worth  knowing  about  them — and  some, 
times  a  good  deal  more.  Now,  my  friends,  is  the  time  for  sobe  j 
and  solemn  reflection.  The  death  of  the  year  is  something  of  mor 
importance  than  that  of  a  dog  or  a  cat — it  affects  you  all.  By  it  | 
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mse,  you  should  be  reminded  that  Time  has  given  you  another 
eh  towards  the  dreaded  tumbling-off  place ;  and  that  a  few  mot  e 
-ves  wtll  bring  you  to  the  edge  of  that  awful  precipice,  which 
.eatfully  tiowns  upon  the  vast  ocean  of  eternity!  And  when 
.  have  once  fallen  off,  there  is  no  such  thing  as  climbing  up 
■  you  have  taken  the  precaution  to  put  on  the  life-pre- 

el  of  pious  faith,  you  may  swim  to  the  Isle  of  Heaven  in  safe- 

~L".°\y0U  Wlll.S°  down’  down>  down>  to  - - the  Omnipo- 


only  knows  where^  Think  now,  n’  friends,  ZZTy 

these  constant  revolutions  are  winding  up,  link  by  link,  fhe 
chain  of  years  that  connects  man  with  his  mortal  destiny' 
old  man,  already  bending  beneath  h,s  wearisome  load  of 
rscore  years  and  ten,  cannot  but  be  reminded  that  he  can  turn 
but  a  few  more  blotted  pages  in  the  book  of  life  ere  he  must 
e  at  that  most  unsatisfactory-looking  word  ‘Finis.’  Look 
,  one  and  all,  among  the  wrecks  and  ruins  of  the  old  year 
see  what  you  find  there  :  golden  opportunities  lost  for  ever— 
ous  moments  squandered— broken  fragments  of  friendship  and 
-Hope’s  once-blooming  garden  overgrown  with  weedc-and 
e  a  summer’s  growth  of  withered  grass  upon  the  new-made 
:s  of  our  kindred.  Ah  ! 


Since  the  last  solemn  reign  of  this  day  of  Reflection, 
What  crowds  have  resigned  life’s  ephemeral  breath  I 
low  many  have  shed  .their  last  tear  of  dejection, 

And  closed  the  dim  eye  in  the  darkness  of  death  * 
low  many  have  sudden  their  pilgrimage  ended, 

Beneath  the  sad  pall  that  now  covers  their  bier 
)r  to  Death’s  lonesome  valley  have  gently  descended, 
And  found  their  last  bed— with  the  Grave  of  the  Year  ’ 


t00’  survey  the  half-buried  track  of  your  past  lives,  and 
vor  to  correct  all  errors  that  experience  and  a  reproving  con- 
e  pronounce  to  be  such.  Balance  up  all  social,  moral  and 
iss  obligations— rub  out,  with  the  rag  of  forgetfulness,  all 
tanding  scores  of  animosity^-and  arrive  at  the  immutable 

ision  of  becoming  better,  wiser  and  humbler  as  each  revolv- 
ar  rolls  round. 

i  friends:  now  let  us  right-about-face,  and  look  futureward. 
d  year  is  fast  going,  and  it  will  soon  be  gone — so  we’ll  let 
and  cheerily  welcome  the  new  one.  A  few  day*  more, 
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and  the  infant  1854  will  be  born,  amid  the  ringing  of  bells  (sleigj 
bells,  perhaps),  and  the  shouts,  hallooings  and  huzzas  of  a  merrj 
multitude,  and  anon  you  will  go  from  house  to  house,  proclaim 
ing  the  glad  tidings,  and  baptizing- the  babe  in  spiced  rum,  wind 
hot  whiskey,  brandy,  lemonade,  and  coffee.  Many  of  you  wil 
be  wisely  merry — some  a  little  foolish — and  not  a  few  of  yo) 
won’t  know  whether  it  is  this  year  or  the  next.  This  is  overdo 
ing  the  matter  entirely :  however,  if  you  will  only  make  up  you 
minds,  and  stick  to  the  resolution,  to  keep  perfectly  sober  an 
temperate  till  the  return  of  another  Anno  Domini,  you  may  get  s 
oblivious,  for  aught  I  care,  as  not  to  be  able  to  distinguish  tl 
first  of  January  from  a  Methodist  meeting-house.  But  the  mi 
dium,  my  friends,  is  always  the  best.  Make  your  calls  with 
heart  as  merry  as  the  occasion  inspires  wish  every  one  (the  1 
djes  in  particular)  a  ‘  Happy  New  Year,  and  many  joyous  return 

_ an(f  go  to  roost  at  night,  without  a  feather  of  propriety  rumpli 

or  displaced.  I  want  you,  my  friends,  to  look  upon  the  year  th 
is.about  to  dawn  as  one  of  good  omen.  Don’t  let  the  ghosts  ai 
apparitions  of  evil  frighten  Hope  out  of  hei  senses ,  but  imagi 
you  see  nothing  but  bright,  beautiful  and  sunny  spots,  and  chee 
prospects,  between  this  and  a  twelvemonth  to  come.  Look  s 
back  and  lament  for  what  is  past  and  gone;  but  let  the  entii 
ments  of  the  future  beckon  you  forward.  Take  off  your  coats 
roll  up  your  sleeves— apply  the  grease  of  perseverance  to  yc 
elbows — take  a  fresh  swig  at  the  bottle  of  ambition— and  pu 
ahead  like  an  opposition  steamboat.  Then  you  will  be  as  hap 
and  prosperous  as  the  years  are  long.  So  mote  it  be ! 


WHAT  LOVE  IS  LIKE. 

Text. — Like  a  vulture,  like  a  dove, 

♦  Like  a  thousand  things,  is  love. 

My  Hearers  :  Love,  as  truly  says  my  text,  may  be  likened  uj 
a  thousand  things— things  consistent,  things  contrarient,  thi 
anomalous,  things  paradoxical,  and  things  plausible;  butls.j 
mention  only  a  few,  besides  the  vulture  and  dove,  to  which 
tender  (yet  terribly  tough)  passion  may  be  likened.  Love,  tl  \ 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


227 

fke  the  devil :  because  it  torments  us,  and  hath  a  warm  place 
its  home.  It  is  like  the  consumption ;  because  it  wastes  a.vay 
Hesh,  alternately  pales  and  reddens  the  cheek,  and  sets  doctors 
defiance.  It  is  like  heaven ;  because  it  wraps  the  soul  in  a 
iket  of  bliss,  and  makes  a  fellow  feel  as  though  forever  ought 
ie  lengthened  and  eternity  widened,  to  give  it  scope  for  the  ex- 
; ion  of  its  joys.  It  is  like  salt;  because  it  gives  a  relish  to 
cold  porridge  of  poverty.  It  is  like  pepper ;,  because  it  is 
ming  to  the  inwards,  and  sometimes  brings  tears  to  the  eyes, 
i  like  sugar:  because  it  is  sweet,  and  dealt  out  by  spoonsful 
lie  tea-table.  It  is  like  wine  ;  because  it  makes  us  happy  and 
nonsense  enough  to  physic  a  cast-iron  phoenix.  It  is  like  a 
;  because  it  rides  upon  both  calm  and  troubled  seas,  and  takes 
to  the  wished-for  port.  It  is  like  a  jack-o’-lantern  ;  because 
;ads  one  into  a  bog,  and  the  more  a  body  struggles  to  get  out, 
deeper  he  is  in  the  mire.  It  is  like  the  bite  of  a  mad  dog,  or 
ikiss  of  a  pretty  woman  :  because  they  both  make  a  man  run 

fy  dear  hearers  :  love,  among  other  things,  is  like  a  rose  tree  ; 
luse  it  hath  both  thorns  and  blossoms.  The  blossoms  are  fra- 
it  and  beautiful,  but  the  thorns  are  sharp  and  piercing.  It 
ms  for  a  short  season,  and  then  is  lovely  no  more.  Soon  the 
n  leaves  of  friendship  turn  yellow  and  fall :  and  there  stands 
unsightly  tree  of  love,  as  barren  of  beauty  as  a  flying-fish  is 
eathers !  It  is  like  the  small-pox  ;  because  those  who  have 
i  been  afflicted  with  it  are  not  liable  to  have  it  again,  except 
L  milder  form.  It  is  like  the  measles;  because  it  is  severer 
i  adults  than  with  children.  It  is  like  the  rain;  because  it 
;  ‘upon  the  just  and  the  unjust.’  It  is  like  death;  be¬ 
lie  it  is  no  respecter  of  persons.  Like  a  shadow  ;  because  it 
ks  close  to  its  object.  Like  a  tick  upon  a  sheep  ;  because  it 

!iot  be  shaken  off.  Like  a  wife  ;  because  there  is  no  getting 
d!  it.  Like  a  goose  ;  because  it  is  silly.  Like  a  rabbit ;  be¬ 
lie  there  is  nothing  like  it.  Like  a  monkey ;  because  it  makes 
bhief.  In  short,  love  is  like  a  ghost;  because  it  is  like  every- 
b  g  and  like  nothing — often  talke-d  about,  but  never  seen,  touch- 
br  understood. 

Iy  dear  hearers :  Love,  by  some  writer  of  old,  has  been  men¬ 
ded  as  a  strange  compeer  of  war ;  for  while  war  is  slaying 
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thousands  with  its  swords,  love  is  committing  murder  upon  « 
many  with  its  cruel  darts.  The  former  sheds  blood  enough  in  tl 
course  of  a  century  to  deluge  a  small  township,  and  the  latti 
causes  tears  to  flow,  in  the  same  space  of  time,  sufficient  to  kee 
a  saw-mill  in  operation  for  a  month  of  Sundays.  The  tears  sh< 
by  repentance,  compared  with  the  quantity  spilt  by  love,  are  aboi 
as  a  gentle  fall  of  dew  to  a  rain  tempest  in  August.  But,  my  de; 
friends,  there  is  a  species  of  love  that  acts  as  oil  upon  the  troi 
bled  waters — that  lulls  raging  passion  to  rest — that  smooths  dov« 
the  porcupine  quills  of  envy,  jealousy,  and  revenge — that  causi 
the  gory  battle-field  to  bloom  with  the  unfading  flowers  of  unive 
sal  friendship — that  glows  like  a  beautiful  rainbow  upon  the  d 
parting  elements  of  strife — that  comes  like  a  white- winged  ang 
from  heaven,  proclaiming  peace  and  ‘good  will  to  men,’  and  kis 
ing  its  hand  to  the  women,  God  bless  them  !  This  is  the  kind  i 
love  that  I  want  to  see  more  extensively  propagated.  Let  all  tl 
world  be  illuminated  with  its  glorious  effulgence,  and  Sorrow  w: 
have  to  look  somewhere  else  to  deposit  her  gloom.  Love  one  a 
other,  my  friends:  love  everybody — white,  black,  brown,  yellow 
and  all — and  the  garden  of  humanity,  now  so  overgrown  wi 
brambles  and  the  vilest  of  weeds,  will  soon  be  transformed  into 
paradise  depicting  the  beauties  of  eternal  Eden  above.  So  mo 
it  be ! 


woman’s  wilfulness. 

Text. — For  women,  you  know,  seldom  fail 
To  make  the  stoutest  man  turn  tail, 

And  bravely  scorn  to  turn  their  backs 
Upon  the  desp’ratest  attacks. 

My  Hearers  :  I  believe  there  is  more  pepper,  more  pearlash,  me 
saltpetre,  more  tartar,  more  aquafortis,  more  grit,  more  spunk  a 
more  pluck  in  woman  nature  than  in  any  other  nature  extant,  i 
these,  however,  lie  dormant  in  a  thin  sack,  woven  of  modesty, 
raidity,  coyness  and  gentleness.  Once  shake  them  up,  and  y 
may  look  out  for  a  blaze,  accompanied  by  a  peculiar  kind  of  thi 
dw.  Woman  flesh  is  thought  by  some  to  be  a  confection,  a  eo 
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position  of  sugar  and  molasses,  or  some  other  saccharine  matter. 
&rant  that  it  be  all  sweetness;  yet  I  would  have  you  know  that 
tvhen  the  acid  of  anger,  insult  or  ill-nature  comes  in  contact  with 
t,  such  an  effervescence  occurs  as  one  never  saw  exemplified  in 
jinger  pop,  seialitz  powders  or  soda  water.  Being  naturally  warm 
—but  one  degree  below  the  steaming  point — a  mere  faggot  will 
:ause  her  to  boil  over,  and  make  all  around  her  stand  at  a  re- 
pectful  distance,  while  her  own  toes,  perchance,  receive  a  slight 
icalding. 

My  dear  friends:  women,  when  put  out  of  tune,  are  like  sum- 
aer  storms.  At  first  they  are  cloudy— make  no  noise,  but  their 
hinking  machines  are  busy  in  motion.  Then  comes  the  thunder 
"—ripping,  tearing  thunder!  and  the  lightning  that  flashes  from 
iheir  eyes  is  enough  to  appal  the  stoutest  of  hearts.  You  fall 
ack  in  wonderment,  if  not  perfectly  amazed.  Unwilling  to  re- 

reat  further,  and  not  having  the  chance  nor  the  courage  to  slip  in 
pitiful  ‘boo  !’  you  stand  and  take  it  like  a  hitched  horse  in  a  hail 

Itorm.  When  the  wrath  and  sulphur  of  the  feminine  are  nearly 
xpended,  you  pluck  up  courage,  and  are  down  upon  her  with 
rgument,  reasoning  and  reprimand  :  but  is  all  this  going  to  make 
*er  turn  tail  I— not  a  bit  of  it — not  so  much  as  the  wiggle  of  a 
weathercock.  Having  wasted  her  thunder  and  lightning,  she  be¬ 
ans  to  rain  :  she  knows  what  effect  that  will  have.  With  impe¬ 
tuous  showers  she  quenches  the  furious  fire  that  burns  in  your 
rosoms,  and  adds  a  freshness  to  every  bud  and  blossom  of  feeling, 
'hen  you  begin  to  give  in — she  begins  to  clear  off — her  sky  grows 
I  righter — she  goes  to  the  expense  of  a  smile — the  sun  of  beauty 
hines  abroad— her  whole  horizon,  landscape,  and  ladyscape,  look 
harming,  gay  and  serene ;  and  you  can’t  help  giving  her  a  buss, 
nd  acknowledging  beat. 

So  you  see,  my  buck  brethren,  that  the  women  are  bound  to  get 
le  better  of  us.  If  they  can’t  do  it  in  one  way,  they  will  in  an¬ 
ther.  In  them  you  behold  the  wild-cat,  the  lamb,  and  the  dove, 
f  they  can  accomplish  nothing  by  letting  loose  their  untamed  fe- 
ne  propensities,  they  give  the  juvenile  sheep  a  trial ;  and  if  that 
hi-  they  rely  upon  the  loving  pigeon.  With  one  of  the  three, 
ley  seldom,  or  never,  fail  to  effect  their  purpose.  But  I  give 
iem  all  credit  for  shifting  and  making  shifts.  They  are  called 
it*  weaker  sax :  but  with  what  propriety  it  is  hard  for  me  to  ima- 
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gine.  They  are  the  worst  kind  to  wrestle  with — either  by  word, 
or  at  a  close  hug  ;  and  I  know  many  of  them  sufficiently  strong  to 
lift  a  barrel  of  cider,  and  drink  out  of  the  bung-hole.  They  can 
draw  like  truck  horses.  They  draw  us  to  the  church  :  draw  us 
to  the  theatre  :  draw  us  to  the  ball  room  :  draw  us  from  our  bu¬ 
siness  :  draw  us  into  trouble  :  and,  sometimes,  draw  us  to - ; 

the  devil. 

My  dear  friends  :  woman  rules  the  world,  after  all ;  and  there, 
is  no  use  in  raising  a  rebellion  about  the  matter.  If  we  did  but 
more  implicitly  obey  her  mandates,  we  should  be  better  off  than 
we  are.  If  we  allow  ourselves  to  be  guided  by  her  precepts,  and 
consent  to  follow  her  example,  we  shall  have  but  little  to  fear, 
and  few  sins  to  answer  for.  She  has  truth,  right  and  justice  upon 
her  side ;  and  if  I,  myself^. were  in  her  place,  I’d  see  several  in  a 
scorching  predicament  before  I’d  turn  tail  upon  them.  God  has 
given  her  beauty  to  subdue  the  strong;  pride,  to  make  man  her 
slave ;  vanity,  to  render  herself  pleasing  and  agreeable ;  and  a 
tongue  for  a  weapon  of  self-defence;  but,  in  exchange,  He  has 
given  us  men  flattery,  which,  if  properly  used,  is  effective  far 
beyond  ordinary  expectation.  0,  that  flattery! — how  it  does 
smooth  down  the  bristles  upon  the  back  of  female  vexation! 
What  winders  it  works  in  a  woman  ! — how  it  humbles  her  haugh¬ 
tiness  ! — how  it  melts  the  icicles  that  sometimes  hang  about  her 
heart! — how  it  sweetens  her  soul ! — how  it  takes  the  stiffness  out 
of  her  whole  system,  and  makes  her  lop  like  a  tallowed  rag! 
Therefore,  my  friends,  never  oppose  a  woman,  nor  decry  her  do¬ 
ings.  If  she  be  in  the  right,  encourage  her  to  go  ahead:  if  in  the 
wrong,  let  her  have  her  own  way,  and  she  will  come  into  the  path 
of  rectitude  much  quicker  than  you  can  drive  her  there.  Observe 
the  ways  of  women,  my  fellow  friends — don’t  pull  too  hard  upon 
the  tender  ties  that  bind  you  to  them,  and  you  will  slip  smoothly 
through  life  into  a  happy  eternity.  So  mote  it  be ! 


THE  UNIVERSAL  ENEMY. 

Text.—  Wer’t  not  for  Time,  we’d  still  be  young. 

My  Dear  Friends:  It  is  astonishing  with  wrhat  railroad  velocity 
we  perform  the  seemingly7  short  and  yret  literally  long  journey  at 
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e.  Seventy  years,  when  divided  into  days  and  hours,  shows  us 
once  that  it  is  a  considerable  while  for  inan  to  travel  upon  this 
ugh.  rocky  and  thorn-covered  terrestrial  oall :  but,  when  tired, 

2 ary,  and  almost  worn  out  with  age.  we  look  back  and  survey 
je  distance  over  which  we  have  footed  it,  it  seems  but  a  short 
d  easy  step  at  the  longest.  It  is  Time  that  pushes  us  on  so  ra¬ 
lly.  If  he  were  out  of  the  way,  we  should  never  grow  old,  but 
main  young,  and  abide  for  ever  upon  earth.  Were  we  warrant- 
!  time-proof,  and  made  up  of  never-decaying  materials,  we  should 
nsequently  be  for  ever  free  from  the  thousand  and  one  petty 
rplexities  that  rub  off  the  varnish  from  joy,  and  knock  so  many 
igs  out  of  the  great  wheel  of  life.  We  should  then  have  no  use 
r  clocks,  watches,  and  other  time-pieces,  for  our  days  would  be 
gistered  in  the  same  book  with  those  of  our  Creator — our  years 
ckoned  with  His,  and  His  with  ours.  The  sands  in  our  glasses 
buld  run  to  all  eternity  without  the  necessity  of  inverting  them  ; 
d  the  stream  of  existence  would  flow  on.  or  rather  repose,  like 
silvery  lake,  in  brightness,  beauty  and  peace.  Centuries  might 
en  be  counted  as  sands  upon  the  sea-shore,  passing  away  as 
mds  are  washed  off”  with  the  tide  and  buned  in  the  oblivious 
ave.  But  we  are  perishing  mortals,  and  ought  not  to  entertain 
desire  to  exist  here  always  }  for  our  souls  garments  muist  rapid- 
grow  worse  and  worse,  like  a  shirt  washed  with  poiash  and 
ater,  till  finally  they  are  not  wmrth  the  trouble  and  expense  of 

itching. 

My  respected  friends.:  it  grieves  me  to  think  how  ruthlessly 
lime  tears  away  the  green  chaplets  that  bind  the  brows  of  youth, 
if'o-day  a  boy  is  born  into  the  world,  and  to-morrow,  as  it  were, 
2  is  borne  to  the  silent  tomb,  a  withered,  wrinkled,  and  dried-up 
id  man.  0,  would  that  Time  might  allow  boyhood  to  last  for 
/er !  During  its  delightful  season,  the  thorn-tree  is  covered  with 
lvery  blossoms — the  brier-bush  bends  with  its  burden  of  berries 
-daisies  and  dandelions  overtop  the  young  venomous  nettles— 
nd  the  brambles  bloom  with  beauty.  Every  departing  shower 
'ears  a  rainbow  upon  its  bosom,  and  the  stieaks  of  sunshine  that 
lterv^ne  in  youth’s  cloudiest  days  are  wider  than  those  of  age 
y  a  great  number  of  feet,  at  the  best  calculation.  To  the  child, 
11  things  are  observed  by  the  gauzy  veil  of  delusion.  The  morn- 
og  mists  that  sleep  upon  the  mountain  seem  as  though  the  spider 
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spirits  of  heaven  had  there  woven  their  webs  to  entangie  the 
sylphs  on  their  journey  to  the  flowery  vale  below.  The  rusty 
hours  that  roll  heavily  by  the  aged  flit  by  the  careless  and  young, 
scoured  as  bright  as  the  brass  kettle  of  a  neat  and  tidy  housewife. 
Sorrow  never  hovers  long  over  the  happy  bowers  of  youth.  She 
only  drops  an  occasional  feather  from  her  raven  pinions,  and  that 
is  soon  wafted  away  in  the  dead  sea  of  forgetfulness.  Ills  hasten 
by  the  young  in  a  hurry,  and  disappear  for  ever,  like  the  shadow* 
of  the  wind-driven  clouds  of  April  that  scud  o’er  the  landscape, 
and  appear  no  more. 

My  friends:  it  is -all  fair  enough,  no  doubt,  that  Time  should 
rob  us  of  our  youthful  enjoyments.  I  never  found  fault  with  the 
ways  of  the  Omnipotent;  and  yet  I  cannot  help  but  mourn  for  the 
ravages  committed  in  the  gay  garden  of  childhood,  the  green  fields 
of  maturity,  and  in  the  autumn-seared  fields  of  age.  It  touches 
the  tender  spot  when  I  think  how  soon  a  young,  beautiful  and  be¬ 
witching  creature  of  the  feminine  gender  (the  last  and  the  loveliest 
of  the  Almighty’s  works)  is  disrobed  of  her  charms,  and  left  as 
unattractive  as  a  rose-bush  in  December.  But  I  will  not  complain, 
since  such  must  inevitably  be  the  case  with  all  us  mortals.  Afi 
my  old  and  esteemed  friend  Shakspere  says  in  Cymbeline,  so  say 

I: 

Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must,  •  1 

Like  chimney  sweepers,  come  to  dutt. 

So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  MEANNESS. 

Text. — He  cheats  himself,  his  neighbors  too, 

And,  when  from  earth  he  passes, 

Satan,  to  see  his  little  soul, 

Will  have  to  put  on  glasses. 

* 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  Carefulness,  vigilance,  prudence  and  econo¬ 
my  are  commendable  qualities  ;  but  mercenary  meanness  and  mi¬ 
serly  avarice  are  almost  too  loathsome  and  detestable  to  be  med¬ 
dled  with  by  any  decent  moral  physician,  like  myself,  for  instance. 
A  germ  of  meanness,  if  it  be  not  nipped  at  its  first  budding,  will  1 
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3n  so  overshadow  and  stunt  every  ennobling  principle  of  the 
art,  that  neither  guano,  fertilizing  powders,  nor  all  the  manure 
morality  in  creation,  will  be  able  to  make  them  flourish  again, 
in’s  soul,  my  friends,  has  an  expandability  and  a  stretchitive- 
>s  about  it  equal  to  india  rubber.  When  high,  heaven-born,  no- 
and  generous  thoughts  are  infused  into  it,  it  swells  like  a  bai¬ 
rn  and  rises  into  a  purer  and  more  ethereal  element — far,  far 
>ve  the  clouds  and  storms  of  debasing  passion.  In  fact,  it  can’t 
down  if  it  would,  any  more  than  an  inflated  blow-fish  can  de- 
nd  to  wallow  in  its  native  mud.  It  scorns  every  dishonest 
d,  and  spurns  every  low  and  niggardly  practice.  Pregnant 
h  a  generous  and  philanthropic  pride,  sooner  than  take  advan- 
e  of  the  weak,  the  defenceless  and  the  fallen,  you  might  expect 
American  eagle  to  prey  upon  the  putrid  carcase  of  Mexico,  or 
descend  to  pick  out  the  eyes  of  a  prostrate  nation.  But  when 
uman  soul  has  long  been  exposed  to  the  scorching  rays  of  ava- 
,  it  becomes  shrivelled  up  to  fried  shoe-strings — nay,  to  the  in- 

I'ble  atomy  that  concatenates  with  nothing.  It  becomes  so  in- 
lificantly  minute  that  ten  millions  like  it  would  rattle  in  a  pea- 
■shell. 

ly  friends :  too  many  of  you  (city  folks  especially)  are  over- 
ined  to  meanness.  I  know  some  who  are  so  vastly  little — if  I 
7  be  allowed  the  term — that,  when  they  are  brushed  from  ^arth 
the  devil's  dust-pan,  the  old  chap  will  have  to  put  on  double- 
•nifying  spectacles,  and  poke  for  a  long  while,  among  the  rub- 
i  of  mortality,  before  he  can  find  them.  There's  old  neighbor 
jhtfist,  in  some  respects  a  worthy  member  of  my  congregation ; 
yet,  I  regret  to  say,  he  is  mean  enough  to  chase  a  fat  mos- 
>o  through  a  five-mile  swamp  for  the  sake  of  his  suet.  To  his 
it,  however,  he  once  made  a  sacrifice  for  the  good  cause  by 
ing  an  unfortunate-looking  penny  in  the  box,  and  going  sup- 
ess  to  bed.  And  there’s  neighbor  Grab,  too  :  if  he  had  the 
:  er,  and  could  enrich  himself  thereby,  he  would  brush  the  sil- 
v  stars  from  the  firmament,  snatch  the  golden  sun  from  the  sky, 

)  sell  the  moon  for  old  brass.  If  a  sixpence  were  required  at 
i  gate  of  heaven,  rather  than  pay  the  fee,  I  verily  believe,  he 
■lid  rise  from  his  resting-place  at  midnight,  and  pick  the  lock 
i  a  tenpenny  nail.  O,  you  mean  and  pitiful  pilgarlics  !  You 
ik  that,  by  cheating  others,  you  enrich  yourselves;  but  you 
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cheat  yourselves  in  proportion  as  you  cheat  others.  You  chel 
yourselves  out  of  that  contentedness  and  mental  repose  which  tti 
free-hearted,  generous  and  philanthropic  enjoy,  and  which  is  wort 
more  to  a  mortal  than  mountains  of  gold.  By  hoarding  up  ever 
shilling  you  can  get,  you  increase  the  burning  thirst  and  intolem 
ble  itching  for  more;  and  where  this  incessant  restlessness  pn 
vails,  happiness  won’t  roost,  any  more  than  birds  will  roost  upo 
the  nodding  branches  of  the  tree-top.  The  beautiful  flowers  c 
sentiment  will  fade  in  your  cold  bosoms — your  tender  feelings  bi 
come  like  the  parings  of  finger-nails — philanthropy  loses  all  i' 
sweet  liquor — your  sympathies  seem  to  be  made  of  sole  leather- 
you  never  feel  the  power  and  the  poetry  of  love — you  are  perfei 
strangers  to  rational  enjoyment.  In  short,  your  lives  lead  throug 
a  dark  tunnel,  at  the  farther  end  of  which  you  appear  to  see  m 
thing  else  than  a  sixpence  glittering  in  the  sun,  and  are  for  evi 
shaking  with  the  Jerusalem  fidgets  to  get  at  it.  If  this  be  liapp 
ness,  I  have  heretofore  confounded  the  animal  with  some  oth 
creature  that  had  hair  on  it. 

My  worthy  hearers :  ‘  Keep  what  you  have  got,  and  get  \vh 
you  can,’  is  a  very  bad  precept.  If  everybody  were  to  act  upc  I 
this  principle,  a  precious  little  indeed  could  be  got.  He  that^hf  * 
much  would  keep  it  always,  without  benefit  to  himself  or  to  ar  ? 
one  else;  and  he  that  had  nothing  would  be  in  a  fair  way  to  ju 
hold  his  own  for  ever.  No,  no — the  seed  must  be  sown  before 
can  be  made  to  produce  sixty,  or  an  hundred  fold :  but  you  mu 
be  careful  and  not  sow  it  upon  barren  ground,  or  you  will  ha 
the  mortification  of  gathering  nothing  but  thistles  at  the  best.  < 
every  three-pence,  put  one  in  your  pocket,  dispose  of  another  f 
the  good  of  the  body,  and  give  the  other  to  God,  through  the  ban  1 
of  the  poor  and  needy;  and  heaven  will  smile  upon,  fortune  fav 
you,  men  speak  well  of  you — and  finally  go  up  to  your  long  hoi 
as  happy  as  a  woodchuck  to  his  winter  burrow.  Be  saving,  b 
not  parsimonious.  I  want  you  to  enjoy  the  good  things  ot  tl 
world  in  a  moderate  and  rational  manner,  as  becomes  a  being 
belly  and  wisdom.  Partake  thankfully  and  cheerfully  of  thago 
gifts  of  Providence  with  which  you  are  surrounded,  and  not 
like  ‘Patience  on  a  monument,  smelling  at  beef.’  Open  yc 
mouths,  your  hearts,  your  hands  and  your  pockets — sow  and  re 
— give  and  receive — help  one  another :  and  the  reward  will  f 
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I— but  not  in  the  manner  that  it  followeth  the  thief.  And, 
e  all,  foster  and  encourage  a  spirit  of  love — not  that  passion- 
love  which  springs  up  in  a  night,  like  the  mushroom,  and 
rts  as  suddenly ;  but  that  gentle,  heavenly,  amaranthine  love, 
Ih  not  only  flourishes  in  smiles  but  blooms  as  fresh  in  tears, 
lote  it  be ! 


ON  SELFISHNESS. 

Text. — Of  all  my  father’s  family, 

I  love  myself  the  best; 

So  Providence  provides  for  me, 

The  Devil  take  the  rest. 

Searers:  If  you  look  through  the  whole  animal  kingdom 
J ding  mankind  in  the  lot),  you  will  find  that  self-love  is  a  na- 
and  prevailing  principle.  Unerring  nature  has  intended  that 
i>uld  be  so,  in  order  that  every  carnal  house  may  be  well  look¬ 
er  and  protected  against  the  obtrusions  and  assaults  of  others. 
'If,  devouring  a  morsel  of  meat,  doesn't  stop  to  inquire  whe- 
che  one  of  his  own  species  who  approaches  and  asks  to  ‘  go 
ts,’  be  his  own  brother  or  a  five-hundreth  cousin  ;  but  he 
s  his  teeth  incontinently,  as  much  as  to  say  1  Old  chap,  if  you 
smell  of  this,  it  will  be  because  you  can  smell  at  a  good  dis- 
off.’  Just  so  it  is  with  man  :  he  will  instinctively  hold  on 
lat  he  has  got,  in  spite  of  friend,  foe  and  relation ;  and  yet, 

I  thought  he  could  make  a  hooter  by  it  in  the  end — pennies, 
c  praise,  or  anything  else— he  would  wrap  up  his  shoes  in 
s  .st  shirt,  and  send  them  to  the  Sandwich  Islands— or  to  some 
If  place  on  the  outskirts  of  creation,  where  the  inhabitants  need 
J; articles  just  about  as  much  as  an  alligator  needs  an  umbrella 
d  pair  of  overshoes. 

&  hearers :  the  weaker  say  to  the  stronger,  as  the  chickens 
into  the  jackass:  ‘Let  us  be  careful  not  to  tread  upon  each 
fcy  and  the  latter  reply,  as  did  the  donkey,  1  Let  every  one  take 
fof  himself.’  And  so  you  do,  or  at  least  you  endeavor  to,  take 
rof  vour  individual  selves,  in  preference  to  looking  after  the 
“i  re  of  others.  So  long  as  you  can  get  a  good  sop  of  the 
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gravy  in  the  Providential  pan,  you  don’t  care  how  many  are  ( 
liged  to  nibble  their  dry  crusts  in  the  darkest  corner  of  pover 
where  the  busy  spider  Fancy  weaves  her  web,  and  catches  nothi 
but  the  gnats  and  flies  of  care.  You  may  talk  as  much  as  y 
please  about  ‘suffering  humanity,’  and  blow  off  volumes  of  vap 
ish  and  smoky  sympathy  for  the  poor  and  destitute ;  but  a  no! 
benevolent  and  philanthropic  act  is  registered  in  heaven,  whii 
world  of  words  is  taken  no  more  notice  of  than  the  pious  or  p 
fane  pratings  of  a  poll-parrot.  Your  envious  and  grudging  dis] 
sitions  prevent  you  from  being  contented  with  what  you  poss 
— so  much  so,  that  if  you  can’t  rise  to  an  equality  with  those  ab( 
you,  you  want  to  pull  them  down  to  a  level  with  yourselves, 
have  seen  two  little  boys,  each  perfectly  satisfied  with  his  amo 
of  bread  and  molasses,  till,  by  measuring  the  length  and  brea 
with  a  straw,  one  was  ascertained  to  possess  a  greater  degree 
latitude  and  longitude  than  the  other.  Of  course,  then,  the  v 
old  Henry  was  to  pay — and  no  compromise,  except  at  theMOTHi 
mouth.  You  are  just  as  selfish,  my  brethren,  as  little  childi 
In  fact,  you  are  but  children,  as  has  been  said,  of  a  ranker  groi 
— wearing  larger  breeches,  and  a  greater  circumference  of  p< 
coats. 

My  dear  hearers  :  you  love  your  own  selves — i.  e.,  your  c 
frail  bodies — with  an  enthusiasm  that  amounts  almost  to  a  me 
mania.  You  will  see  your  own  stomachs  staid,  and  your  passi 
gratified,  even  though  some  broken-winged  angel  should  be  1 
tering  at  your  feet,  in  a  state  of  semi-starvation.  You  go  u 
the  principle  that  ‘  after  me  is  manners  and,  when  you  have  n: 
fat  your  paunches,  and  filled  your  pockets,  you  may,  possibly 
forward,  unsolicited,  and  assist  in  removing  some  of  the  tlx 
and  thistles  that  prick  the  feet  of  the  poor  pilgrim  as  he  p 
along  the  path  of  poverty  and  wo ;  but  I  doubt  most  deliberat 
No,  you  love  yourselves  too  well  to  allow  your  thoughts  to  v 
der  abroad  in  search  of  a  neighbor’s  sufferings.  You  happe 
be  poor,  and  a  pitiful  mendicant  comes  to  your  door  to-day 
begs  assistance  to  the  amount  of  a  penny,  in  the  name  of  God 
humanity;  you  say  to  him,  ‘  My  dear  fellow  sufferer!  I  am  n 
ly  as  bad  off  as  yourself :  I  can  scarcely  get  bread  for  my  fair 
but,  had  I  the  wherewithal  to  make  you  happy,  you  shouli  I 
dancing  down  the  green  lane  of  life,  like  a  calf  just  let  loo;  1 
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ig.  Years  roll  on,  and  you  become  wealthy — laden,  ay,  ac- 
y  down,  with  riches.  Another  beggar  puts  his  foot 

1  y°ur  threshold,  and  petitions  for  the  slightest  relief.  What 
lou  say  then  to  him  ?  Why,  ‘Go  along,  annoyance — I  have 
jot  anything  for  you  !’  So  you  turn  upon  heel,  shut  the  door 
s  face,  and  depart  muttering  to  yourself:  ‘When  I  was  poor, 

jl  nothing  tojjive,  save  that  which  is  of  no  use,  to  beggars _ 

pnk  of  soup  and  sympathy;  now  I  have  money,  it  keeps  me 
sery  to  take  care  of  it !’  0,  monstrous  brother  man,  what  a 

critical  piece  of  inconsistency  thou  art!  I  am  almost  asham- 
1  confess  that  I  belong  to  the  human  tribe.  Warrant  me  an 
inity  from  the  muzzle,  and  safety  from  the  legally-constituted 
e  destroyers,  and  I’ll  have  a  tail  manufactured  to-morrow, 
ass  for  a  decent  and  well-behaved  dog ! 

T  dear  inends :  you  are  selfish  only  in  one  respect:  you  love 
rtiich  is  the  least  worth  loving— the  mere  dross,  such  as  your 
ling,  worthless  bodies— filthy  lucre  and  empty  fame ;  while 
at  is  pure  and  refined,  you  neglect  and  disregard.  With  re- 
o  virtue,  morality,  piety,  and  true  religion,  you  are  great  in 
it,  but  monstrously  deficient  in  practice.  Here,  you  seem  to 
others  so  well,  that  you  earnestly  and  anxiously  bid  them 
jpfeed,  while  you  lay  back,  in  the  rear,  taking  it  as  coolly  as 
in  dog-day  weather,  with  his  hindermost  submerged  in  the 
But  my  preaching  can’t  change  your  natures;  so  I’ll  leave 
ivine  grace,  the  conventional  rules  of  society,  and  the  ad- 
ration  of  public  affairs  in  general,  to  make  you  more  liberal, 
ibie,  self-denying,  and,  consequently,  happier,  for  time  to 
So  mote  it  be ! 


I 

THE  ROAD  TO  HEAVEN. 

I 

|ext.  The  road  to  heaven  by  Christ  was  made, 

With  heavenly  truths  the  rails  are  laid, 

From  earth  to  heaven  the  line  extends 
To  life  eternal,  where  it  ends. 

ear  Hearers  :  Perhaps  you  think  I  am  going  to  tell  you 
;>u  can  get  to  heaven  by  steam— that  all  you  will  have  to 
ven  you  get  tired  of  life,  will  bato  jump  into  a  railroad  car- 
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and  ride  off  to  glory  at  the  rate  of  ten  miles  a  minute  ;  but  it  is  n 
such  thing.  Man  has  wrought  wonders  with  fire,  water,  win- 
gas,  and  magnetism ;  and  it  is  hard  to  tell  what  he  yet  may  do. 
can’t  say  that  I  should  be  much  astonished  to  hear  that  we  cou 
hold  correspondence  with  departed  friends  through  the  agency  ■ 
lightning.  What  a  grand  idea  '.—mortals  communicating  withir 
mortals  ! — we  telling  them  how  we  make  matters  go  down  her 
and  they  informing  us  how7  they  are  getting  on  up  there  !  It  is 
probable  that  this  will  ever  happen ;  and  yet,  I  repeat,  I  shoulili 
be  surprised  if  it  wTere  to  be  brought  about — 1  wonder  at  nothin 
nowadays.  There  is  one  thing,  however,  my  friends,  that  nev 
can  be  effected ;  and  that  is  a  railroad  from  here  to  heaven,  upi 
which  we  can  take  passage  with  body,  bag,  and  baggage.  I 
mortal  need  ever  expect  to  get  there  by  steam  in  any  shape;  a 
yet  I  know  there  are  many  who  are  foolish  enough  to  suppc 
that,  while  they  are  steaming  up  with  gin-slings  and  whisk 
punches,  they  are  going  to  heaven  in  a  hurry,  when  in  fact  th 
are  travelling  to  the  other  place  as  direct  as  their  legs  can  ta 
them — and  that  is  not  very  straight,  to  say  the  best  of  it. 

My  dear  hearers :  the  Saviour  of  mankind  has  made  a  spiriti 
railway  from  earth  to  life  eternal,  upon  which  you  can  all  try 
without  money,  and  at  a  price  which  any  one  is  able  to  pay,  j 
he  as  poor  as  a  church-mouse.  The  rails  are  laid  with  heavei 
truths,  running  securely  by  the  dangerous  precipices  and  throe 
the  gloomy  ravines  of  error.  Religion  is  the  car — Repentance 
the  station  where  passengers  are  taken  in — and  the  fare  is  noth 
more  nor  less  than  a  few  tears  of  contrition.  Come  up,  then, 
leg-weary  sinners,  and  take  a  ride  to  glory!  The  steam  is  up,  J 
the  train  is  ready  to  start.  So  all  ye  who  1  have  tears,  prepan 
shed  them  now,’  or  you  will,  most  assuredly,  be  left  behind.  T 
road  is  level,  and  the  journey  pleasant.  The  Bible — God’s  w  ► 
— is  the  first  engineer;  and  what  do  you  want  better ?  If  yout! * 
yourselves  to  that,  there  is  no  danger  of  your  running  off  the  tra  t 
the  boiler’s  bursting,  nor  getting  upset  by  the  rascally  stones  wl 
the  devil  most  maliciously  places  upon  the  rails.  God’s  lov 
the  fire,  and  divine  truth  is  the  steam.  I  have  a  great  numbe  * 
tickets  for  sale ;  and  so,  all  of  you  who  think  of  taking  a  tri  | 
everlasting  happiness,  come  up  here,  and  down  with  the  dew  t 
fear,  however,  that  all  the  repentant  tears  1  shall  be  able  to  ga  t 
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this  congregation  will  hardly  amount  to  a  thimbleful.  My  dear 
fends:  if  I  could  only  coax  four  or  live  of  you  into  the  cars  of 
vation,  enough  more  would  be  sure  to  follow;  for  you  are  like 
ep,  ih  more  ways  than  one.  If  I  could  get  a  few  line  youig 
ows  to  enter,  a  lot  of  girls  would  rush  in,  as  a  matter  of  con- 
uence  .  or,  if  I  could  scare  the  girls  in,  there  would  be  no  trou- 
in  inducing  the  fellows  to  secure  seats  immediately.  But,  mind 
as  the  fare  is  to  be  paid  with  the  genuine  tears  of  repentance, 
Icounterfeit  ones  will  pass.  Hypocrites  may  smuggle  them- 
fees  in  and  even  ride  to  the  gate  of  the  blessed  New  Jerusalem, 
they  will  be  kicked  out,  and  left  to  wander  outside  the  walls, 
itched,  homeless,  and  unbefriended— unless  Beelzebub  fell  dis- 

2d  to  compromise  his  dignity  by  giving  them  an  invitation  to 
ler. 

[y  dear  fiends  :  prepare  for  the  next  train— don't  wait  for  the 
b’clock  start  in  the  December  of  life ;  for  then  the  days  are  so 
t,  and  darkness  so  suddenly  intervenes,  the  cars  may  slip  by 
oticed,  and  leave  you  to  get  to  glory  the  best  way  you  can. 
le,  poor  pilgrims  in  a  wickeu  and  wretched  sphere  !  get  ready 
.  The  road  is  a  safe  one,  and  the  journey  is  fine.  It  is  no 
t>sition  concern,  other  than  running  opposition  to  the  devil.  It 
e  people’s  line— for  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the  high  and  the 
hand  deserves  all  sorts  of  patronage.  Pack  up  your  duds; 
ven  now  the  warning  steam-whistle  is  piercing  the  still  air  at 
ptance.  All  you  want  for  a  change  are  a  few  clean  shirts  of 
ard  religion ;  but,  as  there  are  no  public  houses  on  the  way. 

II  be  well  for  you  to  put  up,  per  way  of  provisions,  a  quan- 
3uff.  of  the  salt  pork  of  practical  piety— a  few  pounds  of  the 

of  benevolence — a  ham  or  two  of  honesty— the  fat  of  faith _ 

nful  of  hope -the  sweet  cakes  of  love,  and  the  dry  biscuit  of 
emal— a  little  of  the  lean  of  learning,  and  a  plenty  of  the 
of  wisdom— a  knuckle  of  knowledge,  and  a  pig’s  foot  of  pa- 
>.  With  all  these  stores,  and  extra  valise  of  virtue,  you  can 
hth  perfect  safety  and  happiness  to  the  kingdom  of  the  bless- 
But  remember,  I  repeat,  that  the  fare  must  be  paid  with  the 
drops  of  repentance.  If  you  are  minus  these  mopuses,  you 
:  sooner  think  of  reaching  heaven  by  climbing  a  hickory  pole 
getting  there  with  me,  and  other  good  saints,  upon  the  spi- 
railroad.  So  mote  it  be! 
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on  Parting  with  friends. 

w  * v 

•  T  J 

Text. — ’Tis  difficult  to  say  farewell, 

And  hard  to  part  with  aught  we  love. 

My  Dear  Friends:  There  is  no  word  in  the  English  language  s 
difficult  to  pronounce — when  we  have  serious,  solemn  and  earne 
occasion  to  use  it — as  ‘Farewell.’  It  sticks  like  a  fish-bone  ij 
the  throat;  or,  rather,  it  remains  dead  in  the  bosom,  and  make 
one  feel  as  though  something  needed  digesting  about  the  region  < 
the  heart.  The  parting  pull  that  severs  the  cord  of  companioi 
ship  is,  at  all  times,  painful;  but  when  we  are  compelled  to  bid i 
long,  and  perhaps  a  final,  adieu  to  fond  and  faithful  friends,  tl 
soreness  of  the  separation  is  about  equal  to  that  of  ejecting  £ 
oyster  from  that  shell-built  castle  of  his,  to  which  he  is  so  remar!; 
ably  attached.  Those  who  have  associated  together  from  you 
to  maturity  become  mentally  incorporated  into  one  soul.  The 
sympathies  are  the  same — the  fine  threads  of  feeling  are  wove 
together  in  a  fraternal  loom — the  vines  of  friendship  become  i| 
entangled  together,  and  their  tendrils  so  conjointly  cling  to  tl 
same  object,  that  it  were  folly  to  suppose  they  can  be  torn  asu 
der  without  stripping  them  of  verdure,  and,  perchance,  blightii, 
many  a  beautiful  blossom. 

My  friends :  my  feet  have  not  yet  been  bound  by  the  fetters 
wedlock,  and  I  am  still  at  liberty  to  wander  at  will,  without  ha 
ing  my  affections  brought  to  a  focus  upon  any  particular  objec 
and,  therefore,  I  cannot  wholly  appreciate  the  feelings  of  a  hu 
band  and  father  towards  the  partner  of  his  bosom  and  an  endea 
ing  offspring;  but  I  can  readily  suppose  that  for  him  to  be  to: 
from  their  presence  is  the  same  as  swallowing  a  large  dose  of  tl 
essential  oil  of  agony.  The  pain  of  parting  must  far  exceed  tl 
pleasures  he  experienced  in  the  honeymoon  of  Hymen.  Hislitt 
ones  may  grow  up,  like  weeds  by  the  wayside,  neglected  and  u 
cultured,  for  the  want  of  that  paternal  care  so  necessary  to  tl 
right  guidance  of  youth,  while  his  better  half  sits  weeping  in  sac 
cloth  and  ashes.  The  matrix  of  matrimony  forms  a  mould  in 
which  two  souls  are  amalgamated,  and  they  never  can  be  sepal 
ted  without  serious  injury  to  one  or  both.  As  my  old  friei 
Young  says,  the  discontented  man  and  wife  united  jar,  and  st 
they  are  loth  to  part.  They  had  rather  stick  together  and  put  1  •? 
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vith  constant  bickerings,  than  to  part — notwithstanding  a  separa- 

ion  might  be  effected  with  as  little  pain  as  a  3’oung  frog  parting 
vith  his  tail. 

My  respected  friends  :  we  part  with  old  associates,  old  habits, 
Id  customs,  and  even  an  old  pair  of  boots,  as  reluctantly  as  does 
schoolboy  with  an  old  and  favorite  jaek-knife.  The  inebriate, 
;ho  has  summoned  the  resolution  to  reform,  parts  with  his  bottle 
s  though  it  required  a  most  extravagant  outlay  of  moral  strength 
)  break  the  iron  chain  of  friendship  that  binds  it  to  his  heart, 
'he  miser,  knowing  that  money  is  the  chief  cause  of  all  his  mise- 
hates  to  part  with  a  single  cent ;  and,  to  probe  his  purse,  makes 
im  leap  like  a  live  lobster  in  a  boiling  pot.  The  earth  dresses 
•  mourninS  when  the  sun  departs  at  night— Autumn  looks  pale 
"id  melancholy  for  the  absence  of  Summer,  and  Winter  weeps 
ozen  tears  upon  its  barren  grave. 

1  My  dear  friends  :  when  the  soul  bids  farewell  to  the  body,  then 
mes  the  severest  of  struggling.  Because  why? — man,  being 
ade  up  of  dirt,  doubt  and  distrust,  entertains  fears  for  thi  spirit 
hen  it  has  left  its  earthly  home  for  parts  unknown  to  mortals. 

3  knows  that  the  material  portion  perishes  like  a  plant  ;  but  he 
lows  not,  for  a  certainty,  that  the  immaterial  can  exist  for  ever 
thout  a  carnal  habitation— a  medium  of  flesh,  through  which  to 
nvey  its  sensations  of  pleasure  or  of  pain,  and,  therefore,  he  is 
ed  with  fear  at  the  dreadful  crisis.  If  the  body,  with  its  boots, 
ieches  and  beard  all  on,  could  be  allowed  to  accompany  the  soul 
its  search  for  a  hereafter,  man  would  as  soon  die  as  go  to  din- 
r— especially  after  he  had  tired  himself  in  travelling  over  the 
igh  and  rocky  road  of  an  unlucky  existence.  It  is  a  fondness 
the  flesh  which  makes  the  soul  feel  as  sore  as  a  kicked  shin, 
parting.  YV  e  all  love  our  corporeal  conglomeration  so  well  that 
mere  thought  of  its  dissolving  into  dust,  on  account  of  the  ab- 
*ice  of  the  spirit,  makes  one  crawl  all  over,  like  a  nest  of  cater. 

>'■  vVe  don,t  much  relish  the  idea  of  taking  a  kind  of  spi- 
rial  nothing  into  another  world,  and  at  the  same  time  leave  an 
3  anized  something' to  rot  in  this. 

*ut,  my  friends,  there  is  no  necessity  for  being  loth  to  leave  a 
* mg’  troublesome,  wearying  and  wicked  world  like  this.  Cor- 
fdion  covers  its  whole  surface  and  its  sides.  You  can’t  turn 
,  in  *  wlthout  gening  bedaubed  with  sin  at  every  circumgy- 
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ration.  The  tree  of  friendship  is  covered  with  false  blossoms  :  tl 
leaves  of  love  are  only  green  in  the  spring  and  summer  of  lift 
honesty  finds  no  home  except  among  those  who  are  willing  to  1 
kept  poor  in  providing  for  it :  virtue  is  a  picked  goose — deprive 
of  its  feathers  and  fed  on  the  cold  slops  of  conventional  admir1 
tion;  while  vice,  with  stolen  cloak  and  borrowed  plumes,  is  coui 
ed,  flattered,  and  favored  by  all.  Our  fears  are  too  apt  to  be  we 
founded,  and  our  hopes,  for  the  most  part,  turn  out  to  be  miser; 
ble  humbugs.  The  Past  is  an  ocean  in  whose  deep  bosom  are  b 
ried  millions  of  valuable  gems — but  they  are  only  an  aggravatio: 
since  they  can  never  be  obtained ;  the  Present  is  a  rusty  treasui 
containing  a  few  coppers  and  any  quantity  of  cares;  and  the  F 
ture  is  as  deceiving  as  a  painted  and  patched-up  old  maid. 

My  friends :  you  needn’t  be  afraid  to  part  with  a  dirty  wor 
like  this,  for  you  may  suck  the  candy  of  this  consolation — y< 
cannot  possibly  go  to  a  worse  one,  and  you  may  stand  a  chan 
of  finding  a  better.  I  have  no  doubt  that  when  you  come  to  tal 
a  sail  from  time  to  eternity,  you  will  meet  with  some  green  islai 
in  the  ocean  of  immortality,  where  parting  is  never  known,  ai 
where  the  word  ‘farewell’  is  entirely  obsolete.  So  mote  it  be! 


'  1VI 

ON  MINDING  YOUR  OWN  BUSINESS. 

Text.—  I  meddle  with  no  man’s  business  but  my  own; 

I  rise  in  a  morning  early,  study  moderately, 

Eat  and  drink  cheerfully,  live  soberly, 

Take  my  innocent  pleasures  freely, 

So  meet  with  respect,  and  am  not  the  jest  of  the  family. 

My  Dear  Hearers:  These  words  are  none  of  my  own  arrangin 
but  those  which  my  friend  Otway  put  into  the  mouth  of  a  goi 
chaplain,  whom  he  manufactured  out  of  pen,  ink  and  paper,  a 
sisted  by  sweat  and  lamp-smoke.  They  might  answer  for  me,  ( 
a  pinch,  for  they  come  pretty  near  tallying  with  my  general  cour 
of  conduct — always  excepting  the  general  fly-offs  and  moral  u 
hitches  incident  to  poor,  shackly  mortality.  But  it  is  no  matt 
whether  they  were  intended  for  a  chaplain,  you  or  me,  they  a 
such  as  any  one  might  well  be  proud  of.  ‘  I  meddle  with  no  mar 
business  but  my  own.’  Flow  few  there  are  among  us  who  ci 
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ijr  their  hands  upon  their  hearts  and  say  this  in  solemn  sincerity ! 
ost  miserable  few !  If  the  majority  don’t  meddle  with  other 
Iks’  business  directly,  they  do  it  indirectly.  If  you  don’t  handle 
ur  neighbor’s  tools,  give  advice  to  his  servants,  dig  ditches  in 
i3  meadow,  nor  plough  where  he  has  planted,  you  still  are  too 
t  to  poke  the  prying  nose  of  curiosity  (’coon-like)  into  his  pri- 
te  business  affairs.  You  want  to  examine  and  analyze  what- 
er  fills  his  horn  of  plenty— see  whether  his  pies  of  pleasure 
jfitain  more  apple  or  spice  than  yours — ascertain  how  he  became 
ssessed  of  his  own,  and  what  his  prospects  are  of  increasing  his 
re.  1  hen  (puppy-like)  you  lick  his  face  with  the  tongue  of 
mdship  and  flattery,  while  (bulldog-like)  the  teeth  of  hatred 
i  envy  are  hard  to  be  concealed ;  and  afterwards  (serpent-like) 
u  sting  him  with  the  poisonous  fangs  of  slander.  I  know  there 
j  some  wh°  endeavor  to  mind  their  own  business ;  and  they 
1  always  rewarded  according  to  the  strength  of  their  exertions ; 
|: 11  runs  aSainst  the  grain  of  human  nature  for  a  man  to  absolve 
|iself  entirely  from  all  interference  in  the  affairs  of  others, 
hause  why  he  is  in  a  degree  dependent  upon  him  for  money, 
Id,  and  the  common  comforts  of  life,  and,  therefore,  he  must 
itch  him  as  a  cat  watcheth  a  mouse.  If,  like  a  snipe,  he  suck- 
a  sustenance  from  mud-holes,  there  would  be  no  occasion  for 
l  to  suck  from  his  fellow  mortal.  But,  my  friends,  try  as  hard 
fou  can  to  mind  your  own  business  and  let  others’  alone— for 
ave  read  of  a  person  making  twenty  thousand  dollars  by  doing 
i  same  thing,  ‘and  nothing  else ’-as  we  say  in  the  Bowery, 
dy  dear  hearers  :  ‘  I  rise  in  a  morning  early.’  0,  there  seems 
e  health  and  happiness  in  the  very  sound  of  the  sentence  !  Are 
i  up  with  the  lark  ?  No — I  am  afraid  you  are  rather  up  to  a 
k  ’—or  have  been,  all  the  night  previous.  How  do  you  feel, 
f1’  'v^en  ^le  ^est  beams  of  morning  are  making  the  world  joy- 
[  and  merry  ?  You  feel  inward  spurs— the  spurs  of  conscience, 
ime,  anguish,  and  remorse;  and  if  these  are  not  regular  lark- 
|r_s,  then  all  puns  and  prickers  are  pointless.  Be  up  and  stir- 
;  as  soon  as  the  blushing  morn  begins  to  put  the  stars  to  flight 
■s  well  as  the  mosquitoes;  enjoy  its  freshness  while  it  lasts; 

!:  *n  a  moment>  as  it  were,  it  is  borne  down  the  stream  of  day, 
le  overwhelmed  with  dazzling  light,  and  then  devoured  by  dark! 
i*.  All  I  have  to  say  upon  the  subject  is  this :  if  you  miss  the 
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mornings,  you  miss  some  sweet  bites  at  the  sweetest  ends  of  th< 
little  articles  that  serve  to  make  up  a  life-time,  called  days.  ‘  S 
dy  moderafely.’  It  is  all  folly  to  worry  and  tense  the  brain  in  t 
ing  to  find  out  how  the  milk  gets  into  the  c'ocoanut — how  1 
comes  and  goes — how  the  world  could  have  been  made  out  of  i 
thing — how  deep  eternity  is — how  a  snake  can  run  so  fast  wi 
out  legs — and  for  what  purpose  the  great  Hydrargos  was  ma< 
If  you  study  anxiously  to  pry  into  matters  incomprehensible,  y 
will  ere  long  begin  to  find  melancholy  murdering  your  mind,  a 
worms  eating  in  your  bosoms,  which  can  never  be  got  rid  of:  i 
not  even  by  swallowing  a  half-starved  crow. 

My  worthy  hearers :  ‘  Eat  and  drink  cheerfully,’  i.  e.,  nei 
gormandize  till  you  are  as  dull  as  an  old  hatchet,  nor  drink 
within  fifteen  degrees  of  stupidity.  You  are  always  safe  if  y 
never  feel  otherwise  than  cheerful  after  eating  or  drinking;  1 
beware  lest  the  cup  doth  so  cheer  thee  as  to  induce  thee  to  ma 
a  d — d  (darn’d)  fool  of  thyself !  Live  soberly  and  righteously,  a 
God  will  go  with  you  wherever  you  have  a  mind  to  travel,  or 
hazard.  Take  your  innocent  pleasures  freely.  No  harm  c 
concomitate,  provided  they  be  innocent.  They  are  good  for  t 
body,  good  for  the  soul,  and  good  for  the  social  condition  of  t 
world.  So  act,  so  comport,  and  you  will  meet  with  respect,  a 
escape  being  the  jest  of  the  great  family  of  mankind.  So  mote 


ON  DECEPTION. 

Text. — How  comely,  smooth  and  beautiful, 

And  yet  how  monstrous  rough! 

My  Hearers  :  I’m  stuck  to  begin  with.  When  I  want  ideas,  tht 
never  come — they  are  off,  playing  truant  in  some  sleepy  hollov 
but  when  1  have  no  occasion  for  them,  they  are  about,  thick 
than  flies  round  a  meat  shop.  How  do  I  look  up  here,  titillatir 
my  scalp  with  a  dexter  digit,  and  saying  nothing  but  talking  ?  I 
I  look  flat,  smooth,  silly,  comely,  beautiful  or  sheepish  ?  I  dor 
know  now  I  look,  but  I  feel  as  flat  as  a  bursted  bladder.  Not 
single  idea  about  the  premises  ! — all  stepped  out,  and  a  dreamy  s 
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ice  surrounds  the  throne  of  reason.  Never  mind— I  can  talk  to 
u  without  the  aid  of  ideas ;  for,  when  I  extend  my  oral  orifice 
ay  from  the  dinner  table,  words  of  all  sorts  and  sizes  roll  out 
e  potatoes  from  the  hind  end  of  a  wagon.  Therefore,  my  dear 
areis,  take  you  as  a  body,  as  I  now  behold  you,  with  your  clean 
aes,  shirts  and  faces,  new  coats,  frocks,  bonnets  and  brushed-up 
aearance,  you  appear  as  smooth  as  satin  and  as  pure  as  eighteen 
at  fine  Christianity.  You  look  beautiful  as  a  silent  and  listen- 
assemblage ;  but  T  am  afraid  that  all  your  polish  is  merely  put 
for  the  occasion.  As  soon  as  you  go  forth  again  into  the  world 
i  will  become  tarnished  by  its  greasy  fingers;  and  your  sins, 
being  shaken  up,  will  soak  through  and  stain  your  exteriors 
nuch  that  you  can’t  look  comely,  to  me,  nor  in  the  sight  of  any 
er  good  Christian.  However  fair  an  outward  appearance  you 

F  now  Present’  ^et  me  teH  you,  you  are  in  wardly  as  rough  as 
back  of  a  hedgehog,  and  as  foul  as  Zebedee’s  hen,  that  laid 
jie  rotten  eggs  to  a  good  one.  It  would  take  a  vast  quantity  of 
is  putty  to  fill  up  the  cracks  made  by  the  warpings  of  sin  in 
wainscots  and  casements  of  your  souls’  apartments;  and  not 
this  is  done,  will  itAe  of  any  more  use  to  apply  a  coat  of  mo- 
paint  than  it  would  be  to  stop  up  a  rat-hole  with  an  apple 
Plmg. 

[y  friends:  there  are  some  who  present  monstrous  rough  sur- 
s,  and  yet,  like  lobsters  and  oysters,  they  are  a  great  deal  bet- 
•han  they  look  to  be.  Their  hands  are  hard,  but  their  hearts 
'°ft;  their  skins  are  rough,  but  their  sympathies  are  smooth  • 
manners  are  coarse,  but  their  morals  are  fine ;  their  clothes 
be  the  worse  for  wear,  but  their  souls  are  whole ;— and  these 
hey  for  whom  the  gates  to  the  kingdom  of  happiness  are  open- 
v'hile  the  graceful,  fair-featured  and  costly-clad  workers  of  in- 
y  are  commanded  to  stand  back ;  for,  though  rich  and  good- 
mg,  they  ‘can’t  come  in.’  They  think  because  they  are 
>th  they  can  slip  in,  like  an  eel  through  the  fingers  of  the  de¬ 
but  they  may  depend  upon  it,  that  unless  they  quit  frequent- 
he  old  fellow’s  favorite  fishing  places,  and  refrain  from  biting 
s  baits  he  will  by-and-by  get  such  a  grab  upon  them  behind 
,  gills,  that  all  their  twisting  and  squirming  will  be  of  no  more 
han  trying  to  crawl  through  a  skunk’s  hole  into  paradise  re- 

»U « 
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My  dear  friends:  the  whole  world,  with  everything  in  it,  w, 
be  found  as  rough  as  the  pavements  in  a  portion  of  the  Bowe 
upon  a  minute  inspection.  Distance  and  deception  apparen 
smooth  down  its  asperities,  and  ‘  lend  enchantment  to  the  vie1 
Lend  is  the  word — we  only  get  the  loan  of  the  enchantment 
we  approach  the  objects  of  our  admiration.  Then  they  are  dive 
ed  of  nearly  all  their  ideal  charms.  We  see  them,  if  not  in  a  r 
ded  state,  in  their  mere  petticoats  ol  pride  and  beauty,  and  wc 
der  how  we  could  have  been  so  deceived  by  distance.  The  f 
distant  ocean  looks  as  calm  and  serene  as  the  blue  sky  above 
and  yet  it  hath  its  billows  and  breakers.  The  future,  that  we;» 
such  soft,  fine  and  delicate  fur  upon  its  back,  is  as  coarse  a, 
shaggy  as  a  spaniel  when  metamorphosed  into  the  present.  T1 
is  the  reason,  my  friends,  why  you  don’t  care  about  petting  t 
present,  but  take  such  a  fancy  to  the  future.  To-morrow  is  a  pr 
ty  bird,  with  beautiful  plumage,  that  sings  the  sweetest  of  son 
in  sylvan  shades;  but  when  turned  into  To-day,  like  the  bobol 
coin  in  autumn,  it  puts  on  old  rusty  gray  coat  and  ceases  to  sii 
How  smooth  looks  life’s  path  before  us,  and  yet  how  rough  J 
find  it,  and  how  hard  the  travelling  !  The  young  see  nothing  1 
pleasantness  around,  and  smoothness  ahead.  Alas  that  th 
should  be  so  doomed  to  disappointment !  There  are  more  hil 
and  hollows  between  them  and  the  tomb  than  ever  arrested  the  e 
of  youthful  imagination.  The  short  distance  that  I  have  travl 
led  has  already  worn  out  more  shoe-leather,  damaged  more  jo1 
destroyed  more  hopes,  spoiled  more  happiness,  and  dirtied  mcl 
dickeys,  than  ever  I  anticipated  at  the  outset.  But  thank  God, 
my  friend  the  razor-strop  man  would  say,  ‘  I’ve  a  few  more  le 
yet.  So  mote  it  be ! 


ON  REFORMATION. 

Text. — Our  passions  gone,  and  Reason  on  her  throne, 
Amazed  we  see  the  mischief  we  have  done. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  In  youth’s  lovely  spring-time,  and  the  eai 
part  of  manhood’s  gay  summer,  how  reckless  are  we,  frail  andfi 
gile  mortals  of  earth  !  We  1  take  no  thought  for  the  morrow,’  u 
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less  it  promises  to  appear  in  something  like  Fourth  of  July  tog¬ 
gery  ;  neither  do  we  take  any  note  of  Time — not  that  we  are  afraid 
to  trust  the  old  boss,  but  because  we  know  that  he  always  has  the 
solid  pewter  in  his  pocket  to  pull  out  for  us  as  we  canter  along. 
‘Take  no  thought  for  the  morrow'?’  Not  we,  most  scripturally, 
in  our  bread-and-molasses  days.  Then  we  ‘  behold  the  lilies  of 
the  field;’  but  we  don’t  care  the  pop  of  a  parched  kernel  of  corn 
^whether  they  spin,  card  wool,  knit  stockings,  sew  shirts,  braid 
ipalm-leaf  hats,  bind  shoes,  or  do  nothing  but  attend  to  their  own 
growing:  that’s  their  business,  not  ours.  We  know  that  they  are 
well-clothed — look  lovely — smell  pretty — and  are  no  doubt  hap¬ 
py,  like  our  own  careless  selves.  Further  than  this,  we  do  not 
trouble  our  delicate  minds,  but  hurrah  for  the  fun  and  frolic  of 
the  hour. 

At  that  incipient  stage  of  life,  my  brethren,  Thought,  Reason 
md  Philosophy  are  as  much  strangers  to  us  as  is  piety  to  a  plas- 
ter-o’-Paris  Christian,  or  patriotism  to  Power’s  Greek  Slave.  Fan- 
zy  is  our  mistress — our  guide — our  queen.  At  her  beck  or  bid, 
we  tear  our  clothes  and  bark  our  shins  in  climbing  scraggy  trees 
:o  rob  some  poor  mother  bird  of  those  precious  eggs  which  are  far 
more  dear  to  her  than  so  many  lumps  of  gold  to  a  miser;  and 
:herehy  deprive  ourselves  of  many  a  sweet  song  that  Nature  in- 
:ended  to  have  been  sung  for  us  in  after  days.  To  perfume  the 
swift-passing  hour,  we  thoughtlessly  pluck  the  bright  blossoms  of 
oromise  from  each  fruit-bearing  bush  ;  and  on  the  morrow  we 
nourn,  with  the  bereaved  parent  shrub,  to  behold  its  arms  babe- 
ess  :  no  infant  berries 

‘  Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the  balmy  breeze.’ 

In  our  headlong  plunges  into  the  inviting  pool  of  pleasure — de¬ 
ceitfully  gilded  by  an  ideal  sun,  or  silvered  by  an  imaginary  moon 
vve  often  dive  so  deeply  as  to  crack  our  brittle  cocoanuts  for  life, 
cr  bring  up  mud  from  the  bottom  upon  our  backs,  that,  in  spite  of 
ill  our  washings  at  the  fountain  of  repentance  in  later  years,  leaves 
stains  as  conspicuous  as  vicious  grease-spots  upon  the  vestal  robe 
af  Virtue — or  the  traces  of  taffy  about  the  hands  of  a  young  can¬ 
dy-sucker’s  ‘  mug.’ 

My  dear  friends :  when  you  get  matured — ripe — ready  for  use 
In  this  utilitarian  world — when  foolish  Fancy  abdicates  the  throne, 
and  majestic  reason  walks  stately  in  to  fill  her  place :  when  youth- 
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ful  Joy  has  shed  its  butterfly  wings— when  the  places  of  giddy 
Gaiety  and  reckless  Folly  are  occupied  by  sober  Thought  and  cool 
Reflection  in  short,  when  we  flrst  come  to  exercise  our  rational 
senses  we  roll  up  the  whites  of  our  eyes  with  perfect  amazement, 
and  turn  cream-colored  at  the  mischiefs  we  have  done — not  only 
to  innocent  little  birds,  harmless  frogs,  our  neighbors’  peach  orch¬ 
ards  and  watermelon  patches,  but  to  our  promising  prospects— our 
petted  hopes— and  even  to  our  own  admired  selves.  Then  some¬ 
thing  must  be  done  soon,  or  soon  nothing  will  do  something; 
for  we  begin  to  see  that  every  delay  is  dangerous  (except  in  cases 
of  threatened  flagellation),  and  that,  by  standing  still,  we  are  hur¬ 
rying  swiftly  on  to  destruction  :  and  so  we  call  upon  Resolution 
to  do  his  d— est  in  the  way  of  duty,  without  regard  to  the  pitiful 
plaints  of  Patience.  And  what  then  does  Resolution  do  ?  Why,  j 
she  sets  Reformation  to  work,  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  at  ten  dollars  a 
day,  and  sees  that  he  earns  treble  the  amount.  But,  alas!  beloved 
brethren,  there  are  too  many  sad  cases  where  youthful  indiscretion  ! 
has  imposed  jobs  upon  Reformation  beyond  the  possibility  of  any  j 
earthly  power  to  accomplish.  I  said  so  when  I  smashed  my  great  1 
toe  to  a  jelly,  by  kicking  an  obstinate  stone  that  refused  to  move  I 
out  of  my  youthful  path— and  stick  to  it  still. 

My  dear  hearers :  alter  the  wrathful  wings  of  the  tempest  have  J 
swept  over  the  vast  bosom  of  the  deep,  old  Ocean  becomes  calm 
once  more,  as  if  pensively  pondering  upon  the  melancholy  mis¬ 
chiefs  that  have  been  made.  So  you,  who  have  sown  your  wild 
oats,  and  become  partially  tamed  by  time,  may  look  back,  and  L 
mourn  with  amazement  over  the  dreadful  shipwreck  of  hopes  and 
chances,  upon  Passion’s  wild,  tempestuous  sea.  I  am  now  going 

to  talk  at  you,  individually,  with  considerable  more  mustard  than 
meal  in  my  mouth. 

You,  sir,  who  sit  over  there  by  the  window,  with  your  chin  rest¬ 
ing  upon  the  ball  of  your  thumb  and  the  knuckle  of  your  forefin¬ 
ger— you,  among  whose  raven  locks  and  black  grisly  bear  whis-  fl 
kers,  scant  thirty-five  years  have  sprinkled  numerous  grains  of 
salt— I  know  by  your  pale,  yellowish,  pond-lilied  visage,  that  you 
used  to  ‘go  it  while  you  were  young’  with  genuine  kangaroo 
jer  s.  You  were  fond  of -cards,  wine,  too  many  women  people, 
balls,  routs,  theatres,  horse  racing,  gambling,  and  Old  Dan  Tuck- 
•r.  h  hours  for  going  to  bed.  Y  our  care-worn  brow  and  time-tor-  + 
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ed  countenance  are  the  fp]]-tnl*>e  v 

our  boot  needed  toe-capping;  but  that  isToUht  te  “ 

th  b  rr  UP  h°W  m“ny  S°Iden  mimltes  you  have  let  slip 
■  the  bo  tomless  pi,  of  the  Past-how  much  they  would  amount 

dollar  a-piece,  and  how  much  you  are  the  loser  after  reck 

'*  ]"JUry  ,0  characte''  a"<i  outlays  for  repairs  necessary  to  a 
aged  constitution.  You  seem  repentant  W  H  amfd  he 

ds  that  surround  your  soul,  I  perceive  the  bright  Zum  of  a 
mation  morn  gleammg  above  the  dark  horizon  of  thoughts 
e  is  hope  for  you  yet,  sir.  You  are  in  the  prime  of  life  i„ 
-entre  of  a  wide  and  fertile  field ;  and  all  the  implements  of 
the  God  of  Nature  has  generously  given  vou  the  1, ! 
nod  order  for  use.  Go  ahead,  human  Lamboa  1  0  Te’ not 
uemned,  neither  is  your  brier  ye,  burst.  Live-do-w  rk- 

1  to  the  world  that,  although  you  were  a  wild,  bo, -headed 
ess  boy  once,  you  are  a  man  now;  and  that  you  Looted 

2  If  1J!  }  °,Ur  y0Unger  days  for  a  Sood  stick  of  timber  in  the 

Ui-work  of  present  society.  the 

1u,  young  lady,  yonder  by  the  post  1-you  with  roses  red  un 
mr  bonnet  but  none  blooming  upon  your  cheeks!  Alas' 
yfive  winters  have  no,  ye,  cast  their  snows  and  dangerous 
.«,  upon  you ;  still,  those  lips,  that  resemble  a  tenanZs 
"hell  uP°n  a  ban-en  beach-those  lustreless  eyes-sunken 
,  and  pu  monary  cough,  utter  ‘Fifty,,  with  a  feeble  whisper 
speak  of  thin  shoes,  tight  lacing,  the  blighting  ball-room' 

urs,  and  the  ‘  mouldering  urnd  Can  I  say  ‘  hope  ■  to  yoZ 
d!  you  are  a  wither  _  .  F  .  you  * 


you  are  a  withered  flower,  whose  sweeps'  has  Zen 
on  the  desert  air  ’ _ i.  •  .  .  .  ,  .  een 


j  •  ’  wuue,e  sweetness  has  been 

IhZl  b  T  a,r’~whose  briSh‘  petals  are  fast  dropping 

ly  Z?  7  Can  nCVer  be  renewe<i  ‘HI  Spring,  ever- 
yng,  shall  dawn  on  the  night  of  the  grave  >  P  S 

u  or  you,  old  brandy-guzzler,  with  nose  extra-jewelled  and 

.  a  ery  eyes  your  appetite  began  early  to  do  mischief  to 

l  our  mental  and  physical  faculties.  It  evidently  is  nla  ■ 

-  game  still  ;  and,  probably,  will  coMmutth^ 

«  ays,  you  accidentally  forget  yourself  for  ever-and  none  to 

str  ^  in  “■* 

nigger,  over  there  by  the  stove  !-I  shan't  say  anything 
f  ■  ou  are  cast  in  such  an  impenetrable  shade,  that  I 
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shall  not  venture  upon  a  scrutiny.  Both  your  mental  and  ph} 
cal  epidermis  is  so  confoundedly  opaque,  that  my  philosophi 
spectacles  fail  to  pierce  it.  Ail  I  have  to  remark  is,  that  you  w 
a  happy  nigger  in  the  beginning — happy  now — and  always  \ 
be — till  the  world  turns  to  whit-leather. 

My  dear  hearers  :  without  looking  back  to  see  what  miscl 
we  accomplished  in  our  care-for-nothing  days,  let’s  see  \vhatg< 
we  can  do  now.  Seeing  that  honesty  is  at  a  premium — since 
‘City  Fathers1  have  disposed  of  so  much  of  the  article — supp  j 
we  all  try  to  act  according  to  the  rules  of  strict  integrity.  | 
shall  be  gainers  in  the  end  by  it,  as  was  old  Sol.  Sloane,  wht 
epitaph  I  recollect  of  having  once  had  recited  to  me: 


Beneath  this  stone 
Lies  old  Sol.  Sloane, 

Who  meant  his  neighbor  no  evil  : 

When  sounds  the  last  trump, 

Up  he  shall  jump, 

And  scratch  his - head, 

And  triumph  o’er  Death  and  the  Devil ! 

So  mote  it  be ! 


ALL  IS  NOT  GOLD  THAT  GLITTERS. 

Text. — Judge  not  from  looks,  though  foul  or  fair — 
Appearances  deceitful  are. 


My  Hearers:  If  you  had  never  seen  a  toad,  and  were  to  find 
sitting  in  your  path,  or  anywhere  else,  you  would  judge  by 
looks  that  he  couldn’t  jump  farther  than  a  mud-turtle;  but  if 
touched  him  with  the  toe  of  your  boot,  you  would  find  not  al 
fugaciousness  about  his  fundamental  machinery.  So  you  areL 
ceived  in  regard  to  thousands  of  things,  in  this  uncertain  wc 
and  in  a  thousand  different  ways.  Now,  to  look  at  me,  up  hi 
making  a  noise  (I  was  about  to  say  for  nothing)  for  your  ben 
you  wouldn’t  think  that  I  could  preach  any  more  than  a  man  m 
of  putty  and  beeswax;  but  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  friends, {* 
me  plenty  of  pulpit  room,  an  encouraging  audience,  a  glass  of 
(water  I  mean)  and  a  clean  shirt,  and  if  f  can’t  skin  a  text,  ; 
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how  you  the  fat  of  it,  quicker  than  a  fish-woman  can  flay  an  eel, 
ou  can  take  my  hat  for  a  temporary  spit-box. 

My  friends  :  behold  the  distant  landscape  ! — 

So  quiet  and  so  fair, 

It  seems  as  if  a  paradise 
Were  surely  planted  there. 

:’es,  it  looks  lovely  in  the  distance.  It  seems  a  mixture  of  the 
eavenly  and  the  sublunary — a  happy  commingling  of  the  celes- 
al  with  the  terrestrial,  where  Peace  has  built  her  bowers,  and 
aim  Contentment  dwells ;  but  you  go  there,  and  you  find  it,  after 
11,  a  rough  foreground  to  another  fine  picture.  And  so  it  is  with 
be  Future,  my  friends — always  lovely  in  itself,  but  when  trans- 
j  luted  into  the  Present,  it  is  as  ugly  as  a  pretty  little  sucking  pig 
jrown  up  to  an  old  grunting  porker.  To-morrow  appears  to  you 
beautiful  green  island  in  the  stream  of  time — gilded  with  sun- 
hine,  and  festooned  with  flowers ;  but  when  turned  into  To-day, 
t:  is  no  more  to  be  compared  with  the  to-morrow  that  is  to  come, 
ban  an  old  April-fool’s  day  is  equal  to  a  fresh  Fourth  of  July, 
lut  all  to-morrows  are  deceitful — as  deceitful  as  the  phosphores- 
ent  marsh-lamp,  which  the  traveller  never  reacheth. 

My  dear  friends :  if  you  are  guided  by  appearances  alone,  in 

Ibis  half  moon-lighted  sphere,  you  are  very  liable  to  be  deceived. 
Vhat  seems  to  be  a  smooth  and  solid  foundation  for  the  foot  oft- 

1n  turns  out  to  be  merely  a  sky-polished  puddle.  Look  out  for 
he  hypocrites ! — dressing  in  black  doesn’t  make  a  saint.  If  it 
oes,  the  devil  is  one  of  ’em.  It  is  said  that  fine  feathers  make 
ihe  bird.  There  is  much  truth  in  this :  for  when  you  see  young 
lien  and  women  dressed  beyond  the  mark  of  propriety,  you  may 
ake  it  for  granted  that  they  are  ‘  birds,’  and  nothing  else.  The 
kst-looking  women  often  make  the  worst  wives,  and  worse  pud- 
.ings;  however,  I  would  not  have  you,  my  dear  bachelors,  search 
ivery  nook  and  corner  of  female  society  for  the  ugliest  specimen 
if  the  sex,  through  fear  that  one  more  prepossessing  might  turn 
•ut  to  be,  as  my  friend  Josephus  says,  stained  basswood  instead 
>f  true  mahogany.  I  mean  to  say  that  you  cant’t  tell  how  good 
:ating  a  fish  may  be  by  the  color  of  the  scales. 

My  hearers :  a  beer-bloated  man  has  the  appearance  of  having 
i  goodly  supply  of  flesh  upon  his  bones — but  you  know  he  has 
tot :  so  many  a  lean  mind  gets  bloated  with  vanity  and  parasitical 
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praise,  and  is  mistaken  by  the  superficial  as  possessing  the  true 
adipose  of  talent.  As  upon  the  grape  and  cucumber  vines,  so 
there  are  false  flowers  upon  the  vines  of  friendship.  Button  up 
your  pockets  in  the  face  of  him  whose  new-made  friendship  exhi¬ 
bits  an  extra  fine  polish— for  appearances  are  deceitful.  Where 
there  is  a  general  fog,  don’t  imagine  that  your  neighbor  is  in  a 
thicker  pait  of  it  than  yourself  ;  for  he  can  see  just  as  far  as  you 
can— and,  haply,  a  little  farther,  if  his  optics  be  keener.  There  is 


so  much  counterfeit  in  the  world,  we  hardly  know  what  is  genu¬ 
ine.  Vice  assumes  the  garb  of  Virtue,  and  gets  beaued  about  by ; 
Mr.  Respectability,  as  though  she  were  a  beautiful  creature  from 
soul  to  surface,  and  her  breath  didn’t  smell  bad— there's  so  much 
fashionable  flummery  about  Piety  that  you  can  tell  her,  in  church,  j 
Irom  a  heap  of  silk-swaddled  sin — and  Immorality  is  as  much  dis- 1 
guised  as  poison  in  a  baleful  blossom. 

My  dear  friends :  it  is  a  very  deceiving  world  we  live  in,  and  i 
you  must  judge  of  nothing  merely  by  the  looks.  The  adder  that  | 
stings  has  as  harmless  an  appearance  as  the  snake  that  has  the  ; 
will,  but  lacks  the  power,  to  injure.  To  tell  whether  a  thing  be 
hot  or  cold,  you  must  feel  of  it — to  ascertain  its  flavor,  you  must  j 
taste  it— to  test  a  mail’s  honesty,  you  must  try  him— and  to  find 
out  all  about  a  woman,  you  must  marry  her.  But  put  not  your 
trust  in  appearances;  pat  it  not  in  princes ;  put  it  not  any  where 
upon  earth ;  put  it  higher  up— stick  it  in  heaven.  So  mote  it  be ! 

■ 


Text. — 0,  fly  with  me!  by  these  sweet  strings, 
Swept  o’er  by  Passion’s  fingers — 

By  all  the  rocks,  and  vales,  and  springs, 
Where  Memory  lives  and  lingers — 
By  all  the  tongue  can  never  tell — 

By  all  the  heart  has  told  so  well — 

By  all  that  has  been  or  may  be — 

And  by  Love’s  self — 0,  fly  with  me ! 


ON  FLYINO. 


My  Dear  Hearers;  There  are  various  kinds  of  flying  practised 
between  heaven  and  earth.  Flying  into  a  passion  is  one  thing;  > 
flying  off  the  handle  is  another ;  and  flying  newspapers  at  the  « 
printing  press  is  still  another — to  say  nothing,  at  present,  of  n*-  i 
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rigating  airy  space  with  a  pair  of  feathery  sculls.  Time  and  mo- 
ley  fly  without  wings;  and  so  do  brickbats  in  a  street  row. 
tVoodchoppers  make  the  chips  fly;  ugly-looking  girls,  and  the 
ilacksmith’s  hammer,  make  the  sparks  fly;  belligerent  cals  make 
he  fur  fly;  and  boarding-house  caterpillars  make  the  butter  fly. 
Hadam  Rumor  flies,  or  rather  flutters,  about  like  a  fidgetty  popin- 
ay;  and  News,  that  once  paddled  along  upon  lazy,  crow-like  pi- 
llons5  now  borrows  the  wings  of  heaven’s  red  lightning,  and  darts 
a  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth  in  less  than  two  throbs  of  a 
cared  kitten’s  liver. 

My  respected  friends :  let  us  now  confabulate  about  flying  in 
»  more  literal  sense — about  making  headway  through  the  air. 
ropeiled  by  vibratory  motion,  supported  by  nothing— in  pursuit 
f  nothing  in  particular  and  pursued  by  nothing  that  one  might 
:ar— not  even  a  police  officer.  By  the  pulse  of  the  times— by 
rong-pimoned  women,  new-pluming  themselves  for  a  higher 
;rch  (though  I  fear  that,  in  this,  they  will  fall. short,  as  I  have 
en  hens,  in  endeavoring  to  gain  a  roost  above  their  capacity  to 
ach)  and  by  the  perpendicularity  of  my  mental  polar  needle,  I 
el  just  as  confident  that  this  state  of  things  will  yet  come  to  pass, 

I  am  sure  that  lawyers  will  never  go  to  heaven  any  other  way 
an  by  degrees. 

0,  won’t  we  then  have  a  glorious  time  of  it!  \y0n’t  there  be 
h  jollity,  and  revelry,  in  the  blue-curtained  halls  of  the  sky  ! 
.rewell,  then,  to  every  earthly  care  and  toil :  let  the  earth  be- 
me  a  wilderness,  yielding  spontaneous  food,  both  animal  and 
stable,  for  happy  mortals :  good  riddance  to  horses,  and  pros- 
:ity  to  wild  cattle.  Could  friend  Pope  only  be  with  us  at  that 
then  might  he  well  and  most  truly  exclaim : 

4  Arise,  my  St.  John  !  leave  all  meaner  things 
To  low  ambition,  and  the  pride  of  kings  !’ 

j  shall  then  not  only  be  enabled  to  1  read  our  titles  clear  to  man¬ 
tis  in  the  skies,’  but  take  actual  possession  of  them.  Yes.  my 
thren,^  Utopia  will  then  no  longer  possess  an  imaginary  where- 
»ut,  but  occupy  a  defined  locality;  and  air-castle  builders,  and 
ncy*  stock  speculators,  and  others  who  have  invested  all  their 
>es  in  aerial  architecture,  will  have  a  chance  to  see  for  them¬ 
es  ‘  how  the  work  goes  on,’  and  what  dividend  will  probably 
declared  as  the  result  of  their  outlays.  What  an  interesting 
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spectacle  it  will  be  for  those  who  have  folded  their  weary  pinions 
and  are  resting  themselves  for  a  while,  by  perambulating  the  sor¬ 
did  dust,  to  behold  the  moonlight  darkened  by  clouds  of  petticoats 
and  trowsers  sailing  majestically  above,  or  dancing  Spanish  reejs 
and  cotillions,  like  so  many  insects  in  the  bright  sunshine  of  a  sum¬ 
mers  day  !  *  High  times,  Billy  !’  methinks  I  hear  butcher  Joe  ex¬ 

claim;  ‘everybody’s  up  now — no  mock-turtle  aristocracy  to  rid< 
over  us  up  here.  All  we  have  to  do  is  to  fly  a  little  higher  thar 
sich  upstarts  and  highfliers,  and  let  the  old  tobacco  chaws  gravi 
tate.  Can’t  we  spree  it,  though,  clear  from  California  to  Australia 
without  the  ghost  of  a  shill’n  atween  us?  G’long !’ 

0,  my  brethren,  it  will  be  a  funny  sight,  indeed,  to  see  an  ‘  ol<  : 
coman’  flapping  through  the  air,  with  a  gabbling  brood  wigglinj 
in  her  wake,  while  the  ‘  old  man  ’  is  off  upon  a  short  exploring  ex 
pedition  to  the  highest  peaks  of  the  Himlaya  Mountains  :  fat  al 
dermen,  wagging  and  waddling  their  weary  way  through  a  lowe< 
atmosphere — scarcely  high  enough  to  prevent  their  abdomens  fron  < 
being  tickled  by  the  tops  of  cedar  bushes;  and  lovers,  too — hap: 
py  lovers  !— billing  and  cooing  in  their  felicitous  flight,  accompa 
nied  by  chaste  Diana— ‘  queen  of  the  silver  bow’— up  to  wher 
the  busy  gods  are  engaged  in  distilling  night’s  balmy  dews- 
enuffing  delightful  odors,  at  the  very  portal  of  Paradise,  until  th 
lark’s  merry*  breakfast-call,  below,  summons  them  down  to  tb 
vulgar  reality  of  beefsteak  and  coffee.  Yes,  my  friends,  for  youn 
folks  having  courting  jobs  on  hand,  that  will  be  ‘the  good  tim 
come,’  for  a  fact.  Yonder  little  brat  in  button-ups,  if  he  grows  u 
to  mow  grass  with  a  scythe  and  beard  with  a  razor,  may  possibl 
be  heard  to  address  his  heart’s  idol  something  after  this  sort: 

‘0,  fly  with  me,  and  we  will  wing 
Our  glad  way  through  the  sky, 

And  hear  the  cherubs  revelling 
In  happy  halls  on  high; 

The  envious  angels  when  we  pass, 

Shall  cease  their  songs,  and  cry  ‘  Alas!’ 

For  it  will  break  their  very  heart 
To  see  how  fair  and  dear  thou  art! 

Then  fly  with  me,  my  Sally  dear ! 

0,  fly  with  me,  your  grenadier! 

And  leave  th’  ‘Old  Folks  at  Home!’ 

My  dear  friends:  when  I  think  of  this  glorious  time  and  its  u 
told  joys,  I  feel  vastly  Elijaherish.  I  feel  as  if  I  should  go  up 


SHORT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


255 

spite  of  myself :  as  if  the  hempen  cords  that  bind  me  to  mother 
Earth  were  too  brittle  to  withstand  the  powerful  jerkings  of  spas¬ 
modic  aspiration  ;  and  yet,  just  as  I  have  given  a  squat,  prepara¬ 
tory  to  the  first  flap,  something  whispers  to  me  ‘  Fly  not  yet !’  and 
so  I  philosophically  conclude  to  hold  on  a  bit.  Well,  brethren,  to 
be  cool  upon  the  matter,  I  am  content  to  remain  upon  this  revolv¬ 
ing  dunghill  so  long  as  Providence  sees  proper  to  allow  me,  with¬ 
out  jumping  higher  than  into  an  omnibus  or  railroad  car.  Even 
if  l  were  impatient  of  soaring  aloft,  I  am  so  old  and  shackly  now 
that  I  wouldn’t  venture  to  set  my  corporeal  Dark  afloat  upon  such 
a  dangerous  sea  as  the  one  above,  freighted,  as  it  is,  with  so  va¬ 
luable  a  cargo  of  worldly  hopes  and  joyous  anticipations.  There¬ 
fore,  I  shall  cling  to  mother  Earth,  as  close  as  a  tick  in  the  wool; 
nor  fall  at  last  from  some  giddy  height,  but  gently  topple  over,  and 
calmly  resign  myself  to  the  sweet  slumbers  of  the  tomb. 

As  for  you,  my  young  saplings,  the  time  is  still  far  distant  when 
you  will  hold  companionship  with  hawks,  or  compel  eagles  to  seek 
refuge  in  brier  bushes.  So,  content  ye  yourselves  to  grovel  for  a 
while  longer  upon  the  vulgar  ground.  Here,  at  least,  you  can  get 
something  like  a  firm  foothold  to  push  ahead  1  in  spite  of  wind  or 
weather;’  and  I  can’t  promise  you  this,  should  adverse  fortune 
overtake  you  somewhere  betwixt  heaven  and  earth — millions  of 
miles  from  the  one,  and  at  an  alarming  distance  from  the  other. 
The  free  and  firm  soil  is  the  softest,  by  all  odds.  True,  you  may 
sometimes  get  stuck  in  the  mud ;  but  a  little  patience,  perseve¬ 
rance,  and  a  good  stock  of  cheer,  will  put  you  through  as  sleek 
as  goose  oil.  Remember  that,  like  bats  and  flying  squirrels,  you 
can  never  rise  from  the  level  ground ;  you  must  climb  to  a  certain 
elevation  before  you  take  wing.  So,  commence,  my  ambitious 
youths,  to  work  your  way  up  while  you  have  strength  of  limb, 
vigor  of  body,  and  activity  of  mind;  and  then,  when  the  good  fly¬ 
ing  time  shall  come,  you  will  only  have  to  spread  yourselves,  and 
pitch  off  from  some  lofty  pinnacle  of  fame,  and  partake  of  the  pri¬ 
vileges  and  rights  enjoyed  by  hawks  and  turkey-buzzards,  and  all 
other  occupants  of  the  air. 

But  hark’e,  my  brethren  !  you  are  not  to  reach  another  world  by 
any  such  artificial  means  of  conveyance.  No, — men  once  under¬ 
took  to  get  there  by  heaping  up  a  vast  pile  of  bricks  and  mortar: 
but  Omnipotence  confused  their  tongues,  and  scattered  them  in 
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remnants  to  every  point  ot  the  compass,  and  they  became  meie 
ground-moles  again.  So,  if  you,  instead  of  ascending  the  ladder 
of  faith,  hope  and  charity,  and  genuine  good  works,  make  the  at¬ 
tempt  to  fly  into  the  windo  ,v  of  heaven,  you  will  come  down  with 
the  force  of  a  hodful  of  bricks  from  a  staging ;  and,  when  thus 
you  fall,  you  will  fall  like  Lucifer — never  to  rise  again.  So  mote 
it  be! 


ON  HUMAN  AND  ANIMAL  LIFE. 

Text. — Behold  !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  earth,  behold  ! 

See  all  but  man  with  unearned- pleasure  gay: 

See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold, 

Broke  from  her  wintry  tomb  in  prime  of  May! 

What  youthful  bride  can  equal  her  array? 

Who  can  with  her  for  easy  pleasures  vie? 

From  mead  to  mead  with  gentle  wing  to  stray, 

From  flower  to  flower  on  balmy  gales  to  fly, 

Is  all  she  has  to  do  beneath  the  radiant  sky. 

Dear  Hearers:  ilan,  in  his  hfe-time,  experiences  more  exta- 
tic  joy,  more  exquisite  pleasure,  and  by  far  more  real  misery,  than 
any  other  living  object;  but  that  calm  and  careless  content  enjoy¬ 
ed  by  the  brute  creation,  he  knows  no  more  about  than  Satan  does 
of  psalm-singing.  He  can’t  be  easy  over  an  hour  at  a  stretch  to 
save  his  soul;  but  must  keep  hitching  and  wriggling  about,  like  a 
monkey  in  a  menagerie.  It  is  morally  impossible  for  him  to  sit 
still  and  suck  the  sweets  of  peace  and  contentment  through  a 
straw,  as  I  used  to  suck  new  cider  in  my  boyhood;  but  he  must 
(live  over  head  and  ears  into  a  half-hogshead  of  pleasure,  and  come 
out  feeling  as  satisfied,  sick,  sleek  and  slippery  as  though  he  had 
been  taking  a  hip-bath  in  a  tub  of  soap-grease.  He  must  go.to 
txtri  mes  be  either  dancing  with  delight  in  the  highest  heaven  of 
happiness,  or  grunting  and  groaning  in  the  lowest  hell  of  misery. 
He  enjoys  no  medium,  but  goes  it  with  a  rush  from  extreme  to 
extieme;  and  paltry  are  the  pleasures  snatched  up  in  his  everlast¬ 
ing  oscillations.  Yes,  he  goes  it  with  an  entire  rush.  He  wants 
but  five  minutes  to  consume  half  an  hour— a  week  to  demolish  a 
month— and  a  year  to  spoil  the  best  prospects  of  a  life  time.  He 
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arns  his  pleasures,  and  he  devours  them  :  he  entails  trouble  up- 
n  lmself,  and  then  curses  his  stars,  or  kicks  the  first  dog  that 
as  the  misfortune  to  fall  in  his  way  :  he  accumulates  mountains 
t  riches,  but  not  a  single  gem  of  happiness  can  he  find  in  the 
o  e  heap :  the  riches  perchance  take  wings,  and  poverty  is  his 
impaiuon  to  the  grave.  Here  he  sits  himself  down,  and  over- 
tuls  the  pack  of  trumpery  picked  up  during  the  journey  through 
e.  On  one  side  he  puts  whatever  joys,  pleasures  and  blisses 
e  contained  in  the  bundle,  and  on  the  other,  all  the  cares,  pains, 
ip  exities,  griefs,  sorrows  and  woes  that  existence  has  gathered, 
ravens  how  he  rolls  his  eyes  in  astonishment,  when  he  corn- 
res  the  little,  glittering  parcel  upon  the  one  hand,  with  the  vast 
ancholy  pile  that  frowns  upon  the  other  1  ‘  Talk  about  the 

's  ol  life,’  he  exclaims ;  ‘it  is  true,  the  few  that  mortals  gain 
ve  a  nominal  value,  as  precious  metals  obtained  at  a  vast  deal 
oil  and  trouble  ;  but  sell  the  ills  of  existence  for  poudrette,  at 
nenny  a  cart-load— give  me  the  receipts— and  if  the  whole  king- 

m  of  heaven  were  put  up  at  auction,  I  think  I  should  be  able  to 
fcnase  it.’ 

WOr*y  hearere  :  and  ^e  earth  in  general!  be- 

s  r7  3  1  Cr,ea'U7'  “7*  ho™-’  are  gay  with  unearned 

*  ,  7°k  at  the  ho® !— he  has  his  pleasures  without  toil  or 

-  .  he  takes  it  easy,  and  I  don’t  know  but  he  enjoys  himself  as 

onally  as  anybody.  He  slanders  no  one,  and  cares  nothing  for 
rt  is  said  about  him :  neither  envy,  nor  jealousy,  ever  disturbs 

it  fulTnrhe  r‘S  i  8  SWU1  ^  PCaCe’  and  sleePs  s°undly 
l  J  ,  stomach  ^  a"  easy  conscience;  and  sometimes,  too, 

‘  SkS  a7Ut  as  lhou«h  he  had  a  joy  in  perspective  beyond  the 
ilege  ol  rooting  a  potato-patch.  The  toad  don’t  care  whe- 
he  is  admired  for  his  ugliness,  or  traduced  for  his  patience  • 
us  and  winks  in  a  thunder-storm  as  composedly  as  I  smoke  a 
f  a”'d  the  dln  a"d  battle  of  politics.  He  jumps  for  joy  t  well 
n  flies,  and  though  he  goes  through  the  world  with  a  jerk  and 
ec  ed  jacket,  he  is  as  happy  as  he  is  wanting  in  whiskers  and 
mible  apparei.  See  the  butterfly-, hat  pretty  emblem  of 
}  and  pleasure ;  see  how  she  flits  from  flower  to  flower  upon 
>  P""°ns’  Wlth  a  htlle  heart  stuffed  as  full  as  a  pincushion 

icomn  a  o'1!58'  .  HCT  inn0Cem  Sports  and  amusements  are 
pame  wit  expense ;  and  unlike  our  two-legged  butter- 
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fly  belles,  she  is  satisfied  with  her  comely  array,  and  never  chan* 
ges  it  for  the  sake  of  capricious  fashion.  Every  beast,  bird,  fish 
and  reptile,  sees  more  true  happiness  in  its  brief  existence  than  wc 
humans  could  get  hold  of,  if  we  lived  a  thousand  years,  and  hav< 
every  wish  gratified  as  it  bubbled  up  from  the  ever-boiling  waters 
of  the  heart.  Man !  the  outcast  of  nature ;  man !  the  wretchet 
thrall  of  dripping  sweat  and  sweltry  pain — of  cares  that  eat  int( 
his  peace,  as  rats  gnaw  into  a  cheese — of  views  that  poison  hi: 
bosom  and  deaden  his  soul — finds  no  rest  upon  earth,  and  some 
times  can  scarce  find  a  peg  upon  which  to  hang  his  hopes  of  ai 
hereafter.  He  struggles,  prays,  cheats,  praises,  duns,  flatters,  lies 
fawns,  pays  visits,  and  swindles,  to  procure  for  himself  a  whol 
loaf  of  enjoyment ;  but  he  only  gets  a  small  slice,  after  all — an 
that  has  not  enough  of  the  butter  of  bliss  on  it  to  grease  the  nos 
of  a  cockroach.  But,  my  friends,  as  we  can’t  have  heaps  of  hap 
piness  in  this  wrorld,  we  must  try  to  be  content  with  the  few  crumb 
that  Providence  lets  fall  from  her  table-cloth  at  our  feet.  Thoug 
few,  they  are  not  far  between,  and,  though  small,  they  are  del 
ciously  sweet.  As  it  is,  we  are  prevented  from  making  hogs  c 
ourselves;  and,  therefore,  ought  to  be  thankful  that  our  pleasure 
are  dealt  out  to  us  in  small  parcels,  that  we  may  always  apprec 
ate  them,  and  have  our  appetites  in  readiness  for  their  enjoymen 
So  mote  it  be ! 


PLUVIOUS  WEATHER. 

Text. — The  weathercock  has  rusted  East, 

The  blue  sky  is  forgotten, 

The  earth’s  a  saturated  sponge, 

And  vegetation’s  rotten. 

I  hate  to  see  the  ‘darkest  side,’ 

I  hate  to  be  complaining, 

But,  hang  me,  if  my  temper  stands 
This  raining,  raining,  raining. 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  The  weather,  for  a  month  or  so  past,  hr 
been  most  pluvial  indeed.  Selah  !  In  sooth,  ever  since  my  pa 
ticular,  smooth,  and  straight-forward  friends,  the  Quakers,  la: 
brought  rain  upon  us,  the  clouds  have  been  troubled  with  an  e) 
traordinary  incontinence — they  have  made  many  and  oft-repeate 
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attempts  to  hold  up,  but  all  have  proved  abortive,  until  now  ; 
whereat,  I  am  happy  to  say,  that  we  have  a  prospect  of  brighter 
skies  and  days  of  a  more  smiling  countenance.  Amen  !  Yes,  my 
brethren,  Euroclydon  has  long  been  the  favored  president  of  the 
dull-pinioned  winds,  and  a  surly  master  over  the  gay  and  gauzy, 
winged  breezes.  He  has  scarcely  given  us  aught  but  rain,  rain, 
rain,  as  if  solely  for  promoting  the  pleasure  of  young  ducks,  and 
producing  a  good  crop  of  potatoes.  The  summer  flowers,  so  long 
accustomed  to  hanging  their  heads  and  weeping,  seem  to  make  la¬ 
borious  attempts  to  look  up  and  laugh,  as  is  their  wont.  The 
weathercock  appears  to  have  seen  something  vastly  interesting  to 
’rivet  his  attention  to  the  East,  whether  it  be  the  cholera,  the  do¬ 
ngs  in  the  Celestial  Empire,  our  Foreign  Relations,  or  the  stray 
ghost  of  Fifty-Four  Forty,  that  he  is  so  intently  watching,  is  be¬ 
yond  the  narrow  limits  of  my  comprehension.  At  any  rate,  he 
las  been  a  long  time  there,  and  manifested  a  fixed  determination 
>f  purpose,  that  ought  to  serve  as  a  pattern  for  politicians,  hypo- 
rites,  and  the  veering'portion  of  mankind  in  general. 

My  dear  hearers:  the  blue  sky  has  been  as  much  forgotten  as 
•hough  it  were  only  put  up  for  a  temporary  purpose-— the  earth  is 
1.  completely  saturated  sponge,  and  vegetation  has  grown  rank 
ven  to  the  verge  of  rottenness :  but  ‘  the  Lord  reigneth;  let  the 
arth  be  glad,  and  rejoice  in  the  fulness  thereof.’  However  hap- 
y  old  Terra  Firma  may  be  in  the  plenitude  of  his  pluviousness, 
is  impossible  for  a  human  to  be  anything  like  jovial  with  a  wet 
icket  and  spirits  as  damp  as  a  meadow  at  midnight.  Now,  a  good 
nart  shower,  in  the  middle  of  a  sultry  afternoon,  after  a  dry  spell 
-one  that  comes  down  with  an  earnestness  of  purpose,  as  if  it 
ially  meant  to  do  something  and  have  it  done  with— one  trim- 
ed  with  lightning  of  the  latest  fashion,  and  accompanied  with 
ie  long-celebrated  Native  American  thunder— is  interesting,  plea- 
ng,  and  refreshing.  The  farmer  feels  grateful,  and  thanks  come 
lbbling  up  from  the  well-springs  of  his  heart,  as  he  sits  smoking 
s  pipe  by  the  door,  and  watching  the  big  rain-drops  as  they  ru^h 
)wn  to  quench  the  thirst  of  his  parching  fields,  and  bathe  the  fe¬ 
ared  brow  of  Nature,  fast  sinking  into  a  fainting  fit.  It  is  a  pretty 
cture  for  him  to  behold.  The  hens  and  chickens  (old  cock-a- 
*°dle  with  the  rest)  scud  for  the  barn-shed,  as  if  careful  of  their 
hcoes;  the  ducks,  on  the  contrary,  squaddie  along  the  swollen 
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gutters,  enjoying  a  heyday  of  delight;  the  pigs  look  out  of  their 
pens.  philosophizing  upon  the  mysterious  changes  of  an  ever- 
changing  world;  the  grass  looks  greener,  and  the  flowers  look 
fairer,  humbly  bending  beneath  the  shower,  as  ought  you  to  do, 
you  stiff-necked  children  of  pride,  when  visited  by  the  storms  of 
affliction  and  adversity.  Anon  shines  out  the  sun  in  all  his  ma¬ 
jesty,  might  and  glory.  The  beautiful  rainbow  of  hope  and  pro¬ 
mise  glows  upon  the  back  of  the  receding  shower — the  birds  sing 
as  though  they  couldn’t  help  it — butterflies  flit  about — toads  hop 
— worms  crawl — everything  looks  gay,  animated  and  cheerful ; 
and  the -heart  of  man  almost  jumps  into  his  hat  for  joy.  This  is 
the  kind  of  rain  that  I  should  like  to  subscribe  for,  and  have  served 
regularly,  as  they  say  of  the  newspaper;  but  your  everlasting 
drizzle,  without  a  middle,  latter,  part  or  end,  is  enough  to  soak 
one’s  soul  with  melancholy,  rendering  it  as  heavy  as  a  log  that 
has  lain  in  the  water  from  time  immemorial  up  to — 54  40. 

My  dear  friends:  when  1  revolve  the  matter  in  my  mind,  I  can’t 
forbear  saying,  in  conclusion,  that  there  is  no  use  "in  grumbling 
about  the  thing.  Although  the  dark  side  has  long  been  presented 
to  our  view,  we  must  recollect  that  the  bright  one  is  sure  to  come 
round  in  the  circumgyrative  course  of  nature.  There’s  no  use  in 
grumbling ;  you  can’t  fret  the  weather  into  fairness,  nor  swear  the 
clouds  out  of  sight.  Providence  knows  what  is  best  for  you  all; 
and,  if  you  are  only  willing  to  leave  the  management  with  Him 
who  ‘  rides  upon  the  whirl  wind  and  directs  the  storm,’  you  will 
come  out  as  straight  as  a  rat's  tail  in  the  end — reckoning  from  thft 
Fourth  of  July  for  ever.  So  mote  it  be ! 


why  no  we  live  or  die  ? 

Text.—  We  are  born  ;  we  laugh  ;  we  weep; 

We  love;  we  droop  ;  we  die  ! 

Ah  !  wherefore  do  we  laugh  or  weep  ? 

Why  do  we  live  or  die  ? 

Who  knows  that  secret  deep 
Alas!  not  I. 

My  Hearers  :  One  tiling  is  certain  :  we  are  born.  Nobody  ever 
broke  into  this  world  unless  a  woman  had  a  hand  in  the  matter, 
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except  our  first  parents;  and  how  they  were  made  out  nf  th  n 
\TinSs  and  whittlings  of  creation,  is  a  couple  of  miles  beyondV" 
comprehension.  Although  we  have  no  recollection  of  h  i  7 
born,  yet  the  fact  is  evident.  We  are  broth!  here.  ^7 

iLe.ns,  and  we  must  endeavor  to  make  the  best  of  our  tin  m*  ° 
terrestrial  situations.  If  man’s  in  or*  ,  1  tlouklesome 

he  foresee  the  trials  anrl  ,  ?.  SS  'VCre  VoluntaiT>  aad  could 
ac  loiesee  me  trials  and  perplexities  that  await  him  n 

stand  doubting  a  long  while  at  the  door  of  eZ „ c  Jre he 
noned  resolution  to  enter  Ye.  ami  m 9  6  lle  Sum' 

O  nonentity,  with  a  shaver, ^ 
old  and  uncharitable  atmosphere  of  the  world  bJT  7 

:J  ^  i-gh  a  great  deal 

omewhat  less  as  we  ripen — and  still  lo-c. 

teiancholy  twilight  of  the  tomb.  We  weep-weenlb  lhe.S°Iber' 
’hen  we  come  into  the  world  and  other  . P  r  oulselves 

d  out  of  it  We  love  T  'Veep  for  us  when  we 

rsom  of  childhood  :  ,i  beco ZTh  ^  3,ive  in  the 

reen  fifteen  and  twenty-five  •  and  lh  fe“e  some"'hcre  be- 

»  t  embers  - ieft  zxs&zsz 

Puuh^r:;  *u»cz  rrie  of  a  — ^ 

still  keeps  me  warm  the  coldest  day  in  winter  We  droon  * 
oop  tike  summer  vines  paling  and  sickening  in  he  L  of  S 
Hber.  When  the  flowers  of  youth  have  faded  and  the 
7  °/  raanh00d  grown  yellow  and  LttyTe^Z 

.ectas  "get  a!  7"'  d^  and  droopfng  * 

e  ga.get  a  the  grave  of  autumn.  Man  goes  drooping  to 

long  home,  like  an  old  rooster  to  a  barn-shed  in  a  thunder 
We  Ule’  and  make  room  for  somebody  else.  The  mightv 

*:  r-1”  •»•■»-»*  -»™i,  ,,.L „„'r 

-frv:":"-  -  — *  «*•  ~ 

•ly  friends :  why  do  we  laugh  or  ween  t  That  i*  ih.  „ 
once  said  Bill  the  Immortal.  We  laugh  for  a  variety  of 

Ut  tot  aWEt  6  C,0bWebS  that  the  of  mincholy 

ce  du]]  ave  ar°ng  alleys  and  avenues  of  the  heart;  to 

ch  Memory  ^  *°  momentarilF  forget  sorrows,  with 

}  IS  so  prone  to  associate.  We  laug-h  at  triflps 

-re  than  a  trifle  commands  sels^ 
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tention.  We  laugh  for  joy — laugh  to  scorn — give  a  hectic  laugh 
when  excited  with  rage,  and  a  frozen  apology  for  a  laugh  at  a  joke 
that  we  can’t  understand.  In  short,  generally  speaking,  we  laugh 
because  we  are  tickled  at  something.  Why  do  we  weep  %  Be¬ 
cause  there  is  so  much  sin,  sickness  and  sorrow  in  the  world.  It 
is  enough  to  bring  heart-juice  into  the  optics  of  the  angels  to  wit¬ 
ness  the  wickedness  and  the  wretchedness  of  the  human  race. 
Ask  the  cherubim  why  they  ‘continually  do  cry,’  if  it  is  not  for 
the  sins  and  miseries  of  man,  or  for  Mr.  Currier’s  cakes.  0,  it  is 
a  most  lachrymary  world  !  Notwithstanding  the  many  joys  and 
pleasures  that  lie  scattered  by  the  road-side,  still  we  go  weeping 
like  big  boobies  to  our  graves.  The  poor  man  weeps  to  think  he 
has  so  little ;  the  rich  man  weeps  for  fear  he  shall  lose  what  he 
has.  The  new-bor.i  infant  weeps  the  moment  it  draws  its  first 
breath— the  school-child  weeps  for  the  birch,  worms  and  the  bel¬ 
ly-ache — the  lover  weeps  for  he  knows  not  what,  and  the  sexa¬ 
genary  weeps  to  think  how  fast  his  heart-blossoms  fade  and  fall 
in  the  sad  October  of  life.  No  age  nor  condition  is  exempt  from 
tears.  The  Saviour  of  the  Christian  world  was  often  seen  to  weep, 
but  never  to  smile.  Peter  wept— Alexander  wept  when  he  had 
reached  the  highest  pinnacle  of  earthly  ambition — and  I  saturate 
four  or  five  cotton  pocket  handkerchiefs  a  week  in  mourning  over 
the  follies,  frailties  and  miseries  of  mankind. 

My  dear  hearers :  the  question  naturally  arises,  why  do  we 
live  or  die  ?  That’s  a  mystery  which  no  mortal  can  solve.  Why 
are  we  put  here  to  crawl,  bustle  and  buzz  about  upon  a  little  ball 
of  earth,  like  so  many  insects,  for  a  brief  hour,  and  then  are  gone 
for  ever,  is  utterly  beyond  human  comprehension.  Does  the  great 
Creator  put  us  here  for  His  amusement  ?  Decidedly  not.  Is  it 
for  His  benefit  I  It  cannot  be.  Mystery,  mystery  !  all  is  myste- 
ry !  Let  us  not  ponder  upon  this  difficult  question,  but  contest 
ourselves  with  the  idea  that  we  are  brought  into  being  to  enjoy 
ourselves  during  the  little  time  allotted  us  upon  earth— which  we 
can  never  do  by  partaking  of  pleasures  that  poison,  and  diving 
into  excessive  indulgences.  So  mote  it  be! 
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ON  POLITICIANS. 

Text. — Now  whether  Jack  was  Pig  or  Pup, 

Sure  no  man  ever  knew,  sir _  5 

But  we  believe  him  part  of  both, 

And  little  foxy,  too,  sir ! 

In  scrambling  at  the  public  crib, 

Jack  showed  himself  a  pig,  sir _ 

And  loud  he'll  squeal  for  public  loaves 
As  any  other  pig,  sir. 

uticiams  :  I  am  down  on  you  a  little.  Whether  you  be  pig 
pup,  is  difficult  to  determine  :  you  are  anything,  everything  and 
thing  at  times.  ‘  Pig  or  pup  >  matters  not  to  you,  so  long  as 
u  are  sure  of  the  pap.  You  would  sacrifice  soul,  conscience, 
everything  but  self-interest,  for  the  sake  of  an  office-and  yet 
at  does  an  office  amount  to  ?  It  amounts  to  your  ruination  in 
end.  It  incapacitates  you  for  every  ordinary  avocation— un- 
your  faculties  for  the  sober  and  steady  business  transactions 
life— and  renders  you  a  loafer,  instead  of  a  worker,  in  the 
rid  You  talk  about  your  patriotism,  your  country,  and  your 

2  0F  the  ‘dear  Pe°PIe  !’~ ^hy,  it  is  your  pockets  that  dictate 
it  sermons  you  shall  preach ;  and  you  are  just  as  bound  to 
Jise  them  as  I  am  to  keep  a  gentle  dog-trot  after  my  own  doc- 
bs  W hat  are  you,  ‘  pig  or  pup  V  In  one  sense,  you  are  pigs. 
Baling  after  swill  :  in  another,  you  are  miserable  puppies— 
mg,  cringing  and  fawning— and  seeking  the  favor  of  any  one 
•se  consideration  is  worth  a  second-hand  chew  of  tobacco, 
can’t  get  upon  a  stump,  and,  with  an  harangue  to  the  pas- 

ITn6  ^  ‘  Pe?Ple  ’  beHeVe  that  they  are  a  ruined  commirni- 
that  they  don’t  live  in  a  free  country-that  they  are  slaves- 

i  lticians :  you  -  go  for  your  country,  right  or  wrong’— so  you 

but  you  go  for  your  bread  and  butter,  ‘and  nothing  else  ’ 

care  no  more  for  the  real  welfare  of  the  country,  so  Ion-  as 

can  get  a  good  sop  from  the  public  pan,  than  I  care  whether 

go  to  the  devil  or  not.  I  have  seen  so  much  of  you  and  your 

kS’  that  1  am  heartily  sick  and  disgusted ;  and  will  have  no- 
•  more  to  say  to  you  than  offer  you  this  bit  of  advice :  Let 

cs  alone,  put  your  hand  to  the  plough,  and  obtain  an  honest 
?•  So  mote  it  be ! 
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KEEPING  THE  COMMANDMENTS. 

Text. — P  rsvryprfctmn, 

V  r  k  p  th  p  c  pts  t  n. 

Persevere,  ye  perfect  men, 

Ever  keep  the  precepts  ten. 

My  Hearers  :  You  that  are  already  perfect  in  grammar,  goodnest 
arithmetic,  and  righteousness,  need  not  expect  to  be  further  pei 
fected  by  preaching ;  and,  therefore,  I  shall  direct  my  discourse  t 
the  common  mass,  who  are  as  far  from  perfection  as  a  pond  fu! 
of  pollywogs :  to  those  who  pay  no  more  attention  to  the  ‘  pre 
cepts  ten  ’  than  do  renegade  puppies  to  the  requirements  of  th 
dog  law.  ✓  . 

What,  then,  my  dear,  degenerate  hearers,  is  the  first  precept 
Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  before  me.  There  is  no  danger c 
some  of  you  violating  this  commandment,  inasmuch  as  you  don 
trouble  yourselves  about  any  God  whatever;  and  acknowledge  n 
devil  superior  to  one  in  petticoats  when  she  has  a  mind  to  let  he 
self  out  a  few  extra  links.  The  second  precept  is,  Thou  shalt  n( 
make  unto  thee  any  graven  image,  or  any  likeness  of  anythin 
that  is  in  the  heaven  above,  or  in  the  earth  beneath,  or  in  the  wt 
ter  under  the  earth :  thou  shalt  not  bow  down  to  them  nor  serv 
them.  Herein  you  transgress  like  pigs  in  a  wheat-field;  for  yo 
make  multitudes  of  graven  images.  Your  churches,  theatres  an 
public  squares  give  evidence  of  a  sacred  violation.  Images  ivor 
images  brazen,  images  marble,  images  wooden,  images  plaste 
imasres  iron,  and  images  painted,  are  as  abundant  in  the  centre  c 
civilization  and  Christianity  as  idols  of  stone  in  the  land  of  th 
heathens.  If  you  don’t  actually  bow  down  and  worship  then 
you  come  so  near  it  that  heaven  alone  can  make  the  distinction- 
and  that  without  a  marked  difference.  But  you  do  make  gods  <  j 
pieces  of  gold  and  bits  of  silver.  Yes,  you  put  them  before  tl 
great  I  Am  himself ;  and,  for  their  sakes,  you  put  your  souls  i 
jeopardy,  and  turn  up  your  noses  at  the  offers  held  out  in  the  b: 
Book  for  salvation.  As  you  know  very  well  that  you  can’t  sen 
both  God  and  Mammon,  you  say,  Give  us  the  mammon,  and  v 
will  build  up  a  kingdom  of  heaven  for  ourselves,  and  ask  no  oddf 
but  listen  to  the  words  of  truth  and  soberness!  You  will  succetl 
no  better  than  did  the  builders  of  Babel,  who  literally  labored  ui 
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er  the  mistaken  idea  that  they  could  get  to  heaven  by  piling  up 
ricks  upon  the  plain  of  Shinai. 

And  what,  my  hearers,  is  precept  the  third  ?  It  is.  Thou  shalt 
ot  take  the  name  of  the  Lord  thy  God  in  vain.  You  care  as  muca 
bout  this  as  does  a  parrot  for  family  prayer.  To  spea*  the  words 
f  truth  and  soberness,  there  is  enough  proiane  swearing  going  o-< 
i  the  community  at  large  to  curdle  the  milky- way  in 'the  skV* 
he  most  awful  oaths  are  let  loose  among  you,  from  chiiGren  up 
humans  mature,  ana  even  from  gray-haired  mortals  upon  the 
ink  Qi  eternity  oaths  hornd  enough  to  give  Nature  the  delirium 
miens,  and  sufficiently  powerful  to  set  a  saw-mill  in  operation. 
:s  so  natural  for  you  to  indulge  in  profane  epithets,  that  if  you 
:k  the  boianess  to  utter  them  in  the  most  common  and  approved 
rie  you  substitute  some  others  which  mean  precisely  the  same, 
hat  though,  instead  of  saying  ‘I  swear  to  God,’  you  say  £  I  de- 
ire  to  Goodness  V  It  is  as  much  the  same  thing  as  a  bobolink 
th  a  new  coat  of  feathers.  ‘  1  vum  5  is  just  the  same  in  spirit  as 
vow,’  and  a  ‘diabolical  falsehood  5  is  perfectly  synonymous 
th  a  ‘  devilish  lie.’  A  simple  yea,  and  a  mere  nay,  my  friends, 
sufficient  for  all  the  ordinary  purposes ;  but  when  you  men 
1  women  confess  your  loves  for  one  another,  or  give  witness 
ore  a  magistrate,  I  don’t  know  hut  it  is  well  enough  to  put  the 
glish  on  a  little  bit  thicker. 

'he  fourth  precept  is,  Remember  the  Sabbath  day,  to  keep  it 
y.  You  are  sure  to  remember  it :  you  keep  your  eye  upon  it 
idvance,  like  a  young  urchin  upon  a  militia  muster;  and,  for 
•  that  it  may  not  be  kept  holy,  you  are  out  and  looking  after  it 
about  the  lots.  In  words  of  truth  and  soberness— although  you 
'  go  to  meeting,  and  look  as  pious  as  a  portrait  of  a  Presbyte- 
you  in  reality,  care  any  more  about  the  sacredness  of 
day  than  a  hog  does  for  the  beauty  of  a  flower-garden, 
onor  thy  father  and  thy  mother  is  precept  the  fifth.  To  your 
it,  I  am  bound  to  say  that  you  generally  do  this ;  for  he  can- 
be  called  human,  who  does  not  love  and  honor  those  who  so 
erl)  watched  over  him  in  his  helpless  infancy,  and  who  ever 
*h  his  progress  through  life,  as  the  angels  of  heaven  watch 
r  anxious  solicitude  the  career  of  a  new-made  Christian, 
be  remaining  five  precepts,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  my  friends,  you 
ite  to  a  most  outrageous  extent.  You  kill — not  only  innocent 
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lambs  but  your  own  brothers-in-blood,  with  a  coolness  that  is 
shocking  to  humanity.  I  make  no  distinction  between  legal  war¬ 
fare  and  downright  murder.  You  commit  adultery  a  great  dea 
more  than  the  advancement  ef  civilization  or  the  good  of  posteri¬ 
ty  requires  ;  you  sometimes  bear  false  witness  against  your  neigh 
bor ;  and,  with  sorrow  I  say  it,  you  covet  your  neighbor’s  house 

and  all  that  belongs  to  him— even  to  his  ass. 

But  turn  about,  my  dear  hearers,  and  listen  to  the  words  of  so 
berness  and  truth.  Plant  your  footsteps  in  the  path  pointed  ou 
by  the  precepts,  to  which  you,  at  present,  pay  so  little  attention 
and  you  will  find  it  as  pleasant  travelling  from  this  world  to 
better  as  a  mortal  could  wish— all  circumstances  considered.  S 

mote  it  be ! 


PLEASURE  WITHOUT  PAIN  INSIPID. 

Text. — Alas!  by  some  degree  of  wo, 

We  every  bliss  must  gain  : 

The  heart  can  ne’er  a  transport  know, 

That  never  knew  a  pain. 

My  Dear  Friends  :  It  is  singular,  indeed,  that  we  shouldn’t  kno 
exactly  how  sweet  the  honey  of  bliss  is  till  alter  we  have  taken 
swig  at  the  sour  cider  of  wo  :  and  we  can’t  always  tell  then-f 
what  is  new  and  sweet,  is  sure  to  taste  sweeter  than  it  really 
when  partaken  of  immediately  after  what  is  stale  and  sour.  The 
is  a  -rent  deal  imagination  about  the  matter.  For  instance,  y. 
fancy  that  a  buss  from  a  cherry-cheeked,  rosy-lipped  young  da. 
sel  is  sweeter  than  that  of  a  blear-eyed,  saffron-skinned  old  mai 
but  can  it  be  shown  by  any  chemical  analysis,  or  philosophy 
deduction,  that  there  is  any  difference  between  the  two  kisss 
pj0  i _ one  kiss  is  just  as  sweet  as  the  other — and  sweeter,  too,| 

it  contain  the  greater  quantity  of  the  sugar  of  love. 

My  dear  friends :  wo  and  pain  are  deep  and  dark  shades  thrOI 
in  life’s  picture  to  give  an  extra  burnish  to  bright  and  sunny  4\ 
of  joy— apparently.  I  say  apparently,  because,  in  reality,  the 
spots  are  no  brighter  with  than  without  the  shadows.  A  w* 
covered  with  roses  wouldn’t  look  half  so  pretty  as  a  few  here  I 
there,  blooming  in  deserts  and  wilds,  and  beautifully  contrast 
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nth  the  duller  and  less  interesting  objects  of  earth,  [f  then  X 
»rce  of  thls  reasoning  he  admitted,  how  can  a  morrn,  ever  e 
ade  to  enjoy  a  terrestrial  paradise— a  perpetual  anH  r 

"  d  Yr  Gi:°u  Adam  and  e-  to  be  ha^ r & 

■n  He  had  planted  for  them  (somewhere  away  off  east!  Tb 
e  so— but  they  didn’t  bn™,  ,h„,  , .  ,  3  east)'  TW 


»n  p  .  y  ©  nSs  ln  a  lone  wilderness  outside  nf 

en.  Consequently,  their  happiness,  while  in  paradise  „ 

ppmess  at  all.  Now  the  qusstion  is,  did  the  Creator  or  did  He 
constitute  our  first  parents  sn  tW  ,  '  ’  dl(i  He 

bliss  without  having  ^ £  ““  ^PP-ciate  joy 
miserv'?  Tf  tr  no  ?  ^amtanee,  at  least,  with  pa|n 
misery  .  If  He  did,  He  don’t  make  folks  so  nowadays  <5* 

an,  not  appreciating  the  happiness  of  heaven  because  tb 

m  1  any,hi"g  else  th<™>  kicked  up  a  row  and  got  expelled  fem 
! country :  and  it  is  a  mutton  ®  1  expelled  hom 

arked,  on  taking  his  leave  thaT  hT  TT  **  ^  ^ 
i>  a  boot-black  in  heaven ^  Anythin,  f  ,  ‘  ^  “  heU 

for;  and  now  see  what  ^  Was  a“  ^ 


b  for  and  now  see  what  a  J 

e:ihim’  - --- *  £ 

tr  T  l'l  n  m  ,1  c  .  ....  1  • 


-  - -  —a  U,  OUUICI  . 

■hnut,  it  is  by  some  dlgrt^fZ^o  &  doub]e*and‘twisted 

■-7“  «  -£*  tuf 

wy  j7 '« ■  —  -.  -  ta* 

tain  lop  of  F  ‘T  °U''  m°rar  ‘r°WSerS  in  limbing  to  the 
b"'  Fanl?’  Wh°Se  shininS  summit,  instead  of  being 

laim,  go  don  sunshine,  is  crowned  with  eternal  snow 
and  slave  ourselves  for  the  wheat  of  wealth  and  find  T 

Tb'  miCd  Wi‘h  ‘he  Care  aa* 

'  6  "?  kb  of  love>  the‘-o  are  thorns,  thistles  and  briers 

a  roses— bitter  almonds  and  aloes  in  our  cups  of  plea Tore 
lentine  tobacco  juice,  pokeherries,  and  a  *  worm  that  die.h 

,ints  a  boost,anTh-and  T*  We  S"'ail°w  to  5™ 

over  1  haven’‘ the  tail-fea‘h-  a  *>«bt  hut  it  is  '  luTe 
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My  hearers  :  there  are  two  distinct  species  of  petty  troubles 
real  and  imaginary.  Your  only  study  should  be  how  to  get  rid 
the  one,  and  to  prevent  the  other.  You  who  are  tormented  w 
tight  boots  are  actually  afflicted— so  muclT  so  that  you  lose  all  ] 
tience  and  your  temper  becomes  as  rough  as  the  backs  of  molesi 
hedgehogs.  You  go  limping  about — kicking  inoffensive  curs 
giving  short  and  offending  answers  to  civil  questions— and  ass< 
perhaps,  that  the  world  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  a  tight  be 
full  of  pegs  inside,  and  causing  him  to  sin  and  swear  most  wii 
edly  who  has  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  ‘put  his  foot  in  it.1  If  ) 
are  touched  with  a  slight  toothache,  you  look  as  sour  as  vine, 
cruets,  and  snap  like  a  steel-trap  at  every-thing  that  comes  in  c 
tact  with  you.  At  such  moments,  the  sweet  cream  of  kindnes 
curdled  and  soured  in  your  bosom— the  elixir  of  love  is  turned 
to  the  bitterest  gall— the  fine  fabric  of  friendship  is  spotted  i 
stained  with  the  madder  of  momentary  animosity— and  you  1( 
upon  the  world  as  a  miserably  fitted  up  concern  for  the  coinf 
convenience,  and  enjoyment  of  anything  possessed  of  life 
being.  So  it  is  in  matters  of  love.  If,  in  the  end,  your  hopes 
blighted  by  a  dead  refusal,  you  mourn  with  a  most  murderous 
lancholy,  and  become  totally  unfit  for  cheerful  society. 

My  friends  :  ideal  or  imaginary  troubles  are  apt  to  molest  you 
more  than  there  is  any  reason  for.  They  are  insects  geneM 
down  in  the  gloomy  swamps  of  fear;  and  you  can  escape  jus 
well  as  not,  by  keeping  the  sunshiny,  upland  road  of  unconc 
They  are  chimeras  that  haunt  the  brain  in  the  absence  of  rei 
and  common  sense ;  but  can  be  as  easily  made  to  disperse  by 
ing  ‘shoo!’  as  a  regiment  of  mice  in  the  cellar-kitchen,  fl 
them  battle  at  once,  and  you  will  be  sure  to  do  some  damagi 
least,  as  the  chap  did  who  fought  a  duel  with  himself  befo 
looking-glass.  We  know,  my  friends,  that  troubles  are  str 
between  us' and  our  graves  as  thick  as  grasshoppers  in  a  cow- 
ture  •  but  it  is  the  quintessence  of  foolishness  to  multiply  th| 
acts  of  incubation.  He  that  continually  broods,  under  his  s< 
wing,  like  an  old  hen,  a  lot  of  these  lousy  chickens  till  he  becc 
as  thin  and  emaciated  as  a  shad  after  spawning,  might  as  wel 
his  throat  and  quit  the  world  at  once;  and  there  is  no  doilbl 
he  would,  if  he  wasn’t  afraid  the  act  of  jugulahon  would  b. 
painful  for  ‘human  nature  to  bear.’ 
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t  My  dear  friends:  you  must  experience  more  or  less  of  nain  Kp 

ixatjEz} is  - 

vorld  too  uncont.or.aWy  easy,  go  and  butt  yourTeads  al.lst 

uslnons  or  s.t  upon  the  seat  that  Nature  has  given  toail  °a7.d 
f;  d7n  a  P]->k  to  poverty,  against  the  slivers  Do A 

i  ::Lp,ear^u  shine  with  — - 

id  before  it  can  be  r  u  6m'  verything  must  be  well  rub- 
vast  sight  more  rubbW  th  '  “  y°U’  “y  hKthren’  ”*ed 

’■  -  tz  z/: ,r  *csxrr  - 

^:/::z:ziz  zr,;zz  E 

■  - >t -  « 

nquillity  •  and  as  for  L  n  There  aI1 15  Peace  and 

a  y  ,  ana  as  tor  joy— why,  we  see  it  for  ever 

«e  witching  eyes  of  heaven  !  So  mote  it  be  >  1  S 


the  impatience  or  mankind. 


!  T„  r  Patlence  !  Proach  it  to  the  winds, 

That  S  f,T  °l  ,aS‘ng  fires  :  the  tinaves 
at  teach  it  laugh  at  you  when  you  believe  ’em. 


j  ^  J  ^  CJI1, 

Hearers  :  Patience  is  a  virtue  in  man  as  wpII  ac  •  •  , 

there  are  very  few  of  my  species  (the  oends  homo  IHouZl 
possess  it  in  any  remarkable  degree.  I  can  preach  it  out  o 

JtLlZn'Ztl'  “  f°r  reaChi"g  in'°  °ne'  is  entirely 

rhich  it  would  be  as  impossible  fo^ma^Te'™8*3"0*8  "n' 
[leaf  ,0  lie  S,ili  in  a  whlr]wind.  My  friend  Shakspere  spraks' 

errCoenanhotmtnUmenVmilinSatgrief-’  1  shou,d  Iilie  «° 

l  think  b  n  C’  and  Undertake  ‘o  smile  at  anything  I 
think  she  would  grin  like  a  monkey  with  his  tail  jammed 
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in  the  door.  My  dear  hearers  :  there  are  no  perfect  emblems  < 
patience  in  the  whole  universe,  except  the  sloth  and  the  donke] 
The  atmosphere  has  no  patience  to  endure  the  transitions  of  he; 
and  cold  ;  and  so  it  sighs  in  the  breeze,  moans  in  the  storm,  be 
lows  in  the  tempest— gets  up  its  ebenezer,  and  goes  raving  mad  i 
the  tornado.  The  heavens  exhibit  discontent  in  low,  mutterir 
thunders  :  and  when  Earth  gets  the  wind-colic,  or  inflammation  < 
the  bowels,  she  makes  pretty  considerable  of  a  fuss  about  it.  0 
Ocean  can't  ‘lie  still  and  slumber’  if  his  feet  be  tickled  even  by 
feather  from  the  pinions  of  the  storm,  and  the  mild  moon  caus 
his  bosom  to  swell  and  heave  like  that  of  a  love-sick  maiden 
nineteen.  Is  Zahara  a  picture  of  patience  when  the  sinrux 
sweeps,  and  the  sandy  billows  roll  f  or  the  old  forest  oak,  whi 
wrestling  with  the  giant  winds,  and  swinging  his  brawny  arms 
and  fro,  as  if  in  a  knock-down-and-drag-out  encounter  with  t; 
wrathful  demons  of  the  tempest”?  No! — neither  can  man  have 
particle  of  patience  when  thunder,  lightning,  earthquakes,  vole 
noes,  storms  and  hurricanes  are  raging  all  along  within  him 

from  brains  to  bosom,  from  bosom  to  b - stomach — filling  t 

dominion  of  the  mind  with  fear  and  consternation,  and  threate 
ing  every  moment  to  knock  the  soul’s  earthly  tabernacle  intc 
relic  of  antiquity  ! 

My  dear  friends:  Job  of  old  is  said  to  have  been  a  very  patie 
man  ;  but  his  patience,  like  his  bodily  affliction,  showed  itself 
spots.  I  don’t  mean  to  say  that  he  commenced  swearing  as  so 
as  he  came  into  existence,  but  he  cursed  the  day  he  was  bor 
and  oftentimes  did  he  exclaim  ‘0,  that  I  were  as  in  months  pas 
— when  he  had  seen  better  times,  and  less  of  Satan.  Nevertl 
less,  Job  was  a  paragon  of  patience,  considering  the  sore  calar 
ties  he  had  to  undergo.  But  I  think  if  he  had  to  preach  such  s 
mons  every  week  as  I  do — and  to  such  a  cold,  dry,  brick-and-ra 
tar  made  congregation  as  mine — it  would  give,  at  least,  a  sm 
pony-power  pull  at  his  patience.  As  for  making  any  impress! 
upon  their  sole-leather  sympathies,  or  arousing  them  from  th 
leaden  lethargy,  he  might  as  well  have  undertaken  to  resuscitat 
dead  letter  of  the  law  with  a  galvanic  battery. 

My  dear  hearers:  wake  up — partially,  at  any  rate — and  try 
muster  sufficient  patience  to  enable  you  to  endure  this  dull  <1 
course.  It  is  an  impatient  world  we  live  in,  and  we  are  all  im] 
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tient  If  we  take  a  short  journey,  merely  for  the  pleasure  of  thp 
nde  and  to  behold  the  varied  beauties  of  nature  by  the  way  we  for 

fhe  end  VTh  °St  “  S°°"  “  WC  Stalt’  a"d  beCOme  imP*‘ie»‘  for 
‘  "d-  There  seems  t0  be  a  little  steam-boiler,  or  some  other 

prope  ing  principle,  in  the  inside  of  human  nature  that  pushes  us 
ahead-and  we  never  go  fast  enough.  I  really  believe  thaTwe 
shouldn  t  be  perrectly  satisfied  with  the  speed  if  we  were  to  s'rad 
lie  a  streak  of  lightning  and  go  round  the  world  in  a  few  fractions 
s  ban  no  time  at  all.  Time,  we  say,  drives  his  old  lagoTuoo 

' ‘  "  USi  andwe  are  “Singly  impatient  for  the  morrow  '  How 
v  (mediiig  impattent  are  young  lovers  for  the  coming  of  Hymen 

It  „  ,  T  ,  n  ,h6y  kn°W  Ver>'  mafrimonj  will 

'  ‘  nearly  all  the  sweet  cream  from  the  joys  of  courtship  '  Yes 

nd  see,  too,  what  impatience  is  exhibited  to  be  the  first  to  church 

,nd  the  first  to  ge,  out  of  it  1  We  are  as  impatient  as  wL  mills 

i  there  13  no  use  in  Preaching  patience  to  you  nor  to 

fiybody  else  :  for  I  can  effect  nothing.  Combustible  maUer  must 

t  can°n  ’  T 1  3  Sheli  m"St  eX1>i°de  H  the  P°ffder  ig- 

I  ed.  Can  a  man  be  patient  with  corns  on  his  feet,  tight  boots 
raging  toothache,  teasing  children,  and  twenty  duns  a  day  aUns 

ith  '  Cr  b  be  pa"ent  With  a  sco!din-  wife  1 — or  a  wife 
,  UP“-’  C°ld’  and’  Perhaps,  unfaithful  husband  f  No-ne- 

*'  a™!  ^  be  ”ade  ‘°  be  Patient'  As  *><>■>  think  of  put. 

ig  the  troubled  ocean  to  sleep  with  a  spoonful  of  paregoric  or 

smothering  Vesuvius  with  fried  onions.  Heaven  atone  is  cool 

m  and  steady;  but  it  is  a  wonder  to  me  how  Providence  ever 

s  so  long  had  the  patience  to  put  up  with,  and  provide  for  such 

le,  peevish,  fretful  and  ever-complaining  mortals  as  you  are 

Ihing  "Tl  f  W,'h  any,hi"S’  and  a,wa>*s  in  »  b»rry  about' 
thing.  It  I  were  to  taper  off  my  my  sermons  to  a  point  *o  as 

give  you  an  intimation  that  they  were  coming  t0P  a  close  1 

>u  d  have  to  fling  the  concluding  words  of  each  at  your  backs 

drop  them  upon  empty  benches ;  but,  by  cutting  them  smack 

t  aU  mhearl  ’S  b«USh’  1  **  y°“  3)1  by  SUrPrise’  and  Pb> 

1  ail  to  hear  me  say— So  mote  it  be  !  h 
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LIVE  WHILE  YOU  LIVE. 

Text. — The  thorns  of  our  lives  are  ten  to  the  roses, 

Then  less  the  regret  when  death  interposes ; 

Yet  live  while  you  live — was  the  preacher’s  award ; 

And  who  that  is  wise  will  this  disregard  % 

My  Dear  Hearers  :  In  speaking  of  the  posies  and  prickers  of 
life,  it  were  impossible  for  me  to  consider  them  separately.  In  its 
most  joyous  wreaths  are  found  thorns  so  numerously  interwoven 
with  the  roses,  that  we  cannot  look  upon  them  otherwise  than  as 
a  necessary  part  and  parcel  of  the  whole and  so  the  cheeseoIo- 
gist  said  of  the  skippers.  Truly  says  my  text,  the  thorns  of  our 
lives  are,  at  least,  ten  to  the  roses.  All  our  business  transactions, 
though  budding  with  promise  and  blossoming  with  gain,  are  sur¬ 
rounded  with  brambles  thicker  than  bristles  in  a  shoe-brush ;  and, 
in  the  end,  we  find  we  have  scratched  ourselves  some  in  working 
through  them.  The  artificial  roses  of  happiness  that  many  assume 
are  very  easily  detected,  inasmuch  as  they  lack  the  living  look  and 
the  rich  fragrance  of  the  real  ones.  In  fact,  the  true  roses  ol 
health,  mirth  and  hilarity  won’t  bloom  upon  the  features  while  the 
thorns  of  care  and  anxiety  are  pricking  the  heart.  But  the  path¬ 
way  of  love — young,  ardent,  passionate  love — is  strewn  with 
roses  :  roses  apparently  without  thorns,  and  such  as  are  supposed 
at  the  time  never  to  fade  and  die.  When  a  couple  of  young  lov¬ 
ers  first  begin  the  business,  with  mutual  assistance,  they  feel  as 
happy  as  hop-toads  in  a  shower — heaven  couldn’t  make  them  more 
so — flowers  are  blooming  upon  every  side — perpetuals  fountains 
of  happiness  are  seen  gushing  from  the  future — and  whole  hogs¬ 
heads  of  joy#and  bliss  are  in  store  for  both  parties ;  but  wher 
marriage  has  made  one  the  claimful  goods  of  the  other,  and  th< 
other  the  legal  property  of  one,  the  matter  then  assumes  a  mon 
business-like  hue,  and  the  romance  that  once  invested  it  graduallj 
dissolves,  as  dissolve  the  glories  of  a  bright  summer’s  morn.  Thei 
the  roses  begin  to  fade — then  fall  the  tender  leaves  that  put  fortl 
so  suddenly  in  the  first  warm  rays  of  love;  and  thorns,  that  wen 
hidden  by  bloom  and  foliage,  now  begin  to  show  themselves  a 
conspicuously  as  a  man  in  the  street  with  a  night-shirt  on.  Bu 
don’t  let  these  littlAecessary  annoyances  deter  you  from  enter 
ing  into  the  conjugal  state.  There  is  pleasure  in  a  connubia 
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prick,  compared  to  the  spikes,  arrows,  daggers,  sledge-hammers 
and  meat-axes  that  threaten  and  endanger  an  unmarried  life. 

My  dear  friends :  live  while  you  live  :  that's  the  talk.  If 
"here  be  anything  that  money  can  buy  to  make  you  happy,  com¬ 
pilable,  *or  contented,  and  you  have  the  wherewithal  at  hand,  do 
lot  be  sparing  of  it;  but  be  careful  that  you  do  not  purchase  the 
nud  of  misery  under  the  supposition  that  you  are  about  to  obtain 
he  pure  honey  of  happiness.  Remember  that  you  have  but  one 
ife  to  live  here  upon  this  mundane  mound.  Its  spring  you  all  do 
pjoy— its  summer  you  all  may,  if  you  but  go  the  right  way  to 
rork  about  it.  He  that  manages  to  always  have  just  enough,  and 
njoys  it  as  he  goes  along,  is  a  wise  man,  and  is  not  frightened  at 
carecrows  in  the  fields  of  the  future.  As  strange  as  it  may  seem, 

:  is,  nevertheless,  true  that  he  with  fifty  thousand  dollars  in  his 
ocket  is  foolishly  afraid  of  to-morrow,  and  he  with  a  hundred 
lousand  is  constantly  executing  a  double-demi-semiquaver  shake 
t  the  apparitions  of  want  before  him  !  ‘  Give  me  neither  poverty 
or  riches,’  was  the  sage  remark  of  one  who  lived  longer  ago  than 
esterday ;  and,  I  must  say,  that  this  negative  choice  of  his  is  en¬ 
ded  to  my  unbounded  admiration.  ‘Live  while  you  live  5  is  a 
es^ed  injunction:  and  you  that  are  wise  will  do  anything  else  - 
ian  disregard  it.  But  in  trying  to  live  lofty,  beware  lest  you 
ake  a  mistake  and  die  by  degrees,  like  a  turtle  with  its  head  cut 

M>  dear  friends  :  I  am  now  about  to  depart  for  a  short  time, 
ead— as  I  must  be  to  you,  temporally — I  shall  bequeath  to  you, 
a  body,  my  blessing  and  an  old  pair  of  boots—1  Such  as  J  have 
?ive  unto  thee.’  I  am  prepared  to  travel  into  a  far— no,  not  a 
r— but  into  a  fur  country— among  the  squirrels,  foxes  and  es- 
3med  friends.  May  you  receive  all  the  happiness  that  heaven 
n  afford,  during  my  short  absence.  That  the  girls  may  love  the 
lo  vs,  and  the  fellows  be  affectionately  down  on  the  girls,  is  my 
"nest  and  sincere  desire;  and  also  that  you  continue  to  love  one 
lother  as  badly,  if  not  worse,  than  now.  Adieu  !— go  I  must, 
hay  unto  you,  as  once  said  a  great  and  good  being,  who  was  half 

;  man  and  half  divine,  ‘I  cannot  be  with  you  always.’  So -mote 

ibe!  . 


*  * 


* 


*  #  * 
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A  DUSTY  SUBJECT. 

Text.—  Where  did  you  coine  from  ? 

Knock  a  nigger  down. 

Who  do  you  belong  to  ? 

Knock  a  nigger  down. 

Where  are  you  going  to  ? 

Knock  a  nigger  down. 

My  Hearers:  The  first  question  asked  in  my  text  is,  Where  die 
you  come  from  V  You  may  think  it  as  easily  answered  as  a  cal 
to  supper :  and  so  it  may  be,  but  not  to  my  satisfaction.  Methink; 
I  hear  you  reply,  individually  :  I  came  from  the  south,  where  th 
boys  are  always  ready  to  take  a  drink  but  never  an  insult 3  I  cam 
from  down-east,  where  one  man,  with  the  assistance  of  a  boy 
knows  more#in  a  minute  than  all  Gotham  in  a  week  3  I  from  Jei 
sey,  the  greatest  country  in  creation  3  and,  I  didn't  come  from  any 
where — I  was  raised  and  brought  up  where  I  am.  Now,  this  i 
all  very  well  as  far  as  it  goes  3  but  where,  I  ask,  did  you  com 
from  originally  ?  You  refer  me  to  your  parents.  I  know  ver 
well  they  assisted  you  in  getting  a  foothold  upon  life  3  but  when 
allow  me  to  inquire  again,  were  you  when  you  were  nowhere 
That’s  a  knock-down,  not  only  to  a  nigger,  but  to  a  white  mar 
I  will  tell  you  where  you  were  :  your  bodies  were  scattered  i 
particles,  hither  and  thither,  all  about  these  terrestrial  lots,  heipin 
to  form  food  for  your  progenitors,  while  the  essence  of  your  soul 
was  diffused  throughout  all  nonentity,  like  a  drop  of  water  evr 
porated  in  boundless  space.  To  think  what  you  once  were,  an 
what  you  are  now,  no  doubt  makes  you  feel  rather  proud  and  ip 
portant,  when  you  ought  to  be  down  upon  your  knees  and  burr 
bly  giving  thanks  that  you  are*  here  at  all.  You  should  congr: 
tulate  yourselves  that  you  had  the  good  fortune  to  come  into  th 
world,  for  the  odds  were  astonishingly  great  against  you,  whe 
we  consider  chance  of  ever  being  born  !  Who  knows  but  thos 
myriads  of  embryos  are  lying  upon  the  door-steps  01  existenc 
weeping  and  wailing,  and  accusing  old  bachelors  and  elderly  mai( 
of  downright  murder  !  But  open  the  door  and  see  if  there  are  an 
to  be  taken  in  rather  than  be  guilty  of  murder  in  the  first  degr< 
by  wilful  neglect. 

My  friends  :  Who  do  you  belong  to?  or,  more  grammatical! 
speaking,  to  whom  do  you  belong?  You  can’t  belong  to  you 
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sehes,  because  you  are  not  self-made )  and,  therefore,  you  must 
? belong  to  Him  who  created  you  after  His  own  image,  and  to  His 
own  glory.  Consequently,  you  are  His  property  (poor  property, 
too,  some  of  jou),  and  you  have  no  right  to  abuse  yourselves,  nor 
one  another,  in  any  way,  manner  or  shape.  How  dare  you  then 
eat,  drink,  and  make  love  to  excess,  or  commit  assault  and  battery 
upon  your  neighbor,  when  you  know  you  are  abusing  things  that 
Jon  t  belong  to  you  !  \  es,  and  how  can  you  have  the  audacity 

to  put  a  lazcr  to  your  throat  and  destroy  that  which  was  given  to 
yon  by  your  God  with  an  especial  direction,  like  what  you  some- 
.imes  see  upon  a  steamboat  ticket :  1  to  be  kept  until  called 
for  !•  \our  Maker  has  given  you  your  lives  for  you  to  keep  un- 
il  ca^s  f°r  them,  and  you  have  no  more  business  to  put  them 
iut  of  your  hands  by  blowing  your  brains  out,  or  getting  drunk 
md  lying  down  on  the  track  of  a  railroad,  than  I  have  to  murder 
uy  congregation— and  yet  I  sometimes  do  it.  But,  you  may  ask. 
lave  I  not  a  right  to  respectfully  return  to  the  Giver  what  I  am 
lot  pleased  with  J  No,  I  answer,  perpendicularly  :  because  every 
me  ought  to  be  pleased  with  his  life — and  so  he  generallv  is,  till 
le  has  abused  and  injured  it  by  his  ov*n  folly  and  indiscretion. 
>o,  after  you  have  damaged  the  precious  article,  you  think  it  all 
ight  and  proper  that  you  should  throw  it  back  into  the  hands  of 
leaven  with  the  excuse  that  you  are  not  pleased  with  it !  If  you 
an  look  in  the  face  of  the  Lord  and  do  that,  I  don’t  know  where 
here  is  a  meanness  you  are  not  capable  of  committing.  0,  you 
ricked  and  perverse  generation  of  self-manufactured  fools!  where 
re  you  going  to  I 

Yes,  mj  hearers,  that  is  the  question  again  :  where  are  you  sro- 
ig  to  ?  I  know.  Some  of  you  are  going  to  ruin  :  some  are  go- 
lg  to  get  married:  some  are  going  to  reform — always  going  to  ; 
ome  are  going  down  hill,  and  some  are  going  up  :  some  are  go- 
lg  to  their  graves ;  and,  from  present  appearances,  you  are  all 
oing  straight  to  the  devil.  Religion  is  now  either  milk  and  wa¬ 
rn,  or  vinegar  effervescing  amHoaming  over  with  the  pearlash  of 
■arty  practical  piety  has  been  carried  out  by  somebody  so  far 
;iat  it  has  never  found  its  way  back— honesty  is  a  donkey  for  the 
’prld  to  ride — sympathy  is  anything  less  than  a  red  cent:  it  sel- 
om  or  never  shows  itself  in  the  shape  of  a  sixpence— generosity 

selfishness  in  disguise,  apparently  open  and  liberal,  yet  really 
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mean  and  skulking.  Instead  of  praying  for  one  another,  like  lov¬ 
ing  brothers  and  sisters,  you  prey  upon  one  another  like  the  wild 
beasts  of  the  forests ;  and,  in  many  respects,  you  are  of  little  more 
consequence  than  they. 

Now,  to  answer  briefly  the  three  questions  of  my  text;  you 
came  from  the  dust,  you  belong  to  the  dust,  and  to  the  dust  you 
must  return  ;  and  as  you  are  made  of  dust,  the  knocking-down 
part  of  the  text  means,  I  suppose,  ‘  down  with  the  dust !’  So  mote 
it  be ! 


THE  WONDERS  OF  NATURE. 

Text. — Who  go  to  sea  in  ships,  and  in 
Great  waters  trading  be, 

Within  the  deep  these  men  God’s  works 
And  His  great  wonders  see. 

My  Hearers:  Those  who  go  to  sea  in  ships,  or  out  of  a  ship  as 
Jonah  did,  have  a  chance  to  witness  some  very  wonderful  won¬ 
ders.  They  may  there  see  water-spouts,  infinitely  larger  than 
those  attached  to  the  eaves  of  our  houses ;  and  spouting  whales, 
far  more  monstrous,  in  appearance,  than  those  ‘  whales  for  spout¬ 
ing  ’  that  live  upon  the  land — and  sharks,  too,  equally  as  vora¬ 
cious  as  any  in  Wall  street.  The  three  wise  men  of  Gotham,  who 
went  to  sea  in  a  bowl,  had  as  good  a  chance  to  examine  the  won¬ 
ders  of  the  deep  as  those  who  put  out  in  ships;  for,  not  contenl 
with  merely  skimming  the  surface  of  the  object  of  their  investiga¬ 
tion,  they  went  directly  to  the  bottom  ;  and  saw  what  none  of  us 
have  seen,  or  ever  care  to  see,  but  what  we  all  must,  sooner  oi 
later,  see — Death. 

My  dear  hearers :  the  wondrous  works  of  God,  and  the  eviden¬ 
ces  of  his  almighty  power,  are  manifested  everywhere — upon  the 
land  as  well  as  upon  the  ocean.  The  Alps,  the  Andes,  the  Appe- 
nines,  the  Rocky  and  the  Himlaya  Mountains  are  pretty  extensive 
works  in  their  way  ;  about  as  tall  specimens  of  terrestrial  archi¬ 
tecture  as  you  generally  see.  We  read  that,  in  olden  times,  ‘  the 
mountains  skipped  like  rams.’  This  is  wonderful,  indeed  !  Why 
such  huge  monsters  should  have  been  allowed  to  perform  hop- 
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Waltzes  and  come  their  antics  to  the  destruction  of  human  life  and 
the  demolition  of  mole-hills,  is  past  my  understanding.  But  many 
of  them,  as  we  plainly  see,  have  been  made  to  smoke  for  it,  and 
they  keep  comparatively  quiet  and  sober;  notwithstanding  every 
now  and  then  one  of  these  big  b’hoys  breaks  out  in  a  new  spot, 
and  appears  still  determined  on  being  ‘  bound  to  blaze.’  Water, 
too,  is  a  great  wonder.  By  what  process  it  could  ever  have  been 
manufactured,  is  an  unfathomable  mystery.  There  was  no  rain 
before  the  fall  of  our  first  parents;  nor  until  sin  and  iniquity  had 
filled  the  land.  Then  heaven  wept  for  the  wickedness  of  man, 
and  drowned  the  world  with  a  flood  of  tears ;  and  the  Angel  of 
Pity  has  continued  to  cry  ever  since  for  the  vices,  follies  and  er- 
•ors  of  us  all.  Lightnings  were  first  beheld,  with  wonderment,  to 
)lay  about  the  awful  summit  of  Sinai-after  which  they  were 
ported  with  by  an  American  philosopher;  and  now  they  are  so 
ar  tamed  as  to  run  upon  errands,  even  for  the  humblest  serf  of 
he  soil.  Nevertheless,  brethren,  lightning  is  as  much  a  mystery 
tow  as  it  was  in  the  beginning.  The  more  we  experiment  with 
[’  the  raore  are  we  led  to  wonder  at  the  astonishing  works  of  Om- 
ipotence.  Why,  the  proud  but  foolish  atheist,  who  asserts  that 
flower  makes  itself,  can’t  even  begin  to  make  the  simplest  of 
owers.  He  can’t  make  earth— he  can’t  make  vegetable  matter— 
e  can,t  make  fire  (although  he  imagines  he  can),  and  neither  can 
ie  make  water.  The  fact  is,  we  have  been  so  daily  accustomed 
1  the  wonders  of  Nature,  from  our  childhood  upwards,  that  we 
■ok  upon  them  with  a  cold  and  careless  eye.  Some  of  the  less 
ii  mm  on  of  these  command  more  attention.  We  behold  a  rainbow 
'  the  aurora-borealis,  and  we  exclaim,  That  is  wonderful !  while 
e  little  plant  that  grows  unheeded  at  our  feet  is  just  as  wonder- 
1  as  either — a  terrapin  more  so. 

My  worthy  hearers :  you  needn’t  go  to  sea  to  see  wonders;  but 
ny  at  home,  look  about  you,  and  you  will  see  enough  to  surprise 
fu,  y°u  but  go  to  the  expense  of  a  few  thoughts.  The  link 
i  t^e  great  chain  of  Nature  is  curious  and  interesting  to  observe 
-from  a  toad-stool  up  to  the  tall  cedars  of  Lebanon— from  a  worm 
to  a  woman— from  a  moth  up  to  a  man.  No  two  of  us  are 
f  med  alike,  either  physically,  mentally,  or  morally.  Our  figures 
B:  different— our  faces  are  different — our  thoughts  are  different, 

H  our  habits  are  different;  but  our  propensities  are  all  the  same  : 
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every  one  enjoys  such  carnal  pleasures  as  eating,  drinking,  and 
kissing — the  latter  being  a  kind  of  dessert,  not  essentially  neces¬ 
sary,  nor  necessarily  unessential:  but  it  is  good,  anyhow.  So, 
nations  differ  in  complexion,  language,  traits  of  character,  habits, 
and  pursuits;  and,  as  for  bringing  all  mankind  together  into  a 
bond  of  unity,  as  some  of  our  modern  reformers  are  trying  to  do, 
you  might  as  soon  think  of  forming  an  association  among  the 
hawks,  doves,  crows,  and  robins— causing  them  all  to  build  their 
nests  alike,  and  none  to  take  advantage  of  another  in  obtaining  a 
subsistence.  Such  is  the  incomprehensible  wisdom  of  Providence 

_ wonderful,  indeed,  when  we  come  to  why  and  wherefore  about 

it.  Nations,  societies  and  circles  will  differ,  as  well  as  individu¬ 
als  ;  yet  it  is  all  for  the  best,  as  the  old  woman  said  when  she  saw 

a  bull  fight. 

My  dear  friends :  it  is  curious,  and  not  a  little  astonishing,  tc 
view  the  vast  machinery  of  the  universe.  The  wheels  of  nature 
continue  to  roll  with  the  same  velocity  as  thousands  of  years  ago 
and  they  never  squeak  upon  their  axes  for  the  want  of  greasing 
—the  pendulum  of  time  still  swings  to  and  fro  with  its  won  tee 
regularity — the  planets,  with  their  satellites,  never  grow  weary  ii 
waltzing  round  their  suns— and  not  a  &pot  nor  blemish  can  b< 
found  to  mar  the  apparently  newly-painted  and  varnished  struc 
hire  of  creation.  The  Earth  is  as  fresh  and  youthful  as  when  sh 
was  first  pregnant  with  Adam— the  eye  of  old  Sol  is  as  bright  am 
piercing  as  ever— and  the  bald-headed  Moon  gets  on  very  wel 
without  a  wig.  In  short,  my  friends,  there  are  mysteries  an 
wonders  whichever  way  you  may  look— whether  into  the  sea,  ur 
on  earth,  or  to  the  heavens  above.  Everything  is  a  mystery,  froi 
a  caterpillar  to  a  king :  from  a  king  to  the  King  of  kings.  Bi 
the  time  will  soon  come,  brethren,  when  all  these  will  cease  to  b 
mysteries  to  you— when  you  grubs  will  sleep  in  a  chrysalis  stat< 
till  you  come  forth  upon  butterfly  wings,  to  flit  among  the  neve: 
fading  flowers  of  immortality.  So  mote  it  be! 


SHOUT  PATENT  SERMONS. 


279 


THE  POETRY  AND  PROSE  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Text.—  This  is  a  wondrous  vvorld  of  ours, 

Brimful  of  poetry  and — prose. 

My  Hearers  :  This  world  ol  ours  (we  call  it  ours  because  it  does 
lot  belong  to  us)  is  the  greatest,  best  and  most  curious— for  aught 
know— in  the  whole  heap.  It  couldn’t  be  improved,  in  point  of 
’hape  or  beauty,  nor  made  better  to  suit  the  poor  purposes  of  us 
enants ,  and,  therefore,  I  hardly  believe  we  shall  ever  undertake 
o  impiove  it,  as  a  whole — yet,  since  man  has  made  a  railroad  for 
ightning  to  carry  the  mail  on,  there  is  no  telling  what  he  won’t 
ndeitake  to  do  next.  It  keeps  rolling  round  swiftly,  but  gen- 
y,  and  we  hang  on  to  it  as  affectionately  as  a  tumble-bug  to  its 
ah.  There  is  no  grating,  jarring  or  jagging,  as  it  turns  upon  its 
xes— excepting  now  and  then  it  rubs  against  an  earthquake,  for 
musement’s  sake.  It  gives  us  a  sunning  for  about  twelve  out  of 
venty-four  hours,  and  the  other  twelve  it  puts  itself  over  us, 
'en  as  a  hen  putteth  herself  over  her  chickens,  and  broods  us  in 
irkness,  silence  and  peace.  It  has  hills  and  valleys— seas  and 
vers  mountains  and  plains — woods  and  bushes — -weeds  and 

nvers— and— and— and— a  great  variety  of  monkeys  :  besides  a 
w  snakes. 

My  dear  friends :  the  majestic  mountain,  the  peaceful  vale,  the 
•wing  stream,  the  roaring  ocean,  the  Rooming  mead,  the  flowery 
11,  the  dashing  torrent,  the  silvery  cascade,  the  rolling  thunder, 
e  swift-winged  lightning,  the  howling  tempest,  the  whistling 
nd,  the  balmy  bieeze,  the  melodious  birds,  the  fancy-pinioned 
jttei  flies,  the  buzzing  insects,  and  the  charming  women — all  con¬ 
fute  the  poetry  of  this  wondrous  world  :  the  insipid  sand-bank, 

;  dull  plain,  the  protruding  rock,  the  barren  beach,  the  busy 
:.rt,  the  muddy  street,  the  miry  marsh,  the  sour-faced  swamp,  the 
welling  swine,  and  the  grumbling  men— are  the  prose.  Love 
1  couitship  aie  chock  full  of  poetry— poetry  that  plays  upon 
1  heart-strings  and  makes  music  sweet  to  the  soul;  but  a  flock 
fifteen  children,  and  half  a  loaf  of  bread,  is  rather  prosy.  No- 
ng  can  be  more  poetical  than  to  see  a  young  couple — just  be¬ 
lling  to  suck  at  the  sweets  of  connubiality,  or  skimming  the 
am  fiom  the  milk  of  matrimony — billing,  cooing,  caressing,  my- 
ring,  my-Wing,  and  my-ducking,  with  all  the  ardor,  fondness, 
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fire,  and  foolishness  that  human  nature  is  capable  of  sustaining 
without  apprehension  of  bursting  its  boiler.  Yes,  nothing  can  be 
more  poetical  than  all  this ;  but,  by-and-by,  perhaps,  the  green- 
eyed  monster  comes  stalking  in  at  the  very  door  where  love  made 
its  entrance — and,  then,  farewell  the  romance  ! — good-bye  to  the 
poetry:  Love  jumps  out  of  the  window,  tumbles  over  a  swill-tub. 
and  beats  out  his  brains  against  a  pig-pen ;  while  Affection  scam¬ 
pers  down  the  cellar,  and  commits  suicide  in  a  soap-barrel.  Im¬ 
mediately  after  all  this,  the  winds  cease  to  blow,  and  the  devii 
goes  to  dinner.  Now  this  is  only  a  song  for  the  day :  there  is  nc 
true  love  nor  genuine  poetry  in  it.  No,  it  is  no  more  like  pun 
poetry  than  E  Pluribus  Unum  is  like  T.  Picton  Milner. 

My  friends :  you  may  think  there  is  poetry  in  flattery,  and  ir 
the  paying  of  compliments;  but  it  is  nothing  more  than  jingling 
rhyme,  that  tickles  the  ear  for  the  moment.  When  you  come  t( 
know  that,  generally,  those  who  are  the  most  willing  to  pay  com-j 
jiliments  seldom  pay  anything  else,  you  will  find  out  that  it  if 
about  as  uninteresting  prose  as  was  ever  printed  in  a  Dutch  law 
book.  In  firm  friendship  and  undying  love,  there  is  poetry  sub¬ 
lime,  which  hearts  may  feel  but  no  pen  can  write;  but  flattery,  trj 
say  the  best,  is  but  a  poor  parody  on  the  poetical  feelings  of  hu  ' 
manity.  A  feather  of  flattery,  stuck  in  the  cap  of  friendship,  if 
no  adornment — no  more  than  a  goose-quill  would  be  in  the  tail  oi 
a  peacock,  a  wreath  of  dandelions  upon  a  rose-bush,  or  a  counter¬ 
cap  of  Liberty  on  a  lamp-post. 

My  friends :  it  is,  indeed,  a  wondrous  wrorld  1  and  the  greai 
wonder  is  that  more  don’t  wonder  at  it.  To  say  nothing  of  its , 
material  mechanism,  the  make  and  movements  of  its  moral  ma¬ 
chinery  are  a  sufficient  study  for  a  philosopher.  There  is  tin 

great  main-wheel  of  self,  that  keeps  all  the  rest  in  motion,  to  grim. 

■  | 

out  a  grist  for  home  consumption  ;  ambition  is  the  working  pow¬ 
er,  and  love  is  the  oil  that  makes  the  whole  run  smoothly.  He 
that  carries  a  grist  to  the  mill  of  another  must  expect  to  have  noi 
a  small  quantity  of  toll  taken.  How  pure  and  disinterested  appeal 
the  motives  of  men  !  Their  professions  of  friendship — their  actf 
of  kindness — their  generous  deeds  and  philanthropic  endeavors— 
seem  very  pretty  and  poetical :  but,  my  friends,  if  you  could  loot 
into  their  hearts  and  behold  their  real  motives,  all  their  outward 
manifestations  would  fall  at  least  fifty  per  cent,  in  your  estimation 
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he  doctor,  while  with  one  hand  he  is  feeling  of  your  pulse,  with 
le  other  he  is  feeling  in  your  pocket.  The  lawyer  gets  your  case 
id  your  cash.  You  think  it  very  kind  of  the  porter  that  carries 
)ur  trunk  from  the  steamboat  to  your  lodgings,  but  his  kindness 
kindled  from  the  expectation  of  a  quarter.  The  philanthropist 
ants  to  set  the  bondsmen  free,  see  the  sick  comforted,  and  the 
)or  assisted ;  yet,  in  reality,  he  cares  nothing  about  them— not 
>  much  as  to  drop  a  penny  in  the  lap  of  a  poor  blind  beggar  wo- 
an.  It  is  all  for  effect.  Your  minister,  too,  it  must  be  con- 
ssed,  has  as  much  solicitude  about  his  salary  as  he  has  for  the 
lvation  of  your  souls.  He  doesn’t  care  so  much  as  he  pretends 
r  your  eternal  welfare— not  he.  To  be  frank,  I  myself— your 
.tent  preacher — am  not  much  concerned  about  my  little  flock,  so 
ng  as  by  preaching  I  obtain  the  good  things  of  this  world— afford 
yself  some  gratification— and  excite  the  curiosity  and  admiration 
the  women.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  ROMANCE  AND  REALITY. 

Exf. — When  on  some  balmy  breathing  night  of  spring, 

The  happy  child,  to  whom  the  world  is  new, 

Pursues  the  evening  moth,  of  mealy  wing, 

Or  from  the  heath-bell  beats  the  evening  dew; 

He  sees  before  his  inexperienced  eye 

The  brilliant  glow-worm,  like  a  meteor,  shine 
On  the  turf-bank  ;— amazed,  and  pleased,  he  cries 
‘  Star  of  the  dewy  grass  ! — I  make  thee  mine  !’ 

v  Dear  Hearers  :  The  immortal  bard  of  Avon  once  truthfully 
narked,  4  The  earth  has  bubbles,  as  the  waters  have ;’  yes,  and 
nbles,  too,  of  which  vain  Man  is  continually  in  pursuit,  from 
?  moment  he  first  creeps  from  his  cradle,  till  he  drops  all  his 
'I’ldly  toys,  and  tumbles  into  the  fatal  pit-fall.  In  childhood,  it 
sugar-plums,  sweet-cake,  gingerbread,  and  a  consumptive  kit- 
:  m  youth,  fine  clothes,  plenty  of  pock-et  change,  a  sweetheart, 
1  a  big  dog  :  in  manhood,  wealth,  honor  and  fame— the  news- 
per  and  a  sunshiny  wife :  in  old  age,  money,  still  money,  chro- 
politics,  perchance  a  pipe,  and  numerous  pets  and  playthings, 
tickle  whimsical  Fancy,  ‘of  no  use  to  any  but  the  owner,’  but 
vast  consequence  to  him. 
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My  dear  friends :  twig  the  blest  brat  alluded  to  in  my  text.  To 

him  the  world  is  new,  bright  and  beautiful.  Care  has  not  rubbed j 

off  a  particle  of  its  polish  ;  Sorrow  has  shed  no  bedimming  tears i 

upon  its  lustre;  Grief,  with  her  dark  wing,  has  beshadowed  none 

of  its  (to  him)  new-born  glories ;  nor  has  Slander  emptied  her  slops 

at  his  feet.  Almost  everything  he  sees  is  an  object  of  interest! 

curiosity,  or  admiration.  Happy  is  he  in  his  sprightly,  but  fruit] 

less,  endeavors  to  gather  a  hatful  of  butterflies,  or  more  stealthily* | 

to  lay  salt  upon  the  spasmodic  tail  of  a  chickadee.  Mark  thij 

chap — gilded  with  joyous  enthusiasm  for  the  present — with  noli 
#  ■«  |( 
haunting  regrets  behind,  nor  deceiving  hopes  before — mark  how 

he  ‘  pursues  the  evening  moth,  of  mealy  wing,’  unmindful  whether 
it  procure  him  a  meal  for  the  morrow  or  no.  Such  delight  is  hi$ 
dinner — supper,  I  might  have  more  properly  observed — and  beat?  J 
ing  June-bugs  from  rose-bushes  is  his  morning  repast.  The  bril¬ 
liant  glow-worm,  shining  like  a  meteor  upon  the  mead  at  pale 


evening  time,  attracts  his  eager  eye.  Then,  exultant  cries  he. 


le 

e, 


‘  Star  of  the  dewy  grass  ! — I  make  thee  mine  !’  And  so  he  does; 
what  then  ?  Why,  before  he  lays  his  innocence  down  to  sleep, 
he  plucks  some  favorite  flower,  and  within  its  perfumed  cell  im¬ 
prisons  his  glittering  prize.  He  sleeps  and  dreams  that  a  thousand 
fairy-lamps  illume  his  bower;  but  lo !  when  he  awakes  in  the 
morning,  and  hies  to  his  glowing  treasure,  he  weep  to  find  him¬ 
self  in  possession  of  nothing  more  than  a  disgusting  grub ! — ray 
less  as  an  unlighted  ‘  old  soger.5 

My  adult  and  adulterous  brethren  :  so  it  is  with  you  ail — you 


who  commit  a  species  of  adultery  with  every  vain  and  trifling  at- 


n 


traction  in  this  deceitful  world.  Unmindful  of  the  lessons  you 
have  learned  from  the  book  of  the  Past,  you  rub  up  your  mildew¬ 
ed  hopes,  and  push  ahead,  through  brier  and  bramble,  bog  aiilf 
quagmire,  to  get  a  bite  at  tempting  apples,  which  (as  I  can  vouclll 
for)  are  no  sooner  touched  than  they  fall  to  ashes  upnn  the  barren 
shore  of  Disappointment’s  Dead  Sea!  You  rub  ginger  and  turpeij* 
tine  upon  the  hindermost  of  Ambition’s  lazy  steed  to  hurry  you  up 
the  hill  of  notoriety.  Well,  after  an  exorbitant  outlay  of  whip, 
spur,  and  tactics,  you  at  length  reach  the  apex.  There  you  find 
the  atmosphere  cold  and  uncharitable ;  and  that  happy  heaven, 
which  seemed  to  kiss  its  cheek,  is  now  as  far  distant  as  ever.  Ity  1 
illumined  peak  was  but  a  mere  glow-worm,  that  only  shone  for 
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you  while  plodding  the  dull  vale  of  obscurity.  There  was  once  a 
man,  my  friends,  well  off  in  the  world,  who  put  the  whole  of  his 
wealth  in  a  pair  of  saddle-bags,  mounted  kan  old  gray  boss,’  and 
?et  out  to  dig  for  gold  at  the  foot  of  a  rainbow  ]  but  just  as  he  was 
getting  his  mouth  in  the  right  shape  to  exclaim  ‘  I  make  thee  mine  !’ 
;he  bow  suddenly  disappeared,  and  left  him  completely  in  the  dark 
is  to  where  to  dig.  He  returned  a  burst-up  individual,  a  little 
uined — not  wholly.  No  ;  with  less  presumption,  and  more  pru- 
lence,  he  took  an  honest  shovel  in  hand,  fell  quietly  to  digging 
imong  dung-heaps  ’  and  the  consequence  was,  he  gradually  rose 
o  a  safe  eminence,  whence  he  might,  had  he  been  so  disposed, 
lave  looked  down  with  consummate  contempt  upon  all  the  muck 
nd  manure  that  ever  gladdened  the  eyes  of  despairing  juvenile 
mtatoes. 

Now,  my  beloved  brethren,  will  you  ever  learn  a  salutary  lesson 
rom  the  man  with  the  saddle-bags  and  ‘  old  gray  boss  V  I  know 
rou  won’t.  Instead  of  well-stored  waters  that  almost  wash  the 
oor-sills  of  your  own  homes,  you  would  rather  perform  a  Sab- 
'ath-day’s  trudge  to  try  your  luck  in  Dubious  Dam,  even  as  I,  in 
iiy  more  foolish  days,  was  wont  to  forsake  first-rate  angling  at 
ome  for  a  precarious  jaunt  to  Five-Mile  Pond  j  and  there  to  find 
ie  marginal  residents  of  said  pond  off  upon  a  piscatory  excursion 
)  Lake  Uncertain.  You  see  allurements  too  far  ahead,  for  the 
ealth  of  youi  pockets  and  present  happiness.  I  bespatter  no  man 
nth  censure  for  keeping  a  reasonable  eye  to  the  distant,  nor  plas- 
:r  with  praise  the  dull  mortal  who  seeks  only  for  treasures  a  few 
iches  from  his  toes.  But,  as  for  some  of  you,  my  incorrigibles, 

you  assert  that  you  are  in  the  habit  of  looking  but  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  beyond  your  noses,  then  all  I  have  to  say  is,  that  you  must 
ive  smellers  so  immortally  long  as  to  require  a  pinch  of  snuff  to 
b  conveyed  by  express,  to  arrive  in  season  for  taking  the  same 
*y. 

T,r3-in  followers !  no,  not  followers — don’t  come  after  me 
■-but  vain  pursuers  of  false  attractions,  empty  shadows,  and  tri- 
ng.toys ! — if  you  won’t  listen  to  Reason,  harken  unto  me,  her 
ost  beautiful  mouth-piece.  You  see  a  little  gold  dollar  glisten- 
g  afar  off,  among  the  rust  and  rubbish  of  the  world.  You  must 
ive  it,  somehow— even  at  the  sacrifice  of  a  solitary  shirt.  After 
good  deal  of  working,  worrying,  sweating  (and  1  don’t  know  but 
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some  swearing),  you  are  at  length  enabled  to  say,  ‘  Bright  star  of 
my  hopes! — I  make  thee  mine!’  You  do?  Well,  look  at  the 
precious  jewel  on  the  morrow.  There  it  is — transmografied  into 
a  barrel  of  soap-fat,  or,  perchance,  a  bundle  of  hay,  to  stuff  the 
skin  of  a  sorry  jackass  !  Then, 

‘Where,  and  0  where,  has  my  golden  dollar  gone  V 
You  woo  the  beautiful  goddess  Fancy  for  the  sake  of  her  charms, 
her  imaginary  wealth,  and  her  dazzling  display  of  finery.  She 
plays  the  coquette,  which  but  adds  fuel  to  the  fire  of  your  love 
and  fury  to  your  eagerness.  You  open  your  arms  for  a  blissful 
embrace,  and  ejaculate  ‘  Queen  of  my  heart’s  dominions  ! — I  make 
thee  mine  !’  And  what  have  you  won  ? — the  captivating  Queen 
of  Shadows !  whose  beauty  is  but  paint — whose  adornments  are 
mere  tinsel — and  whose  wealth  is  but  an  empty  bubble  !  You  per¬ 
form  the  act  of  incubation  upon  one  solitary  idea,  till  your  nest  is 
overshadowed  by  the  tallest  of  indolent  weeds,  in  the  hopes  of 
hatching  out  something,  4  by-and-by,’  that  shall  astonish  the 
whole  world  and  its  distinguished  uncle;  but  after  ‘  setting’  long 
enough  to  hatch  pebbles  from  a  peck  of  paving-stones,  the  egg  is 
accidentally  broken  :  and  to  your  own  mortified  astonishment,  you 
find  it  a  ‘  bad  ’un’ — worse  than  bad  ;  for  it  has  not  only  befouled 
your  nest,  but  probably  given  your  faith  in  eggs,  of  any  sort,  so 
severe  a  shake  as  never  to  recover  its  original  strength. 

And  you,  my  young  friend  without  the  pale  of  matrimony — you, 
who,  as  yet,  know  nothing  about  the  cares  of  the  world,  and  the 
care  of  a  wife — don’t  be  in  such  a  dangerous  hurry  to  pick  up  a 
peipetual  comforter;  or  you  may  pounce  upon  one  of  those  flut¬ 
tering,  flaky  feminines,  who,  like  my  yesterday’s  piece  of  pie,  are 
all  outside  flake  and  crust,  and  not  a  bit  of- mince  or  apple  within. 
I  warn  you  to  mind  your  eye :  for,  although  you  may  joyously 
exclaim  at  the  altar  ‘I  make  thee  mine!’  yet  it  won’t  be  long  be¬ 
fore,  with  a  sad  look  at  the  halter,  you  will  begin  to  feel  suspi¬ 
cious  that  you  have  made  yourself  hers;  and  then — did  you  ever 
see  a  mouse  scratching,  snuffing,  poking  his  whiskers  and  ner¬ 
vously  twitching  nose  between  the  wires  of  his  prison-house  ?  Or 
hast  thou  ever  read  how  a  presumptuous  crow  once  entangled  hi$ 
claws  in  the  fleece  of  rather  too  solid  a  lump  of  live  mutton,  and 
was  just  about  to  ‘  holler  ’  4 1  make  thee  mine !’  when  he  unfortu¬ 
nately  discovered  that  he  had  ‘put  his  foot  in  it!’  But,  I  shall 


!( 
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leave  you  to  draw  your  own  cider,  and  wind  off  by  reminding  you 
all  to  be  prepared  for  the  King  of  Terrors,  who  is  telegraphed  as 
on  his  way  hither.  When  he  lays  his  relentless  paws  upon  a 
pack  of  you,  and  says  ‘I  make  thee  mine !’  you  are  gone  ’coons  ; 
and  your  only  salvation  is  in  the  hope  of  a  better  hereafter.  So 
mote  it  be ! 


-  man’s  inherent  iniquity. 

Text. — The  wicked  men  estranged  are, 

Even  from  the  very  womb  ; 

They,  speaking  lies,  do  stray  as  soon 
As  to  the  world  they  come. 

My  Hearers:  What  a  vast  difference  there  is  in  natures,  natural 
dispositions,  of  men — women,  too,  of  course  !  I  don’t  know  why 
it  should  be  so,  and  yet  it  is  an  absolute  so:  men  are  born  with 
different  hearts  just  as  much  as  with  different  forms  and  faces— 
ind  you  might  as  well  tell  a  nigger  to  look  like  a  white  man  as  to 
ell  another  to  behave  and  conduct  himself  like  somebody  else. 
ydn  you  take  the  temperament  of  a  high-strung  horse,  and  put  it 
into  one  of  a  milder  disposition  ?  Can  you  whip  the  fierceness 
>ut  of  a  bulldog  and  lick  it  into  a  cur  ?  Can  you  transform  a  lion 
nto  an  ass  by  covering  him  with  the  skin  of  a  donkey  ?  Can  you 
tecome  an  ox  by  going  to  grass,  like  Nebuchadnezzar,  and  keep- 
ng  company  with  cattle.  No  !  Neither  can  you  convert  inherit¬ 
ed  rascality  into  genuine  honesty,  nor  transmografy  radical  iniqui- 
y  into  pure  and  shining  holiness.  0,  ye  hypocrites !—  you  hol- 
ow,  silver-washed  tubes  of  pretension  !  You  think  to  pass  your- 
jelves  off  for  solid  saints;  but  a  gentle  tap  with  the  hammer  of 
'ruth  will  test  your  emptiness.  You  may  put  an  extra  coat  of 
whitewash  upon  your  hearts— apply  the  paint  of  piety  unsparing¬ 
ly  on  the  walls  of  the  inner  temple — scent  yourselves  with  the 
perfume  of  godliness  to  an  unusual  height — take  a  double  dose  of 
inegar,  and  go  to  church — walk,  on  the  way,  like  a  sick  flamin- 
o  through  a  meadow  marsh— when  you  are  there,  look  as  if  you 
adn  t  a  friend  in  the  world,  and  didn’t  expect  to  find  one  in  hea- 
ien  join  in  the  services  with  a  zeal  sufficiently  solemn  to  curdle 
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a  quantity  of  sunshine — then  go  your  ways,  talking  about  the 
danger  of  their  souls,  and  the  necessity  of  their  preparing  for 
the  great  change  that  awaits  them.  You  may  do  all  this,  and 
people  will  think  that  you  are  as  pure  as  virgin  gold ;  but  as  soon 
as  you  return  to  your  secular  concerns  the  gilt  rubs  off,  and  the 
base  metal  will  show,  in  spite  of  you.  Then,  with  your  back  to 
the  Lord,  you  slily  slip  the  widow’s  mite  into  your  pocket — play 
‘  heads  I  win,  and  tails  you  lose  ’  with  the  poor  man’s  pennies — 
and  cheat  all  you  can,  between  Sundays,  in  a  respectable  and  bu¬ 
siness-like  manner. 


My  dear  friends :  wicked  men,  as  says  my  text,  are  estranged 
even  from  the  very  womb.  It  is  as  true  as  it  is  lamentable.  They 
are  born  with  the  seeds  of  iniquity  in  their  natures;  and  there  they 
will  remain,  in  spile  of  the  law,  the  gospel,  moral  instruction,  the 
cowhide,  and  the  state  prison.  As* a  pig  retaketh  to  the  mud-gut¬ 
ter,  so  these  men  bend  their  footsteps  to  evil.  They  had  rather 
steal  a  pumpkin  than  honestly  gather  a  bushel  of  peaches  :  they 
see  no  fruit  worth  tasting  upon  the  tree  of  integrity  :  it  is  their 
delight  to  pick  berries  from  among  the  thorns  of  Sin  :  the  flowers 
that  beskirt  the  path  of  virtue  are  so  many  toadstools  to  them : 
the  ways  of  vice  are  theirs,  even  though  they  lead  through  every 
swamp  and  slough-hole  between  Florida  and  for  ever.  If  they 
accidentally  found  themselves  going  the  right  way,  they  would 
leap  fences  and  ditches — dive  through  brake  and  brier,  and  sacri¬ 
fice  their  coat-tails,  to  get  upon  the  wrong  track.  While  others 
take  the  proper  roads  and  turnpikes  through  life,  that  lead  through 
pleasant  places — by  the  margin  of  silvery  streams — on  gentle  de¬ 
clivities,  between  mountain  and  valley,  and  over  plains  beautifully 
embroidered  with  Natuie’s  handy  needle — they  must  recklessly 
cut  across  lots  to  the  tomb,  with  a  load  of  abominations  upon 
their  backs  sufficient  to  make  old  Beelzebub  himself  give  a  wea¬ 
risome  grunt!  Miserable  wretches!  Let  us  not  scoff  at:  their, 
moral  deformities,  but  rather  pity  them  that  they  are  made  so,  and 
they  can’t  help  it. 

My  dear  hearers  :  as  for  1  speaking  lies,’  you  all  have  the  fail-  ^ 
ing  in  a  greater  or  less  degree.  There  isn’t  a  man,  woman,  nor 
child,  living,  but  have  lied  in  their  hearts — and  they  each  know  it. 

Y  es,  and  they  will  lie  a  good  many  times  more  ere  they  lie  in  their 
graves.  Almost  as  soon  as  you  pop  into  the  world,  you  stray 
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»out  with  ready-fabricated  falsehoods  in  your  mouths — all  they 
ant  is  a  finishing  touch  to  answer  any  sudden  purpose.  You 
ake  use  of  lies  because  they  help  you  to  turn  the  sharp  corners 
pecuniary,  legal,  social,  and  other  worldly  difficulties.  They 
ipear  to  be  man’s  small  ammunition,  furnished  by  the  devil— 
lillet  cartridges  that  often  do  considerable  ^execution,  where  the 
ank  charge  of  truth  but  gives  an  ineffectual  flash.  Some  of  you 
11  a  bold,  straight  lie— as  straight  as  a  ramrod,  and  as  black  as 
e  arch  inventor  himself— and  stick  to  it,  like  a  bear  to  her  cub. 
hers  wrap  up  a  thumping  falsehood  in  a  disfigured,  faded  rem- 
.nt  of  truth.  They  are  cowards — they  have  the  heart  to  lie,  but 
;k  the  courage  to  do  it  openly,  and  what  I  call  honestly.  Look 
it  for  such— they  are  the  most  venomous  of  all  lying  reptiles. 
dw,  you  are  all  given  to  lying,  and  you  know  it.  Whether 
jitesman,  politician,  lawyer,  preacher,  or  ploughman,  you  will, 
j  times,  bury  the  truth  beneath  the  foul  rubbish  of  falsehood — 
metimes  deeper  than  at  others.  You  may  call  it  a  fib,  an  equi¬ 
tation,  a  jest,  or  what  you  like ;  a  lie  is  a  lie,  give  it  as  respect- 
jle  a  cognomen  as  you  may.  You  will  tell  untruths,  because  it 
jin  the  nature  of  all  flesh,  since  the  old  serpent  first  lied  to  man, 
d  man  lied  to  the  Lord.  Nevertheless,  if  you  try  hard  enough, 
u  may  succeed  in  making  the  truth  answer.  It  will  stand  a 
jor  chance  at  first — be  unheeded,  despised,  contemned — but  when 
once  comes  to  be  known,  you  can  ride  with  it  to  glory,  amid 
3  huzzas  of  an  admiring  multitude.  So  mote  it  be  ! 


ON  FATNESS  AND  LEANNESS. 

|sxt. — Fat  paunches  make  lean  pates,  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  banker  out  the  wits. 

y  Hearers  :  Which  had  you  rather  be  considered,  fat  and  fool- 
1,  or  lean  and  intellectual  1  It  is  to  no  purpose,  however,  that 
sk  this  question  ;  for,  if  you  are  naturally  inclined  to  obesity, 
you  must  be,  in  spite  of  wishes  to  the  contrary,  and  semi-star- 
jtion :  on  the  other  hand,  if  you  were  born  to  leanness,  all  the 
you  can  accumulate  through  life  wouldn’t  be  enough  to  grease 
^whiskers  of  a  muskrat.  Yet  there  are  many  who  are  born  in 
>etweenity  :  neither  to  preponderate  nor  extenuate  carnally  •  but 
ies  with  their  inclinations,  appetites,  and  indulgences,  whether 
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their  brains  be  buried  in  their  bellies,  or  left  active  in  the  tempi 
of  leason  and  the  palace  of  fancy.  No  fat  matter  has  ever  y< 
enlightened  the  world. 

My  friends:  that  fat  paunches  make  lean  pates  is  evident— nc 
from  my  own  experience  (for  my  front  view  is  rather  monotonou 
and  uninteresting)— but  by  particular  observation.  The  man  o 
fat  is  merry,  happy  and  humorous— the  needles  of  care  can’t  pierc. 
through  his  flesh  to  prick  his  heart.  He  is  so  well  clothed,  car 
nally,  that  his  soul  is  always  warm,  and  the  sunshine  that  light 
his  interior  is  reflected  in  smiles  upon  his  features;  but  all  of  hii 
thoughts  come  fresh  and  coarse  from  -the  heart,  without  beim 
ground  over  in  the  brain-mill  and  converted  into  ideas*  He  hai 
little  imagination,  less  fancy ;  and  if  there  be  any  poetry  in  hii 
system,  he  hasn  i  the  implements  in  his  head  to  work  it  into  lan¬ 
guage.  All  his  pleasures  are  sensual— derived  from  roast  beef; 
plum  pudding,  probably  wine,  and  possibly  women.  He  has  ifa 
mental  garden  in  which  to  gather  the  honeysuckles  of  love— thi 
laurels  of  glory — the  hawthorn  blossoms  of  hope — the  laven 
leaves  of  assiduity— and  the  kennidias  of  intellectual  beauty.  N 
he  thinks  from  his  belly,  speaks  from  his  belly,  and  cares  all  i 
his  belly.  Now,  your  lean  man,  whose  ideas  are  comparativ 
unencumbered  with  carnal  rubbish  is  a  different  sort  of  being 
together.  He  thinks,  fancies,  imagines,  ruminates,  meditates  a 
cogitates.  He  goes  to  the  bottom  of  matters  like  a  bustle; 
when  confronted  by  an  equal,  the  intellectual  sparks  fly  out  , 
those  occasioned  by  the  flint  and  steel.  But  I  wouldn’t  wish  y* 
to  starve  yourselve^  for  the  sake  of  being  thought  brilliant;  for 
body  too  much  reduced  weakens  the  energies  of  the  mind  as  mu 
as  a  superabundance  of  flesh  stultifies  and  stupefies  the  intelh 
Eat  moderately  ;  drink  moderately  ;  be  moderate  in  your  indulg, 
ces ;  keep  the  body  in  a  fair  condition,  with  a  due  proportion 
animal  and  vegetable  food  ;  let  physic  alone  ;  and  your  streng! 
ened  physical  and  mental  faculties  will  probably  makfi  you  < 
tinguished  for  dollars  and  sense.  Partake  heartily  of  moral  n. 
lishmcnt,  put  fat  upon  the  ribs  ot  virtue,  swell  the  paunch  of  p 
bity,  imbibe  the  liquor  of  love,  and  you  will  attain  wisdom; 
wisdom  attainelh  goodness,  and  goodness  attaineth  greatness, 
mote  it  be ! 


END  OF  VOLUME  THIRD. 


